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ADVERTISEMENT 

TO  THE  FIFTH  EDITION. 


Various  biographers  of  Cowper  have  appeared 
since  the  Autl\pr  sketched  the  following  Life^ 
now  nearly  eighteen  years  ago.  By  some^  indeed, 
the  subject  has  been  literally  exhausted,  and  vo- 
lumes were  drawn  from  materials  so  scanty,  that 
they  border  on  the  celebrated  migrations  from  the 
'*  blue  bed  to  the  brown/*  which  constitute  the 
personal  history  of  the  recluse  of  Olney.  In  the 
opinion  of  the  Public,  or  at  least  of  the  critics,  this 
was  the  only  error  that  Mr  Hayley  committed ; 
and  in  an  age  like  thepreiSent,  when  the  literature 
of  the  country  is  scooping  for  itself  so  many  new 
and  unwonted  channels,  and  the  cry  is  "  econo- 
my of  price  as  well  as  of  time,  the  maximum  of 
information  in  the  minimum  of  space,"  it  seems 
somewhat  odd,  that  his  example  should  have 
been  followed  rather  than  avoided.  At  the  same 
time,  it  may  be  safely  admitted,  that  brevity  has 
its  blemishes  as  well  as  bulkiness ;  and  on  this 
principle,  the  first  biographer  of  Cowper  in  the 
wake  of  Mr  Hayley,  in  re-addressing  himself 
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to  an  early  study,  has  been  induced  to  extend 
the  original  Memoir  very  nearly  a  half.  Change 
generally  leads  to  extension ;  and  as  a  man  should 
learn  something  during  eighteen  years  by  re- 
search, reflection,  and  comparison  of  notes,  he  ven- 
tures to  hope,  that  the  Memoir  now  prefixed  to  the 
Poems  of  Cowper,  with  all  its  faults,  will  be  found 
at  least  the  most  compact  thai  has  yet  Appeared. 

DuMPBiBs,  Jun€  1837* 


EDITOR'S  PREFACE 

TO  THE  SECOND  EDITION. 


About  two  years  ago  the  Publishers  of  the  pre- 
sent volume^  having  resolved  to  print  a  new 
edition  of  Cowper's  Works,  applied  to  me  to 
furnish  them  with  a  short  account  of  the  Au- 
Uior's  life.  This  task,  after  considerable  hesita- 
tion, I  agreed  to  execute.  I  was  not  only  aware 
of  my  own  unfitness  for  the  undertaking,  hum- 
ble and  commonplace  as  it  is,  but  I  had  many 
doubts  as  to  the  propriety  of  engaging  in  any 
thing  that  might  seem  to  interfere  with  the 
labours  of  Mr  Hayley,  to  whom  the  public  are 
under  so  many  obligations.  On  the  other  hand, 
it  occurred  to  me,  that  the  bulkiness  and  ex- 
pense of  that  gentleman's  work  rendered  it  in  a 
great  measure  inacceBdUe  to  ordinary  readers ; 
and  that,  instead  of  a  condensed  and  connected 
view  of  the  life  and  character  of  the  poet,  it  is 
chiefly  filled  with  a  large  selection  from  his  pri- 

Tate  correspondence,  which  the  biographer  has 
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mordy  bound  together  vnA  a  few  detached  panu 
gn^lui^  to  pveaerye  the  conaezioxi  of  each  series 
of  letters^  and  render  the  sulgect  of  liicm  inteL 
ligible.  Bat,  as  the  Edinboi^  Beviewere  justly 
Temark,  this  plan  of  biography  "  requires  so 
nmdi  room  fon  its  execution,  and  consequoitly 
so  mudi  money  and  so  mudi  leisore  in  those  who 
wish  to  be  masters  of  it,  that  it  ought  to  be  re- 
served for  those  great  and  eminent  characters 
that  are  likely  to  excite  an  interest  among  all 
orders  and  generations  of  mankind.  While  the 
biogri^hy  of  Shakspeare  and  Bacon  shrinks  into 
the  comer  of  an  octavo,  we  cannot  help  wonder, 
ing  that  the  history  of  the  sequestered  life  of 
Cowper  should  have  extended  into  two  quarto 
volumes."  • 

In  the  whole  range  of  Ei^lish  Mteraturey  there 
is  perhaps  not  a  single  author  who  is  more  univer* 
sally  popular  than  Cowper.  While  ike  works  of ; 
sc»ne  of  our  greatest  poets  are  left  to  slumber  upon 
the  shelves,  hU  are  perpetuaUy  upmi  the  manteL 
piece  or  the  table ;  and  although  there  may  be  some 
in  the  foremost  rank  of  our  immortals  whose  genius 
awakens  a  deeper  soitiment  of  veneration,  theee 
is  none  whose  writings  come  more  directly  home 
to  the  ''  business  and  bosoms"  of  all  dusea  of 
our  oountrymen.  Even  in  the  religious  worid^ 
where  so  few  of  the  poets  are  admitted  into  ihe 
list  of  innocent  or  ecQfying  authors,  Cowper  en- 
joys a  high  and  unequalled  popularity ;  and  when 
the  judicious  mother  or  daughter  thinks  of  add-> 
ing  to  the  lilnrary  of  a  distant  son  or  brother— of 
selecting  a  companion  for  her  own  morning  walk 
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olaffixiiig  her  name  to  •  Mtentry  gif^  wfaidi 
she  wisbeft  to  be  j^rued  for  its  own  sake  as  wdl 
as  that  of  the  giyer,  '^  The  Task"  is  geD«ntty  the 
fitst  vduine  that  presents  itself  to  hec  thou^ts* 
In  faet>  such  is  the  fune  of  Cowper>  that  new 
editions  of  his  works^  in  some  shape  or  other^ 
are  ahnost  constantly  issuing  from  the  press;  and 
it  has  always  strudc  me  as  singular,  that  not  one 
of  these  editions  that  I  have  seen  is  accompanied 
by  any  thing  like  a  memoir  of  the  author.  What 
«LJan8eL«>de»rt«n  haveinaU  agesonited, 
editors  and  publishers  haire>  in  this  instance,  ooiw 
tiired  to  divide;  and>  by  an  arrangement  some* 
what  whimsical,  the  admirers  of  a  poet,  whose 
original  productions  can  be  comprised  m  one 
pocket  volume,  are  referred,  for  the  few  particu^ 
kurs  of  Ms  retired  and  solitary  life,  to  a  work 
extending  to  ten  times  the  size.     It  is  not  my 
wish,  however,  to  depredatie  the  editorial  labours 
of  Mr  Hayley.     All  I  contend  for  is,  that  the 
biography,  like  the  poetry  of  Cowper,  sbonld  be 
l^boed  within  the  readi  of  all,  eidier  by  prefix- 
ing it  to  the  difierent  editions  oi  his  poems,  or  by 
nedudng  it  to  a  cheaper  and  more  convenioit  form, 
as  a  separate  work.    Much,  no  doubt,  might  be 
said  in  praise  of  the  poet's  epistolary  style ;  but 
his  letters,  Hvdy'sod  unaffected  as  they  are,  would 
be  mnch  more  prized  wcee  they  reprinted  upon 
a  mere  rigid  ptmdple  of  selection,  and  without 
any  view  to  that  arrangement  which  seems  to  im- 
pose on  us  the  necessity  of  perusing  die  vdiole  se- 
ries.    When  the  history  of  a  favourite  author  is 
presented  to  the  reader  in  convenient  dimensions. 
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he  can  lift  the  book  at  any  kimie  moment,  and/ 
in  tbia  way,  soon  becomes  fiuoailiar  with  the  sub- 
ject ;  bat  when  the  same  matter,  or  at  least  the 
same  facts,  come  before  him  in  the  formidable 
diape  of  two  quarto  Yofamies,  he  is  extremely  apt 
to  dday,  like  Fdix,  the  performance  of  a  medi- 
tated dnty  till  a  more  convenient  season,  and  may 
die  before  he  has  carried  his  intention  into  effect. 
To  these  obeervations  I  have  only  to  add,  diat 
the  Memoir  prefixed  to  the  present  edition  is  tou 
tally  different  firom  that  which  appeared  anony- 
mooaly  in  the  same  work,  more  than  twelve 
months  ago.  From  the  diminntiYe  size  in  which 
the  v<dmne  first  appeared,  and  some  other  dr- 
comstanoes,  I  had  been  misled  as  to  the  dass  of 
readers  into  whose  hands  it  was  likdy  to  fall ; 
and  I  was  therefore  not  only  careful  to  confine 
the  narrative  within  moderate  boimds,  bat  also 
thought  it  expedient  to  suppress  many  general 
remarks  that  natorally  arose  on  the  subject,  from 
an  opinion  that  they  mi^^t  not  be  rehahed  or  ap- 
preciated. But  the  work  having  run  rapidly  to  a 
second  edition,  I  have  been  induced  to  revise  and 
extend  the  only  portion  of  it  that  can  be  termed 
original ;  and,  as  the  task  confided  to  me  implies 
nodiing  beyond  industry,  I  believe  I  may  take 
credit  to  myself  for  having  brought  within  a  very 
moderate  compass  the  more  important  monorabi-* 
lia  of  the  life  and  writings  of  Wiujam  Cowper. 

Dumfries,  \U  September  181ft 
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MEMOIR 


or 


WILLIAM  COWPER, 

OP  TRB  INNBB  TBMPLB,  ESQ. 


That  the  temperament  of  genius  is  akin  to  that  of 
insanity,  or,  as  Dryden  more  vividly  expresses  it, 
that 

*'  Great  wits  are  sure  to  madness  near  allied. 
And  thin  partitions  do  their  bounds  divide,**— 

is  an  observation  eminently  calculated  to  check  the 
enthusiasm  of  those  who,  in  their  passion  for  distinc- 
tion, look  with  disdain  upon  the  possessor  of  common 
qualities,  and  the  happiness  of  a  private  station.  The 
transition  from  the  philosopher  in  his  study,  who, 
with  Newton,  expounds  the  laws  of  the  universe,  tp 
the  bedlamite,  who  has  renewed  his  childhood  and 
spends  his  hours  in  the  emplojrments  of  the  nursery, 
is  a  spectacle  so  mortif3ring  to  the  pride  of  intellect, 
and,  like  the  doctrine  of  miracles,  implies  such  a  de- 
parture from  the  established  order  of  <^e  moral  world, 
that  were  it  not  fbr  the  frequency  of  its  occurrence, 
it  would  probably  challenge  an  equal  portion  of 
nnbdief.  Yet  the  fives  of  literary  men  have  too 
often  confirmed  the  remark  of  the  poet,  and  afibrded 
at  once  a  triumph  to  dulness,  and  a  ss^utary  caution 
to  those  who  inherit  the  excitable  constitution  of  ge- 
nius. The  most  admirable  mechanism  is  soonest 
liable  to  derangement,  and  the  fancy  that  soars  to  the 
farthest  verge  of  reason  may  easily  penetrate  the  ^^  thki 
partitions,"  and  plunge  into  the  dreadful  abyss  bejrond. 
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Never  were  these  remarks  more  strikingly  exempli* 

fied  than  in  the  experience  of  William  Cowpee, 

an  author  equally  celebrated  for  the  splendour  of  his 
talents  and  the  piety  and  innocence  of  his  life.  Pos* 
sessing  a  mind  deeply  imbued  with  knowledge,  not 
unfortified  by  philosophy,  and  latterly  the  seat  of  the 
purest  religion,  he  early  fiell  a  victim  to  that  morbid 
sensibility  which  renders  high  intellect  of  small  avail, 
and  united  in  his  own  character  qualities  which  by 
turns  lead  us  to  exult  in  the  dignity  and  mourn  over 
the  weakness  of  human  nature. 

This  interesting  writer  was  bom  at  Great  Berk* 
hamstead,  in  Hertfordshire,  on  the  26th  of  November 
(N.  S.),  1731.  His  father,  John  Cowper,  D.  D., 
Rector  of  that  parish  and  Chaplain  to  George  the 
Second,  was  the  second  son  of  Spencer  Cowper,  a 
Judge  in  the  Court  of  Common  Pleas,  and  nephew  of 
the  Lord  Chancellor  of  the  same  name.  His  mother, 
Anne,  daughter  of  Roger  I>onne,  Esq.  of  I/udham- 
hall,  in  the  county  of  Notfolk,  was  allied  to  several 
noble  houses,  which  in  their  turn  traced  their  pedi- 
gree  to  Henry  the  Third,  king  of  England ;  and  in 
lids  way,  we  are  told,  <^the  highest  blood  in  the 
realm  flowed  in  the  veins  of  the  modest  and  unassum. 
ing  Cowper."  It  is  fiirtunate,  however,  for  posterity 
and  his  own  fame,  that  he  was  destined  to  asjnre 
to  a  more  imperishable,  as  well  as  more  exalting, 
species  of  distinction.  The  eclat  of  tracing  his  im« 
mediate  descent  from  two  brothers  who  had  both  ob. 
tained  seats  in  the  House  of  Peers,  might  weigh  with 
his  contemporaries,  but  is  quite  lost  upon  x>osterity  ; 
and  it  is  edifying  to  reflect  that,  so  nobly  has  genius 
repaid  its  borrowed  lustre,  after  a  brief  lapse  of  time, 
the  name  of  Lord  Chancellor  Thurlow,  beyond  the  pale 
of  political  history  and  legal  knowledge,  owed  its  chief 
distinction  to  William  Cowper,  his  Lordship*s  poetical 
nnd  gifted  fHend.  And  in  this  undoubtedly  thehistorian 


WILLIAM  COWPER.  Id 

did  well ;  for  what  are  all  the  perithing  honoiwi  whieh 
the  breath  of  royalty  cBDConfery  compared  to  that  diTina 
afflatgg  ..that  undying  halo,  which^  like  the  aool  from 
whidi  it  enuuaates,  is  immortal  and  indestructible  ? 
Where  are  now  the  long  line  of  Babylonian  princes^ 
with  their  gorgeous  palaces  and  cloud-capped  towers  ? 
What  has  become  of  the  whole  race  of  the  PtoIe«» 
mies  ?  Alas  I  so  little  do  we  know  of  the  once  mighty 
Babel,  that  geometry  itself  is  pussled  to  detect  with 
oertsinty  the  spot  where  it  stood ;  while  even  the  py«. 
ramids  of  Egypt,  those  stupendous  pUes  which  appeaa 
to  be  as  enduring  as  the  everlasting  hills,  have  been 
unable  to  transmit  to  posterity  the  names  of  tho 
founders.  But  amidst  the  lapse  of  ages  and  the  revo- 
lutions of  empires,  simiething  is  still  preserved  in  the 
Ark  of  genius;  and  such  is  the  omnipotence  of  mind 
compared  to  matter,  that  even  the  little  pencil  at 
Apdles,  the  chisel  of  Phidias,  the  ballads  of  the  men** 
dicant  Homer,  and  the  improvising  of  the  martyxed 
Socrates,  have  been  able  to  e&ct  more  than  all  the 
towers  and  temples  of  Tyre  and  Thebes,  Palmyra  and 
Babylon.  The  author  of  the  "  Fairy  Queen"  was 
similarly  situated  with,  regard  to  the  Spencers ;  and 
the  historian  Gibbon  spoke  well  and  wisely,  when  he 
admonished  the  members  of  that  ancient  fuauly  to 
prLse  the  poem  alluded  to  as  by  far  the  richest  gem  in 
their  coronet. 

Cowper's  mother,  who  died  in  17d7y  at  the  eady  age 
of  thirty-fbur,  appears  to  have  been  a  woman  of  grei^ 
eweetness  of  temper,  as  well  as  considerable  mental 
endowments.  Of  several  children,  the  fruit  of  her 
union  with  Dr  Cowper,  two  only  survived  their  pa>i 
rents ;  William,  the  subject  of  this  memoir,  and  John, 
who  afterwards  became  a  clergyman,  and  a  fellow  of 
Bene't  (now  Corpus  Christi)  College,  Cambridge. 
But  although  this  excellent  and  affectionate  parent  was 
torn  from  the  future  poet  before  he  had  completed  his 
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lixth  ymxy  bar  vutuM  Mtm  to  bavemade  animpKHioo 
i^eii  his  mind,  which  neither  time  nor  interoonzse  with 
the  .world  could  efface ;  and  the  touching  picture  he  has 
given  of  her  maternal  care  and  fondness,  appears  more 
like  the  vivid  reoollections  of  manhood,  than  the  faint 
zeminiioenoes  of  inSuncy.  Excepting  where  the  inci- 
dents have  been  of  a  striking  or  uncommon  nature, 
there  are  few  persons  who  can  recall  much  of  what 
passed  within  ihi  walls  of  the  nursery ;  and  perhi^, 
of  those  who  love  to  entertain  us  with  the  history  of 
such  exploits,  the  greater  part  are  more  indebted  to 
the  loquacity  yif  ftiends  than  their  own  unassisted  re- 
ooUecticm.  But  in  the  case  of  Cowper  this  remark 
will  hardly  apply.  Having  been  early  separated  fsom. 
his  &mUy,  he  afterwards  had  little  opportunity  of  con- 
versing with  any  one  who  can  be  supposed  to  have 
taken  much  interest  in  his  juvenile  history ;  yet  on  re- 
ceiving his  mother's  picture,  afiter  the  long  interval  of 
fif^.two  years,  he  gave  vent  to  his  feelings  in  a  poem 
fiaught  with  so  much  pathos  and  individuality  of  de- 
scription, as  to  leave  no  doubt  that  he  drew  from  his 
Boemory  rather  than  his  imagination.  The  image  of 
<me  so  dear  seems  to  have  been  perpetually  before  him, 
and  in  a  letter  to  Mr  Hill  we  find  the  following  pas- 
sage : — ^^  I  can  truly  say,  that  not  a  week  passes 
(perhaps  I  might  with  equal  veracity  say  a  day)  in 
which  I  do  not  think  of  her :  such  was  the  impres- 
sion her  tenderness  made  upon  me,  though  the  op- 
portunity she  had  for  showing  it  was  so  short." 

On  the  death  of  his  mother,  he  was  placed  un- 
der the  care  of  Dr  Pitman,  who  then  kept  a  consi- 
derable school  at  Market  Street,  in  Hertfordshire, 
within  a  few  miles  of  his  Other's  residence.*     But 


*  In  Cowper'fl  own  Memoir,  this  village  is  stated  to  be  in  BecU 
fordshire,  while  Hay]ev  placet  it  in  Hertfordshire.  Both  state- 
ments are  correct,  as  the  boumtary-line  between  the  two  coun- 
ties passes  directly  through  ic 
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littt  he  Was  tike  b  tender  gfeenhouse  plane  timt  has 
been  suddenly  transferfed  from  a  heated  atmosphoM 
to  the  chiUmg  inflaence  of  the  open  air.    Childran 
not  unfiequently  display  very  great  quickness  in 
detecting  any  peculiarity  of  manner  or  disposition^ 
whether  in  their  equals  or  their  seniors ;  and  the  ex* 
cessive  gentleness  and  sensibility  of  the  poet's  natiiM^ 
instead  of  exciting,  as  in  after-life,  tihe  sjmapathy  oif 
his  companions,  only  exposed  him  to  continual  parM- 
cution.     He  complidnsof  one  boy  in  particnlari  who^ 
at  the  age  of  fifteen,  was  a  perfect  adept  in  the  art  Of 
tonnenting,  and  who  maliciously  singled  him  ont  aft 
an  object  on  which  to  vent  the  cruelty  of  his  dispositiom 
But  the  barbarity  of  this  little  tyrant  being  at  length 
discoTerra,  he  was  expelled  from  the  school,  though 
not  until  his  savage  conduct  had  impressed  oo  Cow- 
per's  mind  such  a  dread  of  his  figure,  that  he  confesses 
he  was  ^^  afiraid  to  lift  his  eyes  upon  him  higher  thaa 
his  knees,  and  knew  him  better  by  his  shoe-buckles 
than  by  any  other  part  of  his  dress."     Those  who 
ascribe  to  accidental  circumstances  and  eely  impies* 
sions  an  the  diversity  that  prevails  in  human  chame^ 
ter,  might  no  doubt  refer  to  this  and  similar  incidents 
88  Sttflldent  to  account  for  that  habitual  melancholy 
and  depression  of  spirits  which  formed  the  bane  <rf' 
the  poet's  life ;  and  it  seems  at  least  certain,  that  it 
Was  here  he  imbibed  those  prejudices  which  he  has  so 
doquently  recorded  in  his  poem  on  public  seminaries. 
He  himself  thinks  that  his  first  serious  impression  of 
religion  occurred  at  this  time;  for  it  was  while  rumi- 
nating  on  past  sufierings,  and  expecting  every  mo- 
ment to  be  visited  by  his  tormentor,  that  a  text  of 
Scripture  (^  I  will  not  fear  what  flesh  can  do  unto 
me*')  came  into  his  mind,  which  '<  he  applied  to  his 
own  case  with  a  degree  of  trust  and  confidence  in 
God,  that  would  have  been  no  disgrace  to  a  mudi 
more  experienced  Christian/' 

B  2 
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At  the  age  of  eight  his  friends  became  alaimed  by 
the  appeaiance  of  specks  on  his  eyes ;  and  immedi- 
ately placed  him  under  the  care  of  a  femafe  residing  in 
London  who  had  become  celebiated  as  an  occdist.  But 
althoagh  the  prescriptions  of  this  person  did  not  en^ 
tiiely  remove  his  complaint,  yet,  at  the  end  of  two 
years,  during  which  he  remained  under  her  care,  his 
sight  was  so  far  restored  that  he  was  enabled  to  attend 
Westminster  school,  where,  four  years  afterwards,  he 
was  attacked  by  the  smallpox, — a  distemper  which 
had  the  singular  efi<M;t  of  improving  his  sight,  and,  as 
he  pkyfuUy  remarks,  ^<  proved  the  better  oculist  of  the 
two.*'  His  eyes,  however,  still  continued  weak,  and 
through  life  were  subject  to  inflammation.  Of  the  lit. 
tie  stock  of  learning  he  carried  wi&  him  to  West. 
minster,  or  of  his  progress  while  there,  we  have  a 
very  imperfect  account ;  and  in  this  instance  one  of 
his  biographers  seems  to  substitute  an  opinion  fbr  a 
fiict,  and  tells  us  that  he  left  that  celebrated  seminary 
at  the  age  of  eighteen,  with  classical  attainments  of 
the  first  order.  His  constitutional  malady  here  began 
to  develop  itself  in  fits  of  despondency  and  lowness  of 
spirits ;  and  he  had  frequent  intimations  of  a  con. 
sumptive  habit.  But  this  no  one  knew  but  himself; 
for,  with  a  feeling  not  unnatural  in  a  boy,  he  regarded 
every  kind  of  bodily  ailment  as  a  disgrace. 

Having  finished  his  academical  studies,  he  returned 
to  his  father,  and,  after  a  vacation  of  about  nine  months, 
was  sent  to  Mr  Chapman,  a  respectable  solicitor  in 
London^  for  the  purpose  of  acquiring  the  practice  of 
the  law.  But  this,  as  might  be  anticipated,  was  a  pur. 
suit  very  little' suited  to  his  disposition ;  and,  like  the 
youths  whom  Pope  satirizes,  we  may  safely  infer  that 
he  derived  more  pleasure  from  penning  a  sonnet  than 
engrossing  a  law.paper.  His  master,  being  a  man 
of  no  great  application  himself,  and  probably  not  over, 
burdened  with  business,  left  his  hopeful  apprentice 
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pretty  mnch  to  Ms  own  guidance,  as  sufficiently  ap- 
pean  from  the  following  quotation : — "  I  did/'  be 
says  in  a  letter  to  his  cousin,  Lady  Hesketh,  **  ae- 
tually  live  three  years  with  Mr  Chapman,  a  solici- 
tor ;  that  is  to  say,  I  slept  three  years  in  his  house ; 
but  I  lived,  that  is  to  say,  I  spent  my  days,  in  South- 
ampton-row,  as  you  very  well  remember.*  There  was 
I,  and  the  future  Lord  Chancellor,'!'  constantly  em- 
ployed fVom  morning  to  night  in  giggling,  and  mak- 
ing giggle^  instead  of  studying  the  law." 

It  was  at  this  time  that  he  formed  an  attachment, 
which  has  been  represented  by  several  of  his  biogra- 
phers as  having  exercised  a  melancholy  influence  over 
the  whole  of  his  after-life.  The  object  of  his  affec- 
tions was  Theodora  Jane,  the  beautiful  and  accom- 
plished daughter  of  his  uncle,  Ashley  Cowper,  who, 
on  the  ostensible  ground  that  marriage  was  impn^per 
between  persons  so  nearly  related,  refused  his  consent 
to  their  union.  Cowper,  however,  considered  this 
objection  of  so  little  weight,  that  he  still  hoped  it 
might  be  overcome ;  but  when  he  found  the  determi- 
nation of  her  father  unalterable,  his  intercourse  with 
her  ceased,  and  from  that  moment  the  lovers  never 
again  met.  j;  The  depth  of  his  feelings  may  be  ga- 
thered from  the  following  beautiful  Unes,  addressed  to 
her  sister.  Lady  Hesketh  >— 

"  Ooom'd,  as  I  am,  in  solitude  to  waste 
The  present  moments,  and  regret  the  past ; 
X>epriTed  of  every  joy  I  valued  most,->- 
My  friend  torn  from  me,  and  my  mistress  lost. 
Call  not  this  gloom  I  wear,  this  anxious  mien. 
The  dull  effect  of  humour,  or  of  spleen ! 
Still,  still  I  mourn,  with  each  returning  day, 
Hirog  snatch'd  by  fate  in  early  youth  away  t 

*  His  uncle  resided  in  Southampton-row. 

f  Thurlow,  who  at  that  time  was  his  fellow.clerk. 

X  The  lady,  whose  affection  neithei^time  nor  absence  dimi- 
nished, died  unmarried  in  Octoher  1824. 

i  Kr  WUliam  Russell,  the  poet*s  school-fellow  at  Westmin- 
ster, and  favourite  friend,  who  was  cut  off  by  a  premature  death 
while  bathing  in  the  lliames. 
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AimI  her— through  tedious  yeora  of  doubt  and  pain, 
Fix'd  in  her  choice,  and  faithful—but  in  vain. 
O,  prone  to  pity,  generous,  and  sincere, 
Who&e  eye  ne'er  yet  refused  the  wretch  a  tear ; 
"Whose  heart  the  real  claim  of  friendship  knows. 
Nor  thinks  a  lover's  are  but  fancied  woes; 
See  me,  e'er  yet  my  distant  course  half  done. 
Cast  forth  a  wanderer  on  a  wild  unknown  1 
See  me  neglected  on  the  world's  rude  coast, 
Each  dear  companion  of  my  vovage  lost ! 
Nor  ask  why  clouds  of  sorrow  shade  ray  brow« 
And  ready  tears  wait  only  leave  to  flow ; 
Why  all  that  sooths  a  heart  from  anguish  (tee, 
All  that  delights  the  happy,  iialls  with  me." 

At  the  expiration  of  his  nominal  apprenticeship 
he  took  chamheis  in  the  Temple,  where  he  resided 
nearly  twelve  years,  although  it  does  not  appear  that 
the  air  or  retirement  of  the  place  had  any  efiect  in 
reconciling  him  to  his  professional  studies.  On 
the  contrary,  he  makes  the  plainest  confession  of 
his  negligence  as  to  all  such  pursuits,  in  a  letter 
written  many  years  afterwards  to  his  friend  Mr  Rose, 
who  was  then  assiduously  preparing  himself  for 
the  duties  of  the  Bar.  ^^  The  colour  of  our  whole 
life,*'  he  says  very  justly,  "  is  generally  such  as  the 
three  or  four  first  yeais^  in  which  we  are  our  own 
masters,  make  it.  Then  it  is  that  we  may  be  said  to 
shape  our  own  destiny,  and  to  treasure  up  for  ourselves 
a  series  of  future  successes  or  disappointments.  Had  I 
employed  my  time  as  wisely  as  you,  in  a  situation 
very  similar  to  yours,  I  had  never  been  a  poet  per? 
haps,  but  I  might  by  this  time  have  acquired  a  cha- 
racter of  more  importance  in  society  ;  and  a  situation 
in  which  my  friends  would  have  been  better  pleased  to 
see  me.  But  three  years  misspent  in  an  attorney's 
office,  were  almost  of  course  followed  by  several  more 
equaUy  misspent  in  the  Temple ;  and  the  consequence 
has  been,  as  the  Italian  epitaph  says, '  Sto  qui.*  (Here 
I  am ! )  The  only  "use  I  can  make  of  myself  now,  at 
least  the  best,  is  to  serve  in  terrorem  to  others,  when 
occasion  may  happen  to  offer,  that  they  may  escape 
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f  fo  fiff  as  my  admonitioiift  ean  ha^e  any  weight  with 
them)  my  folly  and  my  fete.*'*  A  man's  incUnationy 
however,  is  in  gener^  no  bad  index  to  his  talents, 
and  on  this  principle  it  may  be  fairly  doubted  whe- 
ther Cowper  eould  have  ever  become  eminent,  even  as 
a  chamber-counsel.  If  his  habitual  diffidence  was 
such  as  to  disqtialiiy  him  from  reading  a  printed  pa- 
per at  the  table  of  the  House  of  Lords,  how  was 
he  to  acquire  the  art  of  extemporaneous  eloquence, 
and  conquer  the  numerous  difficulties  of  a  profession 
which  of  all  others  requires  the  most  perfect  ease  and 
self.possession  ?  At  all  events  posterity  will  rejoice, 
that  instead  of  shining  on  the  bench  or  at  the  bar, 
and  engaging  in  pursuits  which  might  have  diverted 
his  talents  fiom  their  natural  channel,  he  spent  his 
days  in  a  sequestered  village ;  and  by  digging  in  the 
most  fertile  of  all  mines,  his  own  capacious  genius, 
bequeathed  to  us  a  treasure  which  will  endure  as  long 
as  our  language  is  .spoken  or  written,  and  of  which 
the  whole  human  race  may  be  denominated  legatees. 
If  it  can  be  said  that  Cowper  ever  lived  like  a  man 
of  the  world,  it  was  during  his  residence  in  the  Tem- 
ple; for,  notwithstanding  bis  natural  shyness,  he  be- 
came acquainted  with  several  distinguished  litdrary 
characters,  by  whom  he  was  highly  esteemed  for  his 
powers  of  wit  and  pleasantry.  Among  these,  particu- 
lar mention  is  made  of  the  Duncombes,  Bonnel 
Thornton,  Golman,  and  Lloyd.  To  aid  the  former  he 
translated  several  odes  of  Horace,  while  he  assisted 
the  two    latter    by  occasionally  fUmishing    essays 


*  These  reflections  will  remind  many  of  a  weIl>knowii  passage 
in  Bunu'  **  Vision." 

'*  Had  I  to  guid  advice  but  harkit, 
I  might  by  this  hae  led  a  market. 
Or  strutted  in  a  bank,  an'  clarkit 

My  cash-account ; 
While  here  haU^mad.  half.fled,  balf.sarkit, 
b  a' the  amount'* 
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fox  their  periodical  named  the  Connoisseux.  Thne 
of  these  have  been  reprinted  hy  Mr  Hayley,  and 
one  of  them  in  particular  (a  paper  on  Secrecy) 
seems  worthy  of  being  phiced  by  the  side  of  the  hap^ 
piest  efforts  of  Addison  and  Mackenzie.  Indeed  its 
perusal  will  lead  some  readers  to  regret  that  the  au- 
thor did  not  oftener  turn  his  attention  to  this  delight- 
ful Bx>ecies  of  composition.  Lloyd,  the  joint-editor  of 
that  publication,  lived,  as  is  wdl  known,  entirely  by 
his  literary  labours,  and  it  has  been  supposed  that 
Cowper,  who  felt  for  his  necessities,  furnished  him 
with  many  pieces  both  in  prose  and  verse,  which  he 
never  afterwards  claimed.  It  is  also  pretty  evident, 
that  at  this  time  he  not  only  overrated  his  friend's 
talents,  but  was  in  a  great  measure  a  stranger  to  his 
own,  otherwise  we  must  consider  the  fact  of  his  writ- 
ing as  the  concealed  assistant  of  Lloyd  as  a  very 
singular  instance  of  condescension.  It  must  be  ad- 
mitted, however,  that  Cowper^s  productions,  during 
the  twelve  years  he  resided  in  the  Temple,  were 
not  voluminous ;  and  if  authorship  be  made  the 
(mly  test  of  industry,  we  must  agree  with  those  cri- 
tics who  have  pronounced  him  a  very  idle  student 
from  the  age  of  twenty-one  to  thirty-three.  But  on 
the  other  hand  it  may  be  said,  that  the  art  of  compos- 
ing well — an  art  which  certainly  does  not  come  by 
instinct — ^requires  of  itself  a  very  long  apprenticeship, 
and  it  is  probable  that  in  forming  his  taste,  Cowper, 
like  every  man  of  genius,  in  the  course  of  his 
various  studies,  destroyed  much  of  what  he  wrote ; 
and  that  in  this  way  his  active  and  inquiring  mind 
may  have  found  sufficient  employment  in  improving 
those  powers  which,  at  the  age  of  fifly,  burst  forth 
like  a  new  talent  to  delight  and  edify  his  country, 
men.*    One  of  the  first  poets  of  the  present  day,  in  a 

«  As  a  striking  contrast  to  the  excessive  dilBdence  of  Cow- 
per*s  character,  and  the  slow  growth,  or  at  least  slow  develop* 
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brief  notiee  of  Cowper^  with  which  he  has  lately  fk» 
TDured  the  world,  mentions,  that  although  he  lived  in 
the  very  focus  of  conTivial  society  while  a  student  in 
the  Temple,  he  never  partook  of  its  intemperance. 
This  remark  may  be  nearly  correct,  although  there  is 

ment»  of  his  talents,  it  may  not  be  unuseftil  to  introduce  here 
an  anecdote,  which  Sir  Nathaniel  Wraxall  has  preserved  of  his 
great  conteniporary  William  Pitt. 

**  It  wa&  in  reply  to  Lord  Nugent  that  Pitt  first  broke  silence 
from  under  the  gallery,  on  the  opposition  side  of  the  House. 
The  same  composure,  self-possession,  and  imposing  dignity  d 
manner^  which  afterwards  so  eminently  characterized  him  when 
seated  on  the  Treasury  Bench,  distinguished  him  in  this  first 
eHBj  of  bis  powers,  though  he  then  wanted  three  months  to  have 
completed  his  twenty-second  year.  The  same  nervous,  corrects 
and  polished  diction,  free  from  any  inaccuracy  of  language,  or 
embamiaanBeat  of  deportment,  which,  as  first  minister,  he  sub- 
sequently displayed,  were  equally  manifested  on  this  occasion. 
Formed  fbr  a  popular  assembly,  he  seemed  made  to  guide  its  de. 
liberations,  from  the  first  moment  that  he  addressed  the  mem- 
bers composing  it.  But  a  circumstance  which  will  more  forci- 
bly exemplify  this  assertion  than  any  description,  I  must  not 
omit.  Liord  Oeoi^e  Germain  having  occasion  to  make  some 
verbal  communication  to  Wellbore  Ellis,  who  sat  near  him,  they 
continued  during  a  few  moments  to  whisper  each  other,  white 
Mr  Pitt  was  speaking.  Offended  at  such  an  apparent  inatten- 
tion on  the  part  of  two  individuals  so  high  in  office,  he  suddenly 
suspended  his  discourse;  and  then,  looking  round  upon  the 
Hoose,  wbich  was  all  ear,  he  said,  with  a  manner  and  in  a  tone 
still  more  impressive  than  the  reproof^  *  I  shall  wait  till  the 
Agamemnoti  of  the  present  day  has  finished  bis  consultation  with 
the  Nestor  of  the  Treasury  Bench.  *  The  olMervation  whieh,  in- 
dependent of  its  classic  beauty  and  its  severity,  arose  from  an  ac- 
cident impossible  to  have  been  foreseen,  it  was  obvious  could  not 
be  premeditated ;  and  its  effect,  not  only  on  the  two  persons  to 
whom  it  was  specially  directed,  but  on  the  House  at  large,  was 
electric.  Lora  George  and  Mr  Ellis,  in  some  confusion,  in- 
stantly ttfumed  their  fbrmer  attitudes,  and  Mr  Pitt  experienoed 
no  farther  interruption.  AH  men  beheld  in  him  at  once  a  fa- 
ture  minister ;  and  the  opposition,  oveijoyed  at  such  an  acces. 
siaaofstreDgth,  vied  with  each  other  in  their  encomiums^  m 
well  as  in  their  predictions  of  his  certain  elevation.  Burke  ex- 
claimed, that  *  he  was  not  merely  a  chip  of  the  old  block,  but 
the  old  block  itself.'  Nor  did  Fox  do  less  justice  to  the  talents 
of  this  new  competitor  for  power,  popularity,  and  employment. 
But  neither  he  nor  Burke  were  probably  aware  of  the  profound 
and  rciG[ulated,  but  soaring  ambition,  which  animated  him  to  as- 
pire, without  passing  through  any  intermediate  stage,  to  the  first 
employments  of  the  State.  Still  less  could  they  apprehend,  or 
foresee,  that  he  would  form,  during  the  greater  part  of  their  fu- 
ture lives,  the  principal  and  insurmountable  bar  to  their  own 
attainment  or  permanent  enjoyment  of  oflSce.** 
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some  difficulty  in  reconciling  it  with  several  passages 
in  the  poet's  own  memoiis,  where  he  confesses  that 
'^  he  spent  about  twelve  years  in  the  Temple,  in  an 
uninterrupted  course  of  sinful  indulgence ;  and  was 
frequently  employed,  when  half  intoxicated,  in  vindi- 
cating the  truth  of  Scripture  in  the  very  act  of  rebel- 
ling against  its  dictates.'*  But  the  deep  and  settled 
melancholy  to  which  he  was  subject,  led  him,  on 
other  occasions,  to  magnify  the  most  venial  oiTencea 
into  crimes  of  the  deepest  dye;  and  probably  Mr 
Campbell  has  acted  wisely  in  giving  the  most  charita- 
ble interpretation  to  his  autobiography.  His  dejec- 
tion, in  truth,  was  frequently  such,  that  he  describes 
himself  at  this  time  as  lying  down  in  horror  and  ris- 
ing up  in  despair.  While  these  fits  of  gloom  lasted, 
the  elegant  pursuits  of  literature  were  entirely  ne- 
glected ;  but  he  seems  to  have  derived  pleasure  from 
a  volume  of  religious  poetry  by  Herbert,  although  he 
was  soon  after  advised  by  a  dear  friend  to  lay  this 
book  aside,  as  having  a  greater  tendency  to  nourish 
than  remove  his  disorder.  It  was  while  recovering 
from  one  of  these  fits  of  dejection  that  he  paid  a  visit 
to  Southampton,  an  event  which,  although  trifling  in 
itself,  gave  rise  to  feelings  and  impressions  that  are 
worthy  of  attention  in  estimating  his  future  life  and 
character. — These  emotions  are  well  described  in  the 
following  vivid  passage  : — 

<'  I  embraced  an  opportunity  of  going  with  some 
friends  to  Southampton,  where  I  spent  several  months. 
Soon  after  our  arrival  we  walked  to  a  place  called  Free- 
mantle,  about  a  mile  from  the  town.  The  morning 
was  dear  and  calm,  the  sun  shone  bright  upon  the 
sea,  and  the  country  on  the  border  of  it  was  the  most 
beautiful  I  had  ever  seen.  We  sat  down  upon  an  emi- 
nence at  the  end  of  that  arm  of  the  sea  which  runs  be- 
tween Southampton  and  the  New  Forest.  Here  it  was 
that,  on  a  sudden,  as  if  another  sun  had  been  kindled 
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that  instant  in  the  heavens^  on  purpose  to  dispel  sor- 
row and  vexation  of  spirit,  I  felt  the  weight  of  all 
my  misery  taken  off;  my  heart  became  light  and  joy« 
fill  in  a  moment.  I  could  have  wept  with  transport 
had  I  been  alone.  I  must  needs  believe,  that  no- 
thing  less  than  the  Almighty  fiat  could  have  filled  me 
with  such  inexpressible  delight ;  not  by  a  gradual 
dawning  of  peace,  but  as  it  were  with  a  flash  of  his 
life-giving  countenance.  I  think  I  remember  some* 
thing  like  a  glow  of  gratitude  to  the  Father  of  Mer- 
cies  for  this  unexpected  blessing,  and  that  I  ascribed 
it  to  his  gracious  acceptance  of  my  prayers." 

This  incident  made  such  a  strong  impression  on ' 
his  imagination,  that  it  frequently  embittered  his  ex- 
istence, and  during  all  his  future  illnesses  was  ever 
uppermost  in  his  thoughts.  Most  persons  subject  to 
alienation  of  mind  have  some  particular  crotchet,  or, 
as  Sterne  touchingly  expresses  it,  '<  some  string  upon 
which  hang  all  their  griefs  ;"  and  so  it  fared  with  the 
amiable  and  excellent  Cowper.  The  feelings  so  unex. 
pectedly  roused  at  Southampton  he  fancied  to  be  no- 
thing less  than  the  working  of  the  Divine  Spirit ;  yet, 
as  he  soon  after  burnt  his  prayer-books,  and  relapse^ 
into  his  former  indifference  to  religious  duties,  remorse 
in  its  turn  took  possession  pf  his  mind,  until  at  last  the 
illusion  became  so  complete,  that  he  firmly  believed 
he  had  committed  the  unpardonable  sin.  About  this 
time  he  lost  his  fadier, — an  event  which  made  a  deep 
impression  on  his  tender  heart,  and,  for  a  season  at 
least,  gave  a  fiercer  energy  to  his  constitutional 
disease. 

A  great  part  of  his  patrimony  being  now  ftpent^ 
poverty,  almost  the  only  evil  with  which  he  had  not 
hitherto  grappled,  appeared  sufficiently  near  to  give 
him  many  anxious  and  uneasy  thoughts  as  to  his  fu« 
ture  means  of  subsistence.  He  had  never  applied  to 
the  study  of  law  with  the  diligence  of  a  man  whose 
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ipidiiii^  M  to  die  inne.  Theftdingiof  amanwhen 
he  aniTes  at  the  place  of  execution,  are  probably  mticli 
■■  mine  vcie  eyaythne  I  set  myfoot  in  the  office,  which 
Vas  every  day  for  move  than  half  a  year  together.*' 

At  length  the  vacation  oocnifin^f,  he  obtained  a 
■eapite  from  these  embsnassing  and  painful  la- 
boais,  and  repaired  to  Margate  with  all  the  joy  and 
alacrity  of  a  man  who  had  been  immured  in  a 
shmgeon  ftr  twenty  years.  Here  the  diange  from 
«A  atmoffdieie  contaminated  with  smoke  and  dust 
to  green  fields  and  refreshing  breeds,  added  to 
te  influence  of  gay  society,  speedily  beguiled  his 
cares,  and,  like  a  tnie  poet,  while  gathering  wild- 
flowers  in  the  neighbourhood  in  the  midst  of  a  group 
of  fiur  companions,  every  one'  of  whom  might  be  in 
his  estimation  '^  hersdf  a  fairer  flower,"  he  sometimes 
lorgot  that  there  were  such  things  in  the  world  as  a 
House  of  Peers,  volmninous  journals,  and  a  public 
examination.  For  some  time,  however,-  his  despond- 
ency returned  during  the  night,  and  in  the  morning 
he  frequently  looked  forward  to  the  ap^oaching  win. 
ter,  and  '^  r^retted  the  flight  of  every  moment  which 
brought  it  nearer,  like  a  man  borne  away  by  a  rapid 
torrent  into  a  stormy  sea,  whence  he  sees  no  possibility 
of  returning,  and  where  he  knows  he  cannot  subsist.*' 
But  in  a  little  time  even  these  visitations  gave  way  to 
happier  thoughts  ;  the  charm  of  female  society,  under 
its  most  engaging  form,  which  through  life  never  feiled 
to  sooth  and  bless  him,  was  a  luxury  now  happily 
within  his  reach ;  and  possessing  so  many  opiates  both 
for  the  body  and  the  mind.,  he  at  length,  as  he  con- 
fesses,  acquired  such  a  fecility  in  turning  away  his 
thoughts  from  the  approaching  crisis,  that  for  weeks 
together  he  hardly  ever  adverted  to  it. 

In  the  beginning  of  October  1763  he  was  recalled 
to  London  to  attend  the  office,  and  prepare  for  the 
final  trial,  an  event  which  renewed  and  increased  his 
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unoonquermble  diffidence.  Although  unwilling  to  re- 
nounce his  appointment,  and  thus  bring  his  fHend*s 
discretion  into  question,  he  felt  convinced  that  by 
keeping  possession  of  it  he  would  expose  himsdf 
to  public  censure  for  inability;  and  he  even  seems 
to  have  had  a  fixed  presentiment,  that  whatever  know- 
ledge he  had  acquired  by  consulting  the  journals 
would  aU  forsake  him  when  called  to  the  bar  of  the 
House.  This,  to  those  who  are  blessed  with  nerves  of 
iron  and  sinews  of  steel,  wiU  no  doubt  appear  surpris- 
ing; and  were  we  not  aware  that  hypochondrietais  is  the 
most  capricious  of  all  complaints,  we  should  be  apt 
to  lose  in  some  degree  that  feeling  of  reverence  which 
the  perusal  of  '<  The  Task"  never  fails  to  inspire  for 
the  character  of  its  author.  What,  it  might  be  ask- 
ed, are  the  House  of  Peers,  that  the  immediate  de- 
scendant of  Judge  Cowper,  himself  a  man  of  genius 
and  an  accomplished  scholar,  should  have  been  afraid 
to  read  before  them  ?  Had  they  been  an  assembly  of 
demi-gods  who  wielded  the  thunderbolts  of  Jove,  in 
place  of  frail  and  mortal  men,  he  could  not  have  dreaded 
more  the  idea  of  being  dragged  into  their  presence. 
True  genius  generally  is,  and  should  be,  conscious  of 
its  own  dignity.  The  pomp  and  circumstance  of  the 
court  and  the  senate — the  mace  and  the  sceptre — ^the 
counsellor's  robe  and  the  judge's  ermine,  may  excite, 
like  the  ritual  of  the  Roman  church,  a  salutary  awe 
in  the  minds  of  the  vulgar ;  but  in  the  estimation  of 
a  man  of  sense,  these  trappings  are  only  venerable  in 
so  far  as  they  are  the  tjrpes  of  things  of  greater  value. 
His  discerning  eye  easily  penetrates  beyond  the  thin 
veil  which  custom  has  spread  over  the  surface  of  things, 
and  he  has  a  standard  in  his  own  mind  by  which  he 
estimates  and  compares  the  powers  and  capacities  of 
his  fmow-men.  To  him  justice  is  as  sacred  and 
imposing  when  seated  under  the  chestnut-tree  that 
witnessed  the  ratification  of  William's  Penn's  treaty 
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with  the  N(nth  American  Indians,  as  under  a  canopy 
of  Telvet.    But  to  leturo  from  this  digicsaion^^^ 

In  proportion  as  the  day  of  trial  drew  near,  the 
misery  of  Covqper  increased,  and  his  agony  at  last  rose 
to  such  an  astonishing  height  that  it  unsettled  hie 
mind  and  reconciled  him  to  the  dreadful  purpose  of 
self-murder.     It  is  impossible  to  peruse  the  narrative 
written  by  himself,  wherein  he  most  feelingly  and  pe« 
nitentlally  describes  his  sensations  at  this  periods— his 
wavering  and  mistaken  notions  of  Christianity.~and 
the  detomination  with  which  he  pursued  his  purpose, 
without  feeling  the  deepest  S3rmpathy  for  the  unfor- 
tunate sufferer.     The  intelligent  reader  will  recollect 
the  case  of  Budgell,  one  of  the  writers  in  the  Specta* 
tor,  who  threw  himself  into  the  Thames,  and  defended 
his  resolution  by  saying,  what  Cato  didy  and  Addison 
approved^  amid  not  be  wrong.     The  following  quo- 
tations will  show  that  about  this  time  Cowper  had  given 
way  to  similar  sentiments : — '^  I  well  recollect  that  when 
I  was  about  eleven  years  of  age,  my  fiither  desired  me  to 
read  a  vindication  of  self-murder,  and  give  him  my  sen* 
timents  upon  the  question.  I  did  so,  and  argued  against 
it.  My  fiither  heard  my  reasons  and  was  silent,  neither 
approving  nor  disapproving,  from  whence  I  inferred 
that  he  sided  with  the  author  against  me."~.^And 
again :  '^  At  this  time  I  fell  into  company,  at  a  chop* 
house,  with  an  elderly  well-looking  gentleman,  whom 
I  had  often  seen  there  before,  but  had  never  spoken  to. 
He  began  the  discourse,  and  talked  much  of  the  miae» 
ries  he  had  suffered.     At  length  self-murder  became 
the  topic ;  and  in  the  result  we  agreed,  that  the  ool^ 
reason  why  some  men  were  content  to  drag  on  their  sor* 
rows  with  them  to  the  grave,  and  others  were  not,  was, 
that  the  latter  were  endued  with  a  certain  indignant 
fortitude  of  spirit,  teaching  them  to  despise  life,  which 
the  former  wanted.     Another  person,  whom  I  met  at 
a  tavern,  told  me  that  he  had  made  up  his  mind  about 
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tlut  matter,  and  had  no  doubt  of  his  liberty  to  die  as  he 
saw  convenient ;  though  by  the  way  the  same  person, 
who  has  suffered  many  and  great  afflictions  since,  is 
still  aliye.  This  ooncuirenoe  of  sentiment  in  men  of 
sense^  unknown  to  each  other,  I  considered  as  a  sa- 
tisfiurtoiy  decision  of  the  question,  and  determined  to 
proceed  accordingly. 

"  One  evening  in  the  month  of  November  1763,  as 
soon  as  it  was  dark,  affecting  as  cheerful  and  uncon- 
oemed  an  air  as  possible,  I  went  into  an  apothecary's 
shop,  and  aaked  for  a  half.4rance  phial  of  laudanum* 
The  man  seemed  to  observe  me  narrowly ;  but  if  he 
did,  I  managed  my  voice  and  countenance  so  as  to  de- 
ceive him.  The  day  that  required  my  attendance  at 
the  bar  of  the  House  being  not  yet  come,  and  about  a 
week  distant,  I  kept  my  bottle  close  in  my  side^pocket, 
resolved  to  use  it  when  I  should  be  convinced  there  was 
no  other  way  of  escaping.  The  day  before  the  period 
shove  mentioned  arrived,  being  at  Richard's  Coffee- 
house at  breakfast,  I  read  the  newspaper,  and  in  it  a 
letter,  which  the  farther  I  perused  it,  the  more  closely 
it  engaged  my  attention.  I  cannot  now  recollect  the 
tnnport  of  it ;  but  before  I  had  finished  it,  it  appeared 
demonstratively  true  to  me  that  it  was  a  Ubel  or  satire 
upon  me.  The  author  appeared  to  be  acquainted  with 
my  purpose  of  self-destruction,  and  to  have  written  that 
letter  on  purpose  to  secure  and  hasten  the  execution  of 
it.  My  mind  probably  at  this  time  began  to  be  dis- 
ordered. However  it  was,  I  was  certainly  given  up  to 
a  strong  delusion.  I  said  within  myself,  '  Your 
cruelty  shall  be  gratified— you  shall  have  your  re- 
venge ;*  and,  flinging  dovm  Uie  paper  in  a  fit  of  strong 
passion,  I  rushed  hastily  out  of  the  room,  directing 
i&y  steps  towards  the  fields,  where  I  intended  to  find 
Mme  house  to  die  in ;  or,  if  not,  determined  to  poison 
myself  in  a  ditch,  when  I  should  meet  with  one  suffi* 
ciently  retired.' 
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InqncMed  with  these  dreadful  ideas,  before  Cowper 
bad  long  walked  in  tibe  fields,  a  thought  suddenly 
atmck  him  that  he  might  yet  spare  his  life — sell  all 
he  had  in  the  fund»-^and  embark  for  France,  where, 
if  he  found  it  difficult  to  earn  a  subsistence  amidst  the 
bustle  of  the  world,  he  promised  himself  a  peaceful 
retreat  within  the  walls  of  a  monastery.  Gratified  by 
this  expedient,  he  returned  to  his  chambers;  but 
while  adjusting  his  portmanteau  for  the  journey,  his 
decision  again  forsook  him,  and  a  second  time  he  le- 
solved  to  carry  into  execution  his  dreadful  purpose  of 
self-destruction. 

Being  exposed  to  continual  interruption  from  his 
laundress  and  her  husband,  he  abandoned  his  design 
of  taking  poison,  and  resolved  upon  drowning.  He 
hired  a  coach,  and  ordered  the  postilion  to  drive  to  the 
Tower  Wharf,  where  he  intended  to  throw  himself  into 
the  river  from  the  Customhouse  Quay ;  but  on  ar- 
riving at  what  he  considered  the  fotal  spot,  he  found 
the  tide  had  retired,  and  perceived  a  porter,  whose  ob« 
servation  he  could  not  escape,  seated  on  some  goods. 
He  again  entered  the  coach,  and  would  have  immedi- 
ately swallowed  the  laudanum  which  he  carried  with 
him,  but  his  agitation  was  so  excessive  that  he  could 
not  raise  the  phial  to  his  lips. 

On  his  return  to  the  Temple  he  shut  himself  up  in 
his  own  room,  and  again  prepared  for  the  work  of 
death,  by  placing  the  laudanum  in  a  small  basin  at 
his  bedside,  and  lying  down  half  undressed.  After 
juuch  hesitation,  and  many  misgivings  of  mind,  he 
was  in  the  act  of  seizing  the  cup,  when  he  folt  that 
he  had  lost  the  power  of  his  hands,  a  privation  which 
appeared  to  him  so  Uke  Divine  interposition,  that  it 
staggered  his  resolution.  Before  he  had  recovered 
from  his  surprise,  his  lavmdress^s  husband  entered  the 
room ;  upon  which,  dreading  a  discovery,  he  started 
out  of  bed,  concealed  the  bowl  under  the  clothes,  and. 
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•9Suioing  »  composed  air,  letired  to  moAa  vpirU 
maxL  Here  he  beoaine  sensible  of  the  crime  he  had 
attempted  to  commit,  and  still  meditated  ;  and,  in  a 
moment  of  indignation,  poured  away  the  drug,  and 
tbiew  the  phial  out  of  the  window.  But  this  was  only  a 
transitory  imipulse ;  and  the  whispers  of  conscience  and 
season  were  inmiediately  stifled  amidst  the  workings  of 
the  fell  despair  whidi  now  took  possession  of  his  enfee^ 
hied  and  diaordered  intellects.  In  the  evening  an  intl* 
mate  friend  paid  him  a  visit,  and  congratulated  him  on 
the  resolution  he  understood  he  had  formed  of  tepait* 
ing  to  the  House,  and  boldly  maintaining  his  office  to 
the  last.  This  impression  Gowper  did  not  remove,  but 
said  within  himself,  '^  I  shall  see  him  no  more." 

At  three  o'clock  next  morning,  he  awoke  from 
sleep ;  and  having,  by  the  help  of  a  rushlight,  found 
his  penknife,  he  placed  it  under  his  left  breast,  and 
leant  his  weight  several  times  upon  it;  but  as  the 
point  was  broken,  it  did  not  penetrate.  At  seven  it 
oecucred  to  him  that  no  time  was  to  be  lost ;  for  as 
the  hour  of  opening  the  chambers  was  at  hand,  hia 
friend  would  soon  be  at  his  bedside  impatient  to 
hurry  bim  away  to  Westminster.  But  the  sequel  to 
thia  most  distressing  portion  of  his  personal  history 
must  be  given  in  his  own  graphic  words  3  '^  I  arosc^ 
and,  as  I  thought,  bolted  the  inner  door  of  my  cham- 
bers, but  was  mistaken :  my  touch  deceived  me,  and 
I  left  it  as  I  found  it.  My  preservation  indeed,  as  it 
will  appear,  did  not  depend  upon  that  incident ;  but 
I  mention  it  to  show  that  the  good  providence  of  God 
watched  over  me  to  keep  open  every  way  of  deliver- 
ance, that  nothing  might  be  left  to  hazard.  Not  one 
hesitating  thought  now  remained,  but  I  fell  greedily 
to  the  execution  of  my  purpose.  My  garter  was  made 
of  a  broad  scarlet  binding,  with  a  sliding  buckle,  be< 
ing  sewed  together  at  the  end :  by  the  help  of  the 
buckle  I  made  a  noose,  and  fixed  it  about  my  nedc, 


34  MEMOIR  OF 

ttninizig  it  so  tight,  that  I  hardly  left  a  passage  for 
my  breath,  or  for  the  blood  to  circulate ;  the  tongue 
of  the  buckle  held  it  fast.  At  each  comer  of  the 
bed  was  placed  a  wreath  of  carved  work,  fiutened  by 
an  iron  pin,  which  passed  up  through  the  midst  of 
it ;  the  other  part  of  the  garter,  which  made  a  loop^ 
I  slipped  over  one  of  these,  and  hung  by  it  some 
seconds,  drawing  up  my  feet  under  me,  that  they 
might  not  touch  the  floor ;  but  the  iron  bent,  and  the 
carved  work  slipped  off,  and  the  garter  with  it.  I 
then  listened  it  to  the  frame  of  the  tester,  winding  it 
round,  and  tying  it  in  a  strong  knot.  The  frame 
broke  short,  and  let  me  down  again.  The  third  effort 
was  more  l^ely  to  succeed.  I  set  the  door  open,  which 
reached  within  a  foot  of  the  ceiling,  and  by  the  help 
of  a  chair  I  could  command  the  top  of  it ;  and  the 
loop  being  large  enough  to  admit  a  large  angle  of  the 
door,  was  easily  fixed,  so  as  not  to  slip  off  again.  I 
pushed  away  the  chair  with  my  feet,  and  hung  at  my 
whole  length.  While  I  hung  there,  I  distinctly  heard 
a  voice  say  three  times,  '  *Tis  over  !*  Though  I  am 
sure  of  the  &ct,  and  was  so  at  the  time,  yet  it  did 
not  at  all  alarm  me,  or  affect  my  resolution.  I  hung 
80  long  that  I  lost  all  sense,  aU  consciousness  of  ex- 
istence. MHien  I  came  to  myself  again,  I  thought 
myself  in  heU ;  the  sound  of  my  own  dreadful  groans 
was  all  that  I  heard ;  and  a  feeling  like  that  pro- 
duced by  a  flash  of  lightning,  just  beginning  to  seise 
upon  me,  passed  over  my  whole  body.  In  a  few 
seconds  I  found  myself  feUen  with  my  face  to  the 
floor.  In  about  half  a  minute  I  recovered  my  feet, 
and,  reeling  and  staggering,  stumbled  into  bed  again. 
The  stagnation  of  the  blood  under  one  eye,  in  a 
broad  crimson  spot,  and  a  red  circle  about  my  neck, 
showed  plainly  that  I  had  been  on  the  brink  of  eter- 
nity. The  latter,  indeed,  might  have  been  occasion- 
ed by  the  pressure  of  the  garter,  but  the  former  was 
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certainly  the  eflect  of  strangulation ;  Ibr  it  was  not 
attended  with  the  sensation  of  a  bruise,  as  it  must 
have  been,  had  I,  in  my  fUl,  received  one  in  so  ten- 
der a  part.** 

He  had  not  lain  long,  when  his  laundress,  who 
heard  him  fkll  while  lighting  a  fire  in  an  adjoining 
room,  entered  his  chamber,  and  said  she  feared  he  had 
been  seized  with  a  fit.  He  instantly  despatched  her  for 
a  friend,  to  whom  he  disclosed  the  whole  affair,  and 
afterwards  made  the  same  communication  to  his  kins- 
man. The  latter,  on  seeing  the  broken  garter,  ex* 
claimed,  ''  My  dear  Mr  Cowper,  to  be  sure  you  can- 
not hold  the  office  at  this  rate.  Where  is  the  de- 
putation ?*'  On  receiving  the  document,  his  busi-  * 
ness  called  him  immediately  away;  and  thus  the 
affair  ended^  and  with  it  all  the  poet's  expectations 
of  obtaining  a  lacntive  appointmje^. 

But  the  resifpiaition  of  an  oMee  which  h«j  awakbned 
sudi  dreadftil  apprehensions  brought  no  peace  to  his 
mind.  On  the  contrary,  his  malady  increased  every 
day ;  and  when  his  brother  arrived,  who  had  been  called 
to  his  assistance,  the  invalid  exhibited  all  the  symp- 
toms  of  confirmed  madness.  In  walking  along  the 
street,  it  was  a  prevailing  fancy,  that  every  one  he  met 
instantly  turned  round  to  stare  and  laugh  at  him  ; 
and  as  long  as  this  fit  prevailed,  he  took  good  care^ 
wlule  dining  at  his  tavern,  to  ait  in  the  darkest  comer 
of  the  room,  imagining,  as  he  says,  *^  that  the  voice 
of  conscience  was  loud  enough  for  every  mie  to  hear 
it."  He  no  longer,  it  is  true,  dwelt  upon  the  painful 
circumstance  that  had  been  the  origin  of  his  present 
misery,  but  he  gave  himself  up  to  a  train  of  ideas  still 
more  gloomy  and  alarming.  Although  he  had  failed 
in  his  attempts  at  self-destruction,  he  believed  his 
guilt  to  have  been  the  same  as  if  he  had  actually  suc- 
ceeded ;  and,  recurring  to  the  feelings  he  experienced 
at  Southampton,  he  again  declared,  that  he  had  com- 
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mined  the  unpodonable  nn,  which  completdy  ex- 
cluded every  hope  of  meicy.  His  brotlier,  although 
unceMing  in  his  attempts  to  reason  him  out  of  this 
delusion,  found  all  his  eflEbrts  unavailing,  and  willmgiy 
allowed  him  to  send  for  his  religious  ftiend  Martin 
Madan,  whom  he  fonnerly  thought  an  enthunaat,  but 
firom  whose  conversation  he  now  derived  a  slight  de. 
gree  of  consolation. 

Cowper's  fidends,  on  finding  his  disorder  had  taken 
this  melanchcdy  turn,  determined  to  place  him  under 
the  care  of  Dr  Cotton,  who  had  opened  a  house  at  St 
Albans  for  the  reception  of  a  limited  number  of  such 
patioits,  and  whose  qualities  as  a  man  and  a  Ghruitian, 
not  less  than  his  skiH  as  a  physician,  peculiarly  fitted 
him  for  the  task  he  had  undertaken.  It  is  proper,  as 
our  author  himself  remarks,  to  draw  a  veil  over  the 
secrets  of  this  his  prison.house ;  but  we  may  briefly 
mention  that  his  disorder,  the  prime  feature  of  which 
was  religious  despair,  began,  at  the  end  of  the  seventh 
month,  to  yield  to  dme  and  thekind  attentions  of  his 
physician.*  Of  these  attentions  he  was  himsdf  so 
sensible,  and  derived  so  mudi  comfort  ficom  the  friend- 
ship and  conversation  of  Dr  Cotton,  that  he  remained 

♦  The  crisis  of  his  recovery  seems  also  to  have  been  hastened 
by  the  oonrersatton  and  endearing  attentions  of  his  brcvther, 
vho  revisited  him  about  this  time.  '*  As  soon  as  we  were  left 
alone  (he  says),  my  brother  asked  me  how  I  found  myself.  I 
answered,  *  As  much  iietter  as  detptdr  can  make  me.*  We  went 
together  into  the  garden.  Here,  on  oxpressing  a  settled  antm 
ance  of  sudden  judgment,  he  protestecf  to  me  that  it  was  all  a 
delusion,  and  protested  so  strongly,  that  I  could  not  help  giving 
some  attention  to  him.  I  burst  into  tears,  and  cried  out,  *  If 
it  be  a  delusion,  then  am  I  the  happiest  of  beings !'  Some. 
thing  liJce  a  ray  of  hope  was  shot  into  my  heart,  but  still  I 
was  afraid  to  indulge  it.  We  dined  together,  and  I  spent  the 
afternoon  in  a  more  cheerful  manner.  •  •  •  I  went  to  bed 
and  slept  welL  In  the  morning  I  dreamed,  that  the  sweetest 
boy  I  ever  saw  came  dancing  up  to  my  bedside ;  he  seemed  juat 
out  of  leading-strings,  yet  I  tooK  particular  notice  of  the  firm- 
ness and  steadiness  of  his  tread.  The  sight  afl%>cted  me  with 
Pleasure,  and  served  at  least  to  harmonize  my  spirits ;  so  that 
awoke  for  the  first  time  with  a  sensation  of  delight  on  mv 
mind."— Memoir  published  in  1816.  ' 
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in  his  houe  Tory  nanAy  twelve  montlie  after  hii  core 
had  beeo  oorapleCed.  At  the  end  of  ttiat  time,  tha 
neoeeiitf  of  living  in  a  manner  more  suited  to  hia 
limited  means  forced  him  to  look  oat  for  a  new  lesi^ 
dence ;  and,  with  a  view  to  be  near  hia  brother,  he 
cxpreieed  an  anxiona  wish  to  settle  in  the  imme<» 
diate  neigbboarfaood  of  Cambridge.  Convinced  of 
his  utter  incapacity  for  business,  he  determined  ta 
renounce  London  for  ever;  and  that  no  temptation 
min^t  remain  to  interfere  with  this  resolution,  he 
resigned  an  oflloe  which  he  had  held  for  some  time 
as  Commiaaiooer  of  Bankrupts,  the  profits  of  whidi 
amounted  to  about  £00  a-year.  By  thia  st^  ha 
reduced  his  already  scanty  income  so  much,  that 
even  with  the  strictest  economy  it  could  not  have 
sufficed  for  hia  maintenance;  but  his  fHends  sub- 
scribed amongst  themselves  such  a  sum  annually  um 
enabled  him  to  enjoy  such  comforts,  as  firom  his 
recent  illness,  had  become  more  necessary  than  ever; 
No  suitable  abode  having  been  found  for  him  in  the 
vicinity  of  Cambridge,  his  brodier,  although  equally 
aasious  with  himself  ^at  their  intercourse  should  be 
ftequent  and  regular,  hired  lodgings  for  him  at  Hunt, 
ingdon,  distant  about  sixteen  miles.  To  this  place 
he  immediately  removed,  attended  by  his  relation  and 
a  man-servant,  who  had  waited  upon  him  while  at  St 
Albans,  and  who  in  a  few  months  had  become  so 
much  attached  to  him,  that  he  requested  to  be  con- 
ttnued  in  his  service  upon  any  terms.  This  person 
is  described  as  the  very  mirror  of  fidelity  and  affection, 
and  the  remark  is  at  least  generally  true,  that  good 
masters  make  good  servants.  The  Turkish  spy  kept 
none  because  he  dreaded  the  possible  presence  of  an 
enemy ;  but  Cowper  continued  his,  because  he  re« 
quired  and  valued  the  attentions  of  a  steady  friend. 

Daring  the  few  days  his  brother  remained  with  him 
at  Huntingdon,  the  time  seems  to  have  paased  hapt 
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pilyenongli ;  bat  no  sooner  was  lie  gone  than  the  spi- 
rits of  the  poet  began  to  sink  fix>m  the  want  of  sodet^ 
and  the  absence  of  amnsements  adapted  to  his  situa* 
tion.  He  does  not  appear  to  have  csiried  to  his  utm 
lesidenoe  anj  letteis  of  introduction ;  and  although 
some  of  his  neighbours  waited  on  him  of  their  own 
accord,  their  visit  led  to  no  permanent  intimacy. 
Walking,  however,  wMch  he  practised  both  for  health 
and  amnsement,  relieved  in  some  measnxe  the  tediom 
of  his  solitary  parlour;  and  if  his  religious  feelings 
stiU  bordered  on  enthusiasm,  they  were  happily  un- 
Biingled  with  any  portion  of  that  remorse  and  despair 
whidi  had  fanaetlj  made  such  dreadful  inroad  on 
his  frame.  He  was  now  quite  regular  in  his  attend- 
ance at  church,  and  he  appears  to  have  been  equally 
pleased  with  the  earnestness  of  the  officiating  clergy- 
Bum,  and  the  devout  deportment  of  the  congregation^ 
From  the  jnint  which  Hayley  has  given  of  Cowper 
in  his  edition  of  his  Letters,  we  can  easily  bdieve  that 
there  was  something  extremely  interesting  in  his  per. 
sonal  appearance ;  and  although  at  this  period  his 
Ibatures  had  become  calm  and  composed,  it  is  proba- 
ble that  to  a  discerning  eye  they  still  retained  traces 
of  the  tremendous  billows  of  affliction  which  had  so 
lately  passed  over  him.  But  however  this  may  be,  it 
is  certain  that  to  his  appearance  alone  he  was  in- 
debted  for  one  of  the  warmest  and  happiest  friend- 
ships he  ever  fbrmed.  In  a  little  country-town  the 
history  and  character  of  every  new-comer  are  sure  to 
be  sifted  with  the  most  eager  curiosity ;  and  accord- 
ingly it  soon  became  known  that  Cowper  rather  shun- 
ned than  courted  society.  But  notwithstanding  of  this, 
William  Cawthome  Unwin,  the  son  of  the  clergyman, 
Mt  such  an  interest  in  the  stranger,  merely  from  his 
appearance,  that  he  accosted  him  one  morning  after 
coming  out  of  church,  and  in  a  very  particular  man- 
net  requested  the  pleasure  of  his  acquaintance.    The 
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invalid,  though  extremely  ehy,  was  neither  lepulaive 
nor  rude;  and  in  the  course  of  a  short  walk  this 
amiable  youth  gained  so  much  upon  him  by  his  frank 
and  ingenuous  manners,  that  he  received  an  invita- 
tion to  drink  tea  with  him  the  same  evening.  This 
soon  led  to  a  farther  intimacy,  and  Mr  Unwin,  not 
a  little  proud  of  the  conquest  he  had  made,  took  the 
first  opportunity  of  presenting  the  poet  to  his  truly 
Christian  parents,  by  whom  he  was  received  with 
that  home-weloome  which  is  the  best  antidote  to  shy* 
ness.  The  conversation  and  manners  of  Mrs  Unwin 
in  particular  attracted  his  observation  so  strongly,  that 
the  great  happiness  he  enjoyed  in  her  society  fbnna 
the  unceasiDg  theme  of  his  letters  written  about  this 
period.  s.^ 

It  may  not  perhaps  be  improper  to  furnish  the 
reader  with  a  faint  outline  of  the  history  of  a  fionily 
which  figures  so  conspicuously  in  the  life  and  letters 
of  Gowper.  The  elder  Mr  Unwin,  who  was  now  ad- 
vanced in  years,  had  in  the  earlier  part  of  his  lift  been 
leeturer  to  the  two  churches  in  Huntingdon ;  but  was 
afterwards  promoted  by  his  college  to  the  living  of 
Grimstone.  On  obtaining  this  preferment,  he  married 
Miss  Cawtbome  (Mrs  Unwin),  daughter  of  a  draper 
in  Ely,  a  lady  to  whom  he  had  been  long  attached ; 
but  Mrs  Unwin,  who  was  much  younger  than  her 
husband,  disliking  both  the  situation  and  the  so* 
ciety  of  Orimstone,  prevailed  on  him,  shortly  after 
their  union,  to  return  to  Huntingdon,  where  he  was 
known  and  respected.  Their  household  consisted  of  a 
son  and  a  daughter,  the  former  in  his  twenty-first  and 
the  latter  in  her  eighteenth  year ;  besides  a  few  domes- 
tic pupils,  whose  studies  Mr  Unwin  was  in  the  habit 
of  directing.  The  discovery  of  a  gold  mine  could  not 
have  delighted  the  hjrpochondriac  half  so  much  as 
his  connexion  with  this  fiuxiily,  and  in  the  course 
of  a  long  series  of  letters,  •  he  has  given  us  various 
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hiaiB  nqicotuig  thdir  cbaiactos.    The  hAa  he  de^i 

sadbM  M  a  man  of  leanung  and  good  sense,  and  as 
•imple  M  Panon  Adame;  the  mother  as  a  ladjr 
who  had  read  much  to  excellent  puipose,r«wbO)  pos* 
sessing  an  uncommon  undentanding,  was  moie  po- 
lite than  a  duchess,  and  whose  conversation  had  oUten 
done  him  more  good  than  he  could  have  rtceivedlimn 
an  audience  of  the  first  prince  in  Europe.  The  daugh- 
ter, who  was  rather  handsome  and  genteel,  resembled 
her  mother  in  her  great  piety ;  and  her  brother  is  de» 
acribed  as  a  youth  who,  having  nothing  in  his  heart 
that  made  it  necessary  for  him  <<  to  keep  it  barred 
and  boUed,  opened  it  to  the  perusal  even  of  a  stran- 
ger.'** B^wixt  these  different  persona  there  sub^sted 
the  most  perfect  harmony.  The  son  was  designed 
for  the  church,  not  as  a  profession  merely,  but  ixom 
principle  and  choice ;  and  the  daughter,  we  believek 
at  the  age  of  eighteen,  was  betrothed  to  the  gentleman 
whom  she  afterwards  maiiied.t  To  close  this  digres* 
•ion,  it  may  be  stated  that  one  of  Mr  Unwin's  board- 
ers having  been  sent  to  the  university,  Cowper  was 
toon  after  allowed,  at  his  own  request,  to  occupy  the 
vacant  place ;  and  firom  that  moment  he  was  soaxoely 
ever  separated  for  a  day  or  an  hour  from  the  society  of 
Mrs  Unwin. 

It  has  been  remarked,  that  the  life  which  the  poet 
led  in  this  devout  and  favourite  circle,  was  more  like 
that  of  a  '^  Penitentiary  friar  than  a  Protestant  layw 


•  When  the  poet  used  this  exprenion,  he  probably  reeoUeeted 
the  faying  of  lago,  so  often  quoted,— 

'*  I  will  wear  my  heart  upon  mj  sleeve 
For  daws  to  peck  lU^—OtheUo. 

f  This  gentleman,  to  whom  Miss  Unwin  was  united  in  1774» 
was  the  Rev.  Matthew  Powley,  M.  A.  afterwards  vicar  of  Dews- 
bury.  He  was  bom  in  September  1740,  In  the  small  village  of 
"Whale,  parish  of  Lowther;  was  educated  at  the  fVee  school  c^ 
Appleby ;  became  eminent  for  piety  and  learning ;  and  died  in 
December  1806,  in  bis  67th  year.  His  widow  survived  bim 
nearly  twenty-nine  years,  having  expired  in  November  1835t 
aged  eigbty.uioe. 
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man.**  With  the  single  exoeption  of  more  extended 
walks,  their  course  of  lift  appears^  from  the  following 
passage,  to  have  been  exactly  such  as  we  may  suppose 
ohtains  in  a  modem  monastery.  <^  We  breakfkst  (he 
says)  commonly  between  eight  and  nine ;  till  eleven  we 
read  either  the  Scripture,  or  the  sermons  of  some  fkithfiil 
preacher  of  these  holy  mysteries ;  at  eleven  we  attend 
divine  service,  which  is  performed  here  twice  every  day ; 
and  frotn  twelve  to  tlwee  we  separate  and  amuse  our- 
selves as  we  please.  During  that  interval,  I  either  read 
in  my  own  apartment,  or  walk,  or  ride,  or  work  in  the 
garden.  We  seldom  sit  an  hour  after  dinner,  but  if 
the  weather  permits,  adjourn  to  the  garden,  where, 
with  Mrs  Unwin  and  her  son,  I  have  generally  the 
pleasure  of  religious  conversation  till  tea-time.  If  it 
rain^  or  is  too  windy  for  walking,  we  either  converse 
within  doors,  or  sing  some  hymns  of  Martinis  collec- 
tion, and,  by  the  help  of  l^rs  Unwinds  harpsichord, 
make  up  a  toleifable  concert,  in  which  our  hearts,  I 
hope,  are  the  best  and  most  musical  performers.  Af- 
ter tea,  we  sally  forth  to  walk  in  good  earnest.  Mrs 
Unwin  is  a  good  walker,  and  we  have  generally  tra- 
velled about  four  miles  before  we  see  home  again. 
When  the  days  are  short,  we  make  this  excursion  in 
the  former  part  of  the  day,  between  church-time  and 
dinner.  At  night  we  read  and  converse  as  before  till 
supper,  and  commonly  finish  the  evening  either  with 
h]rmns  or  a  sermon ;  and,  last  of  all,  the  family  are 
called  to  prayers."* 

*  From  the  following  pa»age  it  would  appear  that  Cowper, 
tAxmt  tliis  period,  had  been  advised  to  take  orders :  **  I  liave 
had  many  anxious  thoughts  about  taking  orders,  and  I  believe 
every  new  convert  is  apt  to  think  himself  called  upon  for  that 
purpose;  but  it  has  pleased  God,  by  means  which  there  is  no  need 
to  parttcularixe,  to  give  me  fUll  satisfaction  as  to  the  propriety 
of  declining  it  Indeed,  they  who  have  the  least  idea  of  what 
I  have  samred  flrom  the  dread  of  public  exhibitions,  will  rea. 
dily  excuse  my  never  attempting  tnem  hereafter.  In  the  mean 
time,  if  it  please  the  Almighty,  I  may  be  an  instrument  of 
turning  many  to  the  truth  in  a  private  way,  and  hope  that  my 
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In  the  numth  of  July  I707,  being  about  two  yeAm 
ftom  the  time  Cowper  first  setded  at  Huntingdon^  the 
Rer.  Mr  Unwin  was  unfortunately  thrown  ham  hia 
horse,  while  riding  to  chureh  on  a  Sunday  morning, 
and  reeeived  a  fracture  on  his  skull,  which  occasioned 
his  death  on  the  Thursday  foflowing.  An  oceunence 
of  this  nature  was  ctdculated  to  make  a  deep  impres- 
sion on  the  mind  of  the  poet.  The  moment  he  was 
made  aware  of  the  accident,  he  repaired  to  the 
cottage  to  which  Mr  Unwin  was  carried,  and  has 
described  in  very  feeling  terms  both  his  Bufferings  as 
a  man  and  his  fortitude  as  a  Christian.*     Shortly 

endeayoun  in  this  way  baTe  not  been  entirdy  unsucceisftiL 
Had  I  the  zeal  of  Mot«i,  I  should  want  an  Aaron  to  be  my 
spokesman." 

*  For  the  following  important  note  I  am  indebted  to  Mr 
CArruthers  of  the  Inverness  Courier,  who  resided  sevend 
years  in  Huntingdon,  wrote  a  history  of  the  place,  and  in  the 
course  of  his  researches  obtained  ready  access  to  the  Corpo^ 
ration  Records  :— 

*«  The  house  in  Huntingdon  in  whiclt  Cowper  and  his  Mends 
resided  communicate^  through  the  garden  with  a  pulilic  walk, 
shaded  from  a  common  by  a  row  of  fine  lime-trees ;  and  here 
the  amiable  recluse  was  frequently  seen  pacing  in  solitary  but 
cheerful  meditation.    This  retreat  is  still  occasionally  named 
i^owper's  Walk.    The  poet  had  just  recovered  from  that  awfbl 
calamity  which  for  a  time  overwhelmed  his  reason  \  and  his  gra- 
titude for  this  delivery,  joined  to  the  kind  parental  solicitude  of 
the  Unwins,  seems  to  have  expanded  his  native  tenderness  of 
lieart,  and  disposed  him  to  look  on  ^l  around  him  with  unal- 
loyed satistaction  and  delight.  In  his  letters  written  Arom  Hunk 
tiugdon,  we  find  the  utmost  playfulness  of  ftincyi  sprightliness, 
and  good  humour.      *  I  am  much  happier  than  the  day  is 
long,'  he  writes,  *  and  sunshine  and  candlelight  alike  see  me 
perfectly  contented.'   He  talks  with  rapture  of  his  early  rising 
and  morning  rambles,  his  walks  to  a  spring  in  the  vicinity  of  the 
town,  and  to  the  lieautiftil  little  churcnyard  of  Hartford,  situated 
on  the  banks  of  the  Ouse.— It  appears  ftom  the  Corporation 
Books  of  Huntingdon,  that  Mr  Onwin,  the  poet's  ft-iend,  was 
appointed,  in  1734,  lecturer  to  a  charity  held  in  trust  by  the 
Mercers'  Company  in  London.    He  was  also  some  time  master 
of  the  grammar  school  of  Huntingdon — the  school  in  which 
Oliver  Cromwell  was  educated—which  oiBoe  he  resipied  ia 
1761.     In  1767,  a  foil  from  his  horse  at  Godmanchester  termi- 
nated the  existence  of  this  gentleman,  whose  humble  grave  in 
■St  Mary's  churchyard,  Huntingdon,  la  nuurked  by  a  flat  unormu 
mented  stone,  inscribed  simply—'  Morley  Unwin,  B.  D.,  died 
'July  a,  1797,  aged  ea*    It  is  not  a  little  singular;  as  miHtattng 
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tfter  this  event,  Mn  Unwin,  to  whom  Huntingdon 
had  now  lost  all  its  channs,  expiessed  an  anxious  wish 
to  change  her  place  of  zesidence ;  and  as  her  conduct 
to  her  friend  and  board»  had  always  been  that  of  a 
mother  to  a  son,  he  determined  to  foUow  her  whither- 
soerer  she  should  go.  Some  time  elapsed,  however,  be- 
fine  thej  were  ahle  to  fix  upon  a  new  abode ;  and  in 
makiifg  choice  at  last  of  the  village,  or  rather  the  town 
of  Olney,  they  seem  to  have  been  chiefly  guided  by  the 
Rev.  John  Newton,  a  gentleman  well  known  in  the 
religions  world.  To  this  place  they  accordingly  re** 
moved  on  the  14th  October  1767** 

Here  Cowper  continued  in  the  same  sequestered  ha* 
bits  of  life,  endearing  himself  to  all  around  by  nume- 
rous acts  of  beneficence  and  charity,  which  he  was  tti'- 
abled  to  perfi)tm  through  the  bounty  of  the  late  John 
Thornton,  Esq.  an  unassuming  philanthropist,  whom 


against  our  conception  of  Mr  Unwin's  character,  that  the  Hun. 
tingdon  Corporation  Books  contain  resolutions  expressive  of  se- 
vere censure  upon  the  reverend  gentleman  for  neglect  of  his 
duty  aa  lecturer.  On  one  occasion,  the  Corporation  resolved  to 
"dismiss  him  fkom  the  charge,  worth  about  £60  per  annum,  un- 
less he  became  more  regular  in  the  discharge  of  his  duty.  Mr 
Unwin,  however,  retained  the  situaticm  long  afterwards ;  and 
it  is  probable,  that  another  pastoral  charge  which  he  held,  the 
rectory  of  Graffham  in  the  same  county,  interfered, at  the  period 
in  question,  with  his  lectureship  at  Huntingdon.  Morley  Un- 
vrin,  Ulie  Crabbe,  the  poet,  and  almost  every  other  pluralist, 
must  have  felt  that  the  oinding  influence  of  a  settled  and  perma- 
nent minister  cannot  be  withdrawn  for  any  length  of  time  with 
impunity." 

•  Some  time  subsequent  to  this,  Cowper  addressed  a  letter  to 
bis  cousin,  Mrs  Cowper,  to  which  he  appended  the  following  re- 
markable note>-«*  N.  B.  I  am  not  married."—*'  This."  says  a 
lecent  writer,  **  was  intended  to  contradict  a  rumour  which  was 
circulated,  that  the  poet  had  married  Mrs  Unwin  {  and  as  she 
was  not  more  than  ten  years  older  than  himself,  nothing  but 
their  exemplary  characters  prevented  the  connexion  from  being 
received  with  suspicion."  All  his  biographers  have  attributed 
their  attachment  to  Iriendship,  excepting  one,  who  states  thai 
Cowper  intended  to  marry  her;  that  the  recurrence  of  his  ma- 
lady akme  prevented  it ;  and  that  he  repeatedly  declared,  that 
if  he  ever  entered  a  church  again,  it  would  be  for  the  pur. 
pose  of  making  her  his  wife.— Memoir  of  Cowper  by  the  Rev.  S. 
^eathead,  .prefixed  to  an  edition  of  his  poems,  16mo,  1818. 
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he  has  juslly  odebnted  in  his  poems.   Here  also,  the 
society  and  example  of  Mr  Newton,  whose  pastoral 
labours^  in  a  certain  sense,  he  may  be  said  to  have 
shared,  contributed  to  fix  his  thou(^ts  more  and  more 
on  the  awful  contemplation  of  futurity ;  and,  in  con. 
junction  with  this  gentleman,  he  wrote  a  variety  of 
spiritual  songs,  known  by  the  name  of  the  '<  Olney 
Hymns,"  which  were  intended  to  perpetuate  the  re- 
membrance of  their  friendship.     **  Gowper,"  says  his 
reverend  coadjutor,    "  particularly  loved  the  poor. 
He  often  visited  them  in   their  cottages,  convened 
with  them  in  the  most  condescending  manner,  sym. 
pathized  with  them,  counselled  and  comfbrted  them 
in  their  distresses ;  and  those  who  were  seriously  dis- 
posed were  often  cheered  and  animated  by  his  pray- 
ers."    But  the  mind  of  the  poet  was  composed  of 
materials  too  delicate  to  support  so  great  an  excess 
of  pious  exercises.    In  January  1773,  his  hypochon. 
driacal  malady  returned  with  all  its  former  violence, 
and  nearly  six  years  elapsed  before  reason  resumed  her 
sway.     During  this  season  of  affliction,  the  friend- 
ship of  Mrs  Unwin  was  put  to  the  severest  test ;  and 
the  tenderness  and  assiduity  with  which  she  watched 
over  the  interesting  sufferer,  were  such  as  a  mother 
only,  or  one  gifted  with  a  mother^s  solicitude,  could 
bestow.     So  sensible  was  he  of  this,  that  on  being 
restored  to  health,  it  formed  the  chief  business  of  his 
life  to  repay  the  kindness  he  had  received,  by  the  ut. 
most  attention  to  the  health  and  comfort  of  his  aged 
companion. 

About  three  years  from  the  time  he  settled  at  Olney, 
his  brother  John  was  seized  with  a  dangerous  distem. 
per,  of  which  he  subsequently  died  on  the  20th  March 
1770,  aged  thirty- three.  An  event  of  this  nature  could 
not  fail  to  make  a  deep  impression  on  the  sensitive 
mind  of  the  poet ;  and  it  is  probable  that  the  pain 
he  suffered  on  the  occasion,  added  to  the  self-dcnied 
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teDor  of  hu  lilB,  laid  the  ibiuidaljim  «r  that  k^ 
{winful  iUneu  which  agaiii  edipsed  his  adminble  fi^ 
culties.  From  the  momeot  he  airiyed  at  Cambridge^ 
he  iq^peais  to  have  been  apprdxauare  that  death  warn 
in  the  cup,  and  while  the  physician  exhausted  all  the 
lesouroea  of  the  healing  art,  in  attempting  to  subdue 
the  malady  of  his  patient,  the  amiable  poet  applied 
himself  with  equal  assiduity  to  effect  that  change  in 
his  religious  sentiments,  which  he  believed  to  be  es- 
sential to  his  eternal  wd&re.  In  this  attempt  he  at 
last  succeeded ;  and  in  relating  the  drcomstanoe  to 
his  cousin.  Mis  Cowper,  who  had  heard  that  his  bro* 
ther's  deadi  had  been  predicted  by  a  female  fortune, 
teller,  he  says,  '^  I  suppose  there  may  be  some  truth  in 
the  matter ;  but  whatever  he  might  think  of  it  before 
his  knowledge  of  the  truth,  and  however  extraordinary 
her  predictions  might  really  be,  I  am  satisfied  that  he 
had  then  received  for  other  views  of  the  wisdom  and 
majesty  of  God,  than  to  suppose  that  he  would  intrust 
his  secret  counsels  to  a  vagrant,  who  did  not  mean,  I 
suppose,  to  be  understood  to  have  received  her  inteUi* 
gence  from  the  Fountain  of  Light,  but  thought  her* 
self  sufficiently  honoured  by  any  who  would  give  her 
credit  for  a  secret  intercourse  of  this  kind  with  the 
Prince  of  Darkness."*  John  Cowper  was  a  man  much 
esteemed  for  his  amiable  manners  and  extensive  ac« 


•  The  fortune-teller  teems  to  have  been  an  old  soldier,  and 
not  a  female,  as  Cowper  supposed.  His.predictions  were.  <*  that 
John  Cowper  would  remain  only  a  short  time  at  the  school  in 
which  he  then  studied,  but  would  be  sent  to  a  larger  one :  that 
be  would  go  to  the  university,  and,  before  he  left  it,  would  form 
an  attachment  strong  enough  to  give  him  much  disappointment, 
as  it  would  not  be  mutual ;  that  he  would  not  marry  btifore  he 
was  thirty,  but  that  after  that  age  his  fate  became  obscure,  and 
the  lines  of  his  hand  showed  no  more  prognostics  of  futurity.** 
These  prognostications  appear  to  have  made  a  deep  impression 
on  the  mind  of  Cowper '&  brother ;  and  as  circumstances  occur- 
red which  gave  to  them  a  colouring  of  truth,  his  last  illness, 
which  occurred  after  he  had  passed  his  thirtieth  year,  was  view- 
ed by  him  as  the  consummation  of  the  predictions  which  had 
been  uttered  in  his  boyhood.— Southey's  Works  of  Cowper  (8vo» 
London,  183ft-7),  vol.  vii.  pp.  259, 260. 
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4iiixemetit9  M  a  linguist,  m  may  be  gsthcnd  fiom  an 
iSectmg  tribute  which  is  paid  to  his  memory  in  tha 
second  book  of  "  The  Task." 


I  had  a  brother  once : 


Peace  to  the  memory  of  a  man  of  worth! 

A  man  oflett^s,  ana  of  manners  too ! 

Of  manners  sweet  as  Virtue  always  wears. 

When  gay  Good-humour  dresses  tier  in  smiles. 

He  graced  a  college,  in  which  order  yet 

Was  sacred ;  and  was  hoooui'd,  loved,  and  weptt 

By  more  than  one,  themselves  conspicuous  there. 

During  the  first  period  of  William's  second  illness^ 
his  religious  despondency  was  too  deep  and  settled  to 
admit  of  any  alleviation ;  but  afterwards  he  was  so  far 
enabled  to  struggle  with  it  as  to  find  amusement  in 
the  taming  of  three  hares,  the  gift  of  kind  neigh- 
bours, who  had  heard  him  express  a  wish  to  rear  a 
single  leveret.  To  gather  day  by  day  the  food,  and 
observe  the  different  gambols  of  these  quadrupeds,  al« 
though  rather  a  boyish  employment,  was  one  well 
suited  to  the  feeble  health  of  the  poet ;  and  that  uni» 
form  kindness  which  can  tame  the  most  savage  animal, 
soon  gained  him  the  confidence  of  the  most  rimid. 
The  merit  of  teaching  pointers  to  set  has  been  long 
ascribed  to  an  English  poet,  and  we  believe  Cowper 
was  the  first  man  who  thought  it  worth  while  to  study 
the  dispositions  of  hares.  But  neither  the  character 
of  bipeds  nor  quadrupeds  could  long  escape  his  keen 
observation  ;  and  there  is  scarcdy  any  subject,  how. 
ever  unpromising,  to  which  his  lively  pen  could  not 
impart  an  interest.  The  account  which  he  published 
in  the  Gentleman's  Magarine  of  this  curious  fiumly 
has  been  universally  read  and  admired;  and  were 
hares  long-lived  animals,  and  had  his  happened  to 
survive  their  master,  we  believe  they  would  have 
been  worth  more  money  at  the  present  day,  than 
even  the  most  valuable  of  those  which  candidates  for 
parliamentary  honours  distribute  so  liberally  on  the 
eve  of  an  election.     Two  of  these  hares  died  of  mere 
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iMage;  and  in  a  nice  wooden  box,  whidi  their  keeper 
eoDstructed  with  his  own  hands,  dozed  out  Kfe  yery 
oom^OTtably,  fiff  from  all  the  evils  of  gun  and  grey- 
hound, poacher,  or  more  gentlemanlike  sportsman. 
He  also  kept  canaries  and  pigeons,  and  a  beauti- 
fal  spaniel,  called  Bean,  which  attended  him  on  all 
occasions.  Of  this  little  animal  he  has  recorded  a 
▼ery  pleasant  anecdote.  One  summer  evening,  while 
wandering  on  the  banks  of  the  Ouse,  enjoying  the 
beauties  of  the  scene  and  the  season,  or,  perhaps, 
conning  a  favourite  author,  he  observed  a  water-lily 
floating  in  the  stream,  which,  with  the  help  of  his 
stafi^  he  in  vain  endeavoured  to  bring  to  the  shore.  At 
last,  not  choosing  to  encounter  the  risk  of  damp  jfeet 
or  more  serious  immersion,  he  abandoned  the  pur- 
suit ;  upon  which  his  dog,  who  had  all  along  eager, 
ly  watched  his  movements,  plunged  into  the  river, 
seized  the  lily  very  gently  with  his  teeth,  and  re- 
turning  to  the  shore,  unmediately  laid  it  at  his  mas- 
ter's feet.  Beau  was  of  course  much  caressed  for  the 
service  he  had  performed ;  and  were  the  power  of  mak- 
ing knights  vested  in  poets,  and  the  honour  applica- 
ble to  the  canine  race,  there  can  be  no  doubt  that  he 
w«nld  have  been  honourably  distinguished  among  the 
dogs  of  his  time.  As  it  was,  the  whole  affair  ended 
in  a  song — the  bank-paper  of  poets,  but  which  unfor- 
tunately  has  never  been  declared  a  legal  tender. 

In  1773,  he  re-directed  his  attention  to  literary 
pursuits,  and  again  engaged  in  a  correspondence  with 
several  of  his  friends.  His  first  letters  were  addressed 
to  the  Reverend  William  Unwin,  who  had  now  ob- 
tained orders,  and  was  actively  engaged  in  the  duties 
of  his  profession.  Many  of  these  epistles,  particularly 
those  dated  in  1780,  are  enlivened  by  a  constant  flow 
of  sprightliness  and  good-humour,  as  may  be  inferred 
from  the  following  playful  specimen : — "  Alas  J  what 
can  I  do  with  my  wit  ?     I  have  not  enough  to  do 
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gfi«ttidagt  wiA ;  ,«id  these  Btde  things  sre  bo  fugi. 
tlve,  thtt,  whfle  a  man  catches  at  the  subject,  he  is 
•Dly  fflUng  his  hand  with  smoke.     I  must  do  with 
it  as  I  do  with  my  linnet :  I  keep  him  for  the  most 
part  in  a  cage,  but  now  and  then  set  open  the  door, 
IduX  he  may  whisk  about  the  room  a  little,  and 
then  shut  him  up  again*     My  whisking  wit  has  pro- 
Aoeed  the  following,  the  subject  of  which  is  more  im« 
pmrtant  than  the  manner  in  which  I  have  treated  it 
seems  to  imply ;  but  a  fable  may  speak  truth,  and  all 
troth  is  sterling."     To  this  letter  was  annexed  the 
beautiful  fofole  of  the  Nightingale  and  the  Glow-worm. 
He  also  corresponded  frequently  with  the  Reverend 
John  Newton,  whose  ftme  as  a  divine  had  reached 
IrfOndon,  and  who  in  consequence  had  been  called  to 
the  charge  of  a  very  respectable  congregation  in  that 
dty.     It  was  through  the  advice  of  this  gentleman, 
as  the  reader  has  already  seen,  that  Mrs  Unwin  was 
induced  to  settle  at  Olney ;  and  certainly  his  presence 
and  kind  attention  must  have  been  a  great  comfort  to 
Iwr  during  the  long  and  painfbl  illness  of  their  mutual 
friend.     Many  months  of  the  most  melancholy  por. 
tion  of  that  illness  were  passed  under  his  roof;  and 
Cowper,  whose  gratitude  never  slumbered,  did  not 
soon  forget  the  obligation.     When  he   afterwards 
commenced  his  literary  career,  Mr  Newton  was  not 
only  invited  to  criticise  his  writings  freely,  but  re. 
jested  to  compose  a  preface,  and  stand  as  it  were 
godfather  to  the  firstborn  of  his  literary  children.* 

We  next  find  him  engaged  in  landscapcdraw- 
ing,  an  employment  of  which  he  soon  became  passion- 
ately fond,  and  in  which,  considering  his  opportu- 
nities and  application,  he  appears  to  have  made  to* 

III  I  .     I  »         I        I  ■  II  m 

*  This  preface  was  suppressed  by  the  publisher,  on  the  grouod 
that  it  was  of  too  sombre  a  cast.  It  was,  however,  bound  up 
with  several  copies  of  the  first  edition,  and  has  been  inserted  in 
all  those  published  since  1790.— ^outhey's  Woriu  of  Cowper, 
vol.  iii.  p.  2,  note. 
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Ifitable  progress.  Meo  of  genius  are  somedBMSMCHScd 
of  afiectiug  an  indiffeienee  to  those  studies  in  wMch 
their  talent  lies,  and  exposing  themselves  to  ridieale  hf 
pretending  to  arts  of  which  they  know  nothing.     But 
there  was  a  truth  and  modesty  in  oar  author's  Bstavs^ 
that  never  sufiered  him  to  give  way  to  any  of  ik/em 
weaknesses.    **  Amusements,"  he  observes^  writing  So 
the  Rev.  William  Unwin,  <<  are  necessary  in  retiienettt 
like  mine,  especially  in  such  a  sable  state  (^mind  as  I 
labour  under.    The  necessity  of  amusement  makes  m* 
sometimes  write  verses, — it  made  me  a  carpenter,  a 
bird.cage  maker,  a  gardener, — and  has  lately  taught 
me  to  draw,  and  to  draw  too,  wilji  such  surprising  "pto- 
itciency  in  the  art,  considering  my  total  ignorance  of 
it  two  months  ago,  that  when  I  show  your  modiesr 
my  productions;  she  is  all  admiration  and  applaaseii 
*    *    *      I  draw  mountains,  valleys,  woods,  and 
streams,  and  ducks  and  dab.chieks.     I  admire  them 
myself,  and  Mrs  Unwin  admires  them ;  and  her  ptaiM 
and  my  praise  put  together  aie  &me  enough  ibr  me. 
O  I  I  could  spend  whole  days  and  moonlight  ni^^ils 
in  feeding  upon  a  lovely  prospect."    And  again,  in 
renewing  his  correspondence  with  his  cousin,  Mn 
Cowper,  *<  You  see  me  sixteen  years  older,  at  the  least, 
than  when  I  saw  you  last ;  but  the  effects  of  time  seen 
ti^  have  taken  place  rather  on  the  outside  of  ray  head 
than  within  it.    What  was  brown  is  become  gxey,  b«t 
what  was  foolish  remains  foolish  stiU.  Green  finiit  must 
rot  before  it  ripens,  if  the  season  is  such  as  to  alibid  it 
notlung  but  cold  winds  and  dark  clouds  that  intsvrupt 
every  ray  of  sunshine.     My  days  steal  away  nlenttyy 
and  march  on  (as  poor  mad  Lear  would  have  made  hii 
SQldiers  march)  as  if  they  were  shod  with  Mt ;  not  so 
silently  but  that  I  hear  them  ;  yet  were  it  not  that  I 
am  always  listening  to  their  flight,  having  no  infinnity 
that  I  had  not  when  I  was  much  younger,  I  riiottld  de« 
0ft  ve  my  self  with  on  imagination  that  I  am  still  young. 


It 
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Hiscyisclcs  to  lu 
m  «I1  «f  vkich  thoc  nnnai  i  a  ridi  Ton  of  humouTy 
f— iniiMwad  his  chief  CHpbjmcDft  oncil  tlie  month  <^ 
DecBBibcr  ITaa,  vhcBy  M  the  adiwKsd  «ge  of  fifly,  he 
pRfHcd  t»  jfpear  bctee  die  raid  in  the  diancter  of 
laanthor.  At  a  poiod  of  life  when  die  fiHicy  of  other 
■Kn  begins  to  fill  into  dte  aese  and  jdlow  lea^  his 
bant  teth  in  aQ  the  huxuianee  of  ^ling;  and  at  a 
tine  when  manj  aathoa  think  of  resigning  the  pea 
from  a  dicad  that  thej  may  not  oolf  outlire  hut  ac 
tody^f  mUwrriie  their  loanet  reputation,  he  henncaUy 
took  his  19;  and  in  a  state  of  mind  neadj  bordering  on 
dcspoar^  prodnced  a  series  of  poems  vhidi,  in  point  of 
ngovr^miety»and  originality,  hare  not  been  suipassed 
1MMT  the  days  of  ShaV^prote  and  Milton.     Mrs  Un- 
win,  having  cxpcnenoed  how  indispensable  employ- 
ment was  to  her  fiiend*s  existence^  stroqgly  adTised 
haan  to  persevere  in  a  wo^  which,  however  it  might 
be  mceived  by  the  wodd,  could  not  iaU  to  have  a 
TCiy  salvtaiy  cfiect  i^on  his  health.    Nor  were  his 
own  hopes  of  suooess  mudi  more  sanguine.    As  he 
proceeded  in  his  task,  it  is  true,  he  seems  to  have  ac- 
qnired  mote  confidence  in  himself  ^  but  still  he  dreaded 
die  prevailing  taste  of  the  public,  which,  whatever  might 
be  die  consequence,  he  detemiined  not  to  flatter.     In 
a  word,  he  became  an  author  as  some  men  become 
miwionaiies,  less  with  the  h<^  of  arriving  at  honour 
and  onolnment,  than  of  being  useful  in  his  genera- 
tioD,  and  of  promoting  the  interest  of  a  cause^  In  com- 
parison Co  whidi  every  thing  in  his  eyes  and  heart  was 
bul  as  founding  brass  or  a  tinkling  cymbaL    Popula- 
rity was  at  best  but  a  secondary  object ;  and  he  might 
have  said  of  fiune  with  mudli  more  truth  than  Pope 
ever  could  do, 

**  It  oomei  unlook'd  for,  if  it  comes  at  aU.** 

His  course  of  life,  from  the  time  he  setded  in  the  coun- 
try, had  been  much  more  that  of  an  invalid  than  lUi 


WILLIAM  COWPER.  W 

ftspirant  after  literary  renown.     Often  unt^te  to  sup. 
port  the  fatigue  of  reading,  he  had  engaged  in  no  pttu 
vious  course  of  studies.     When  he  left  London  h* 
had  disposed  of  his  lihrary^  and  for  nearly  seventeen 
years  had  seldom  perused  any  thing  more  systematic 
than  the  second-hand  literature  to  he  found  in  maga^ 
zines  and  reviews ;  yet,  with  so  little  preparation,  it 
will  he  acknowledged  that  there  is  no  poverty  of  leam-k 
ing  in  his  pages.     But  the  truth  is,  persons  of  true 
genius  arrive  at  the  end  and  ohject  of  all  human  re* 
search  by  a  much  shorter  process  than  other  men,  amd^ 
independently  of  reading,  improve  by  the  mere  exercise 
of  their  own  thoughts.     Books  are  but  die  Tefleetioii 
of  things,  and  he  that  is  in  possession  of  the  original 
• — ^that  has  the  great  volume  of  nature  constantly  vptemA 
before  him — ^feels  himself  to  stand  but  little  in  need 
of  the  labours  of  the  translator. 

By  the  month  of  March  1781,  being  little  Inote 
than  a  quarter  of  a  year  from  the  time  he  began  to 
compose,  he  had  finished  the  poems  entitled,  Table 
Talk,  The  Progress  of  Error,  Truth,  Expostulation'^ 
and  soon  afterwards,  we  are  told,  Johnson  (hispvb^ 
lisher)  heroically  set  all  peradventures  at  defiance,  and; 
took  the  whole  charge  of  printing  upon  himself.  In 
a  letter  written  about  this  time,  he  alludes  to  these  pro^ 
ductions  with  his  usual  sprightliness  of  fancy  and  Mi- 
eity  of  expression :  "  My  labours,"  he  says,  "  areprin*^ 
cipally  the  production  of  the  last  winter~.«aU  indeed 
except  a  f^w  of  the  minor  pieces.  When  I  can  fiiMf 
no  other  occupation,  I  think,  and  when  I  think,- 1  am 
ve?ry  apt  to  do  it  in  rhyme.  Hence  it  comes  to  pass^ 
that  the  season  of  the  year  wliich  generally  pinches  off 
the  flowers  of  poetry  unfolds  mine,  such  as  they  ar^ 
and  crowns  me  with  a  winter  garland.  In  Uiio  ic* 
spect,  therefore,  I  and  my  contemporary  bards  are  by 
no  means  upon  a  par.  They  write  when  the  ddight* 
ful  influences  of  fine  weather,  fine  proiq)ects,  and  a  brisk 
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afdicaBimal  ^nits,  make  podiy  almqst  tli0 
}aagaagt  of  naime  ;  and  I,  vhen  iddn  depend  from 
aD  tlie  leares  of  the  Pmassian  laurel,  and  when  a  rea- 
wnaWr  man  voold  as  little  expect  to  saooeed  in  veiae 
as  to  hear  a  Uackhiid  whistle.  This  must  he  mj  apo- 
logj  to  yoa  fiv  vhatercr  want  of  fire  and  animation 
yvm  may  obaem  in  what  jou  will  shortly  have  the 
povsal  oC** 

It  is  a  oanunoa  opinion,  diat  certain  seasons  of  the 

year  are  more  finrooiabk  than  others  to  pnrtical  com. 

position.     MiUon*s  Tcin,  as  is  related  by  his  nephew 

PhilqpBy  flowed  most  cnpionsly  in  winter,  or  from  the 

Mi»iiiM»»i  to  the  venal  equinox;  while  the  muse 

of  Thomson  was  most  propitioas  in  aatomn  ;   hot 

«o  SBO  mndi  inrlinfd  to  agne  with  Dr  Johnson, 

thai  this  alleged  dependence  of  die  sool  upon  the 

tonposary  and  pemdical  ebbs  and 

of  lntdlBCt-.4nay  be  JQsdf  derfdedas  the  lames 

of  vain  imagination.     Smpiems  dtmmmbiiur  os/rit* 

«'  The  author  that  thinks  himadf  wcather-boond  wiQ 

find,  with  a  Utde  help  from  hdUMR,  thstt  he  is  only 

idle  or  exhausted.    But  while  this  notion  has  posses- 

mm  of  the  head,  it  produces  the  inability  which  it 

•apposes.    Our  powen  owe  much  of  dieir  energy  to 

our  hopes  ;  possunt  qmim  potse  oidlntlvr.    When  sue- 

ocsa  seems  attainable,  dfligcnce  is  enfisced  ;  bat  when 

It  is  admitted  that  the  frcnlties  are  suj^iiessed  by  a 

crass  wind,  or  a  doudy  sky,  die  day  is  given  up  with. 

oat  resistance,  ftr  who  can  contend  widi  die  couiae  of 

natmer* 

The  success  of  Cowper^s  first  volume  by  no  memt 
Jostified  the  hopes  of  his  friends.  This  may  be  part* 
ly  ascribed  to  the  tme  of  austerity  in  which  many 
passages  in  it  are  written,  added  to  a  certain  rouf^ 
nsss  and  freedom  of  Teisificatioa  not  attempted  by  any 

•  LiTCi  or  the  Poels.~Millon. 
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former  writer.  Those  readers  who  were  chiefly  capti- 
vated hy  sound,  and  whose  ears  had  been  tuned  to  the 
exquisite  melody  of  Pope,  could  not  easily  reconcile 
themselves  to  the  abrupt,  and  frequently  rugged,  num- 
bers of  Cowper ;  while  those  who  penetrated  beyond  the 
sur&ce,  and  preferred  sense  to  sound  and  strength  to 
smoothness,  felt  offended  at  his  creed,  and  accused  him 
of  exemplifying  iA  his  own  writings  the  brief  but  strik. 
ing  portrait  he  has  given  us  of  the  Puritans : 

Religion,  in  them  intolerant,  austere. 
Parent  of  manners,  like  benelf  severe. 
Drew  a  rough  copy  of  the  Christian  face, 
'Without  the  smile,  the  sweetness,  or  the  grace. 

But  the  appearance  of  '^  The  Task"  brought  the  whole 
of  his  poems  into  notice,  and  produced  one  of  those 
revolutions  in  matters  of  taste,  of  whicli  booksellers  and 
authon  do  not  &il  to  avail  themselves  as  often  as  th^ 
find  an  opportunity.  Yet  even  his  first  volume  pro« 
cored  hixn  no  inconsiderable  portion  of  applause  among 
those  who  were  best  qualified  to  judge  of  its  merits. 
To  number  among  his  admirers  two  such  men  at 
FrankUji  and  Johnson,  is  a  circumstance  that  might 
weU  make  any  poet  proud,  and  console  him  for  the 
neglect  of  all  the  world  beside. 

During  the  first  year  of  his  authorship,  and  while 
he  was  busily  employed  in  correcting  the  press,  the 
elegant  and  accomplished  Lady  Austen,  accompa- 
nied by  her  sister,  Mrs  Jones,  the  wife  of  a  neigh, 
bouring  clergyman,  paid  a  visit  to  Olney ;  and  the 
fonner  having  caught  the  eye  of  the  poet  while  gaz- 
ing from  his  window,  he  was  so  much  struck  with 
her  appearance,  that  he  requested  3Ir8  Unwin  to 
invite  both  ladies  to  tea.  Yet  he  had  well  nigh 
repented  of  his  temerity,  for  when  they  arrived  ac- 
cording to  appointment,  instead  of  being  ready  to 
evince  his  gallantry,  he  had  nearly  swooned  with  fear, 
and  it  was  even  a  considerable  time  before  he  could 

£2 
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muster  courage  to  enter  the  room.     "But  thiB 
sive  diffidence  was  of  short  dnntion.    Although  the 
shyest  of  mortals,  he  possessed  great  tact  in  discoveiv 
ing  excellence  of  every  kind ;  and  as  Lady  Austen, 
to  an  agreeable  person  and  a  cultivated  mind  add- 
ed  all  that  polish  of  manner  which  is  only  to  be  ac 
quired  by  mixing  frequently  with  good  company,  he 
every  day  became  more  pleased  with  his  new  compa- 
nion,  until  at  last  he  addressed  her  by  the  endearing 
name  of  sister.     In  short,  this'  accidental  acquaint- 
ance soon  rix>ened  into  a  very  cordial  friendship^  to  say 
the  least,  on  both  sides.     Her  ladyship  some  time  af- 
terwards renounced  the  gayety  of  London  for  the  tran- 
quillity  and  retirement  of  a  country  life ;  and  having 
fitted  up  a  mansion^  called  ''  the  Vicarage,**  so  closely 
adjoining  to  the  house  of  Mrs  Unwin  that  one  of  the 
doors  opened  into  her  garden^  the  intercourse  of  the 
three  friends  became  so  frequent,  that  a  stranger  might 
have  mistaken  them  for  members  of  the  same  family. 
And  BO  they  were  in  effect,  although  they  stlU  conti- 
nued to  occupy  different  residences,  and  kept,  as  is 
presumed,  a  separate  purse. 

Notwithstanding  his  timidity  and  secluded  habits, 
Cowper  was  never  so  happy  as  when  in  the  society  of 
elegant  fbmales  ;  and  it  is  remarkable,  that  every  lady 
widi  whom  he  ever  contracted  a  particular  friendship 
fblt  so  strongly  interested  in  his  welfare,  that  she 
seemed  to  think  it  no  sacrifice,  but,  on  the  contrary, 
a  very  great  honour,  to  share  the  solitude  and  cheer 
the  gloom  of  the  recluse  of  Olney.  There  is,  indeed,  in 
the  feminine  character  an  amenity  that  resembled  his 
own  sensitive  nature  much  more  nearly  than  the  mas- 
culine qualities  of  the  rougher  sex ;  and  hence  it  is  easier 
to  account  for  his  platonic  attachment,  as  it  has  been 
called,  to  his  female  friends,  than  for  their  devotedness 
to  him.  While  Lady  Austen  lived  at  Olney,  the  poet 
became,  as  it  were,  a  new  being.  She  watched  his  health, 
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■hved  hifl  walks,  and  directed  his  studies.  One  of  the 
most  playful  of  his  poems  was  composed  to  he  set  to 
music  and  sniig  by  her,  under  the  endearing  appd]». 
tion  of  Sister  Anne  :— 

THE  DISTRESSED  TRAVELLERS, 

o«, 
LABOUR  IN  VAIN.* 

An  excdkni  New  Song,  to  a  Tune  never  sung  b^e. 

1. 
I  smo  of  a  Journey  to  Ctifton, 

We  would  have  perfonn'd  if  we  oould ; 
Without  cart  or  barrow  to  lift  on 
Poor  Mary  and  me  through  the  mud. 
S1ee«  sla,  slud, 
Stuck  in  the  mud, 
O,  it  is  pretty  to  wade  through  a  flood  I 

2. 
So  away  we  went  slipping  and  sliding, 
Hf^,  hop,  d  la  mode  de  deux  frogs ; 
Tis  near  as  good  walking  as  riding 
When  ladies  are  dress'd  in  their  clogs : 
Wheels,  no  doubt. 
Go  briskly  about. 
But  they  clatter,  and  rattle,  and  make  such  a  rout 

3. 

Shb. 
Well,  now  I  protest  it  is  charming  ! 

How  finely  the  weather  improves ! 
That  cloud,  though,  is  rather  alarming, 
How  slowly  and  stately  it  moves  1 

Hts. 
Pshaw  1  nevermind, 
'Tls  not  in  the  wind, 
We  are  travelling  south,  and  shall  leave  it  behind  I 

4. 
Shb. 
I  am  glad  we  are  come  for  an  airing ; 

For  folks  may  be  pounded  and  penn'd 
Until  they  grow  rusty,  not  caring 
To  stir  half  a  mile  to  an  end. 


m  This  characteristic  poem  was  originally  published  In  the 
Monthly  Magazine  for  January  1808;  but  was  lost  sight  of  in 
every  edition  of  Cowper's  Works,  till  reprinted  by  Dr  Southey 
in  1836.— See  Work/ of  Cowpcr,  vol.  ML  pp.  40,  41,  4t. 
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Tbe  longer  we  stay 
The  lunger  we  may, 
'Tl<  a  foUy  to  think  about  weather  or  way« 

5. 
Shb. 
But  now  I  begin  to  be  flrighten*d. 

If  I  fall,  what  a  way  I  should  roll ! 
I  am  ^ad  that  the  bridge  was  indicted ; 
Stop,  stop,  1  am  sunk  in  a  hole  1 

Hb. 

Nay,  never  care, 
*Tis  a  common  affair. 
You'll  aot  be  the  laat  that  will  set  a  foot  there ! 

6. 
Shb. 
Let  me  breathe  now  a  little,  and  ponder 

On  what  it  were  better  to  do; 
That  terrible  lane  I  see  yonder, 
I  think  we  shall  never  get  through. 

Hb. 

So  think  I ; 
But,  by  the  by, 
We  never  shall  know  if  we  never  should  try. 

7. 

Sub. 
But  should  we  get  there,  how  shall  we  get  home; 
What  a  terrible  deal  of  bad  road  we  have  past. 
Slipping  and  sliding,  and  if  we  should  come 
To  a  difficult  stile,  I  am  ruin'd  at  last. 
O,  this  lane! 
Now  it  is  plain. 
That  struggling  and  striving  is  labour  in  vain  1 

& 
Hb. 
Stick  fast  there  while  I  go  and  look. 

She. 
Don't  go  away,  for  fear  I  should  fall 

Hb. 
I  have  examin'd  it  every  nook. 
And  what  you  have  here  is  a  sample  of  aU. 
Come,  wheel  round. 
The  dirt  we  have  found 
Would  be  an  ezitate  at  a  farthing  a-pound. 

9. 
Now,  Sister  Anne,  the  guitar  you  must  take. 
Set  it,  and  shig  it,  and  make  it  a  song, 
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I  have  ▼aried  the  rerae  for  ▼ariety'c  cake. 
And  cat  it  off  short  because  It  was  long. 
'TM  hebbUng^  and  lanja, 
Which  critics  won't  blame» 
For  the  sense  and  the  sound,  they  sajr,  should  be  the  same. 

When  she  saw  him  about  to  relapse  into  dejection,  it 
irasher  custom  to  summon  all  her  powers  of  sprightU'* 
ness  and  good  humour ;  and  it  was  on  one  of  these  occa« 
lions  that  she  related  to  him  the  facetious  story  of  John 
Gilpin,  whose  ludicrous  exploits  tickled  his  iancy  in 
BO  ordinary  degree.     He  had  at  all  times  a  fine  ffeeL 
ing  of  whatever  is  humorous  in  character  or  situa- 
tion, and  after  he  retired  to  rest,  he  could  not  re- 
strain bis  laughter  at  the  awkward  mishaps  of  the 
draper,  whose  luckless  ride  he  has  married  to  immortal 
Terse,     This  having  kept  him  awake,  he  had  leisure 
to  turn  the  story  into  rhyme,  and  in  the  morning  he 
presented  Lady  Austen  with  a  ballad,  which  has  pro« 
bably  excited  more  innocent  mirth  than  any  thing,  in 
the  same  compass,  that  ever  was  written.     The  able 
biographer  of  Bums  somewhere  mentions,  that  his 
poem  of  *'  Tam  o'  Shanter*'  appears  to  have  sprung 
up  a  perfect  production  at  once,  and  was  probably 
begun  and.  finished  before  the  author  rose  from  his 
seat.      This,  considering  the  various  excellencies  of 
that  unequalled  poem,  is  much  more  remarkable  than 
the  origin  of  John  Gilpin,  although,  it  must  be  own- 
ed, the  &ct  is  not  so  well  authenticated.*    But  fortu- 

*  See  a  passage  in  Lockhart's  Life  of  Burns,  communicated 
by  the  autnor  of  this  biography.  Miss  Joanna  Baillie  considers 
**  Tam  o*  Shanter*  the  noblest  poem  in  the  iicotch  or  English 
language,  and  there  are  thousands  who  subscribe  to  the  same 
opinion.  As  Dr  Currie  supposes  the  noble  poem  in  question  was 
indeed  the  effect  of  a  sudden  tit  of  inspiration,  Mrs  Burns  more 
than  once  has  mentioned  to  the  author,  that  the  greater  part  of 
**  Tam"  was  written  while  her  husband  was  sitting  on  a  *'  feal 
dyke"  at  EUisland.  When  a  young  man,  the  poet  had  picked 
up  all  the  traditions  connected  with  Alloway  Kirk,  and  gave  an 
outline  of  them  in  prose  to  Captain  Grose,  accompanied  by  a  re* 

Suest  that  he  would  insert  a  drawing  of  it  in  his  Antiquities  of 
Gotland.  As  this  implied  a  departure  from  the  antiquary's  plan, 
who  eorifined  himself  to  old  towers  and  castles,  he  relied,  that 
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DatdjT  these  fits  of  inspintion  ve  not  essential  to  ex- 
cellence. The  author  of  the  ''  Eiegj  in  a  Country 
Churchyard*'  not  only  altered  every  stanza  of  it  many 
times,  bat,  in  the  first  instance,  polished  ereiy  line 
as  it  arose  in  the  train  of  composition;  yet,  when 
the  object  of  all  writing  is  so  happily  attained,  who 
ever  thinks  of  estimating  the  labour  it  cost  ?  The 
haste  under  which  it  was  written  may  incline  us  to 
excuse  a  fiudty  peiibimance,  but  can  never  lead  us  to 
underrate  a  pei&ct  one.  It  ought  to  be  mentioned 
here,  that  although  the  ballad  of  John  Gilpin  soon  ac- 
quired that  unbounded  popularity  whidi  it  has  ever 
since  retuned,  the  author  had  many  scruples  and 
quafans  of  conscience  about  admitting  it  into  the  second 
edition  of  his  poems.  He  had  now  set  himself  up  as 
a  religious  monitor,  and  the  glorious  mirth  of  Gilpin 
appeared  to  him  Inconsistent  with  the  gravity  and  de- 
corum  required  for  such  an  office.  By  an  effort  of 
philosophy,  however,  or  rather  of  common  sense,  these 
scruples  were  got  over,  though  they  returned  towards 
the  close  of  his  life ;  and  when  the  whole  of  his  works 
were  read  over  to  him  by  his  firiend  and  kinsman,  the 
Reverend  John  Johnson,  he  desired  him  to  stop  when 
he  came  to  the  poem  in  question. 

he  could  only  do  so  on  one  condition— namely,  that  Bums 
should  write  a  poem  illustrative  of  Kirk  AUoway,  and,  in  the 
first  instance,  permit  it  to  be  printed  in  his  work.  A  bargain 
was  thus  struck,  and  accordingly  the  poem  did  appear  in  the 
second  volume  of  Grose^s  two  quartos.  The  letter  alluded  to  is 
given  in  Crom^'s  Relics,  and  is  exceedingly  curious,  as  con- 
taining the  germ  of  every  thing  that  appears  in  the  poem— the 
whole  local  history  of  the  Kirk  and  neighbourhood,  wanting 
the  illustrations.  We  suspect,  however,  that  Grose  was  Cur 
from  enjoying  to  the  full  the  innumerable  beauties  of  this 
splendid  contribution  to  the  dry  bones  of  antiquity.  In  the 
preface,  where  he  makes  acknowledgments  to  various  indivi. 
duals,  we  find  the  following  passage:  *'  To  my  ingenious 
flriend,  Mr  Robert  Bums,  I  have  been  variously  obligated;  be 
was  not  only  at  the  pains  of  marking  out  what  was  most  worthy 
of  notice  in  Ayrshire,  the  country  honoured  by  his  birth,  but  be 
also  wrote,  expressly  for  this  work,  the  pretty  taie  annexed  to 
Alloway  Kirk." 
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To  Lady  Austen  the  world  is  also  indebted  for  the 
idea  of  "  The  Task,**  the  best  and  most  popular  of 
all  Cowper*8  larger  poems.  Being  fond  of  blank  verse, 
and  a  great  admirer  of  Milton,  she  tried  various  little 
expedients  to  induce  him  to  attempt  something  in 
the  style  and  measure  of  her  favourite  poet.  After 
much  solicitation,  he  promised  to  comply  with  her 
request,  on  condition  that  she  should  furnish  him 
with  a  subject.  '^  O  !"  she  replied,  **  you  can  never  be 
in  want  of  a  subject.  You  can  write  upon  any — ^write 
upon  this  sofa!**  The  subject,  no  doubt,  seemed  a 
strange  one — ^yet  he  kept  his  word  ;  and  thus,  from  a 
hint  thrown  out  at  random,  and  half  in  jest,  arose  a 
poem  of  many  thousand  lines,  '^  unexampled,  per- 
haps, both  in  its  origin  and  excellence.*** 
-  The  first  four  books  of  this  admirable  production 
were  written  by  the  end  pf  February  1 784,  and  the  whole 
of  it  was  completed  in  little  more  than  a  year.  Yet 
the  author  was  by  no  means  a  laborious  student. 
Writing  to  Mr  Newton,  he  says,  "  Tully*s  rule, 
'  Nulla  dies  sine  line&y'  will  miike  a  volume  in  less 
time  than  one  would  suppose.  I  adhered  to  it  so 
rigidly,  that  though  more  than  once  I  found  three 

*-    -    -        —  -         — 

•  It  is  a  singular  and  not  uninteresting  fact  in  the  history  of 
EDfl^iah  literature,  that  what  at  first  were  intended  by  the 
authors  to  be  merely  sportive  and  occasional  eflfusions,  swelled 
under  the  creative  power  of  genius  into  three  of  the  finest  poems 
in  our  language.  The  '*  Rape  of  the  Locii/'  the  most  ingenious 
and  airy  of  Pope's  compositions,  was  written  at  the  request  of  a 
friend,  for  the  purpose  of  reconciling  two  families  whose  friend- 
ship liad  been  interrupted  by  a  frolic  of  gallantry ;  and  this  ap- 
parently trifling  circumstance  formed  the  groundwork  of  a  tale 
in  verse,  which  was  afterwards  extended  into  a  regular  epic, 
alike  exquisite  in  its  conception  and  construction.  The  first 
draught  of  Thomson's  "  Castle  of  Indolence'*  consisted  only  of 
a  short  copy  of  verses,  written  in  ridicule  of  the  characteristic 
failing  of  the  author ;  and  but  for  the  whim  of  a  lady  fond  o£ 
blank  verse,  who  told  our  author  he  could  write.on  any  thing— 
'*  a  sofa  for  instance*'— the  rich  and  varied  descriptions,  the 
dignified  satire,  the  melting  pathos,  and  fine  morality  of  the 
"  Task,"  might  have  perished  with  the  authoi  like  the  music 
of  Orpheus,  and  our  language  been  deprived  of  a  production 
.which  posterity  will  undoubtedly  mark  as  its  own. 


HfiMOIE  OP 

•  nHon^M  I  faad  time  t»  oamp«%  ttffl  I 
«idllndiii9  oeaskullja  waan  fluent  Tehi,  Ae  mbaii- 
dmee  of  one  day  made  me  smends  Ibr  die  baneniNH 
«f  anodier.*'     He  sddom  spent  more  than  two  hnon 
n-daj,  aometimee  oniy  half  an  boor,  in  compmitioB:; 
accnpied,  as  usnaly  rnndi  of  bis  time  in  waUcing  and 
diesaing  his  little  gaiden,  and  legolaity  read  to  the 
ladies  in  die  evening.     Not  being  mndi  elevated,  or 
yeibapa  not  altogether  satisfied,  with  the  success  of  fats 
fintvohune,  hetold  noone  that  liemeditated  a  second ; 
and  in  a  letter  to  his  intimate  friend,  Mr  Unwin,  he 
asaigns  as  a  reason  for  witldudding  the  secret  so  long 
ftom  him,  that  he  was  doobtliil  to  the  last  whether  he 
should  ever  bring  the  poem  to  a  condnsion,  composing 
often  in  such  distress  of  mind,  that  ''while  it  spurted 
him  to  work,  threatened  also  to  disqualify  bim  fttim  it." 
From  an  idea  that  '<  The  Task"  would  not  make  a 
volume  suffidendy  lai^,  he  added  to  it  bis  poem  en- 
tided  Tirocinium,  or  a  Review  of  Schools,  part  of 
which  was  written  in  1782,  and  die  remainder  two 
years  afterwards.    The  conscientious  poets  of  dtose 
dajB  had  not  fidlen  into  the  pracdce  of  eking  oat  their 
woiks  with  lengthened  notes,  drawn  Irom  the  depdis 
of  andquarian  lore ;  nor  were  the  public  prepared  to 
purdiase  prose  at  the  price  of  poetiy. 

The  jealousy  with  which  Cowper^s  ftiends  viewed 
what  they  conceived  to  be  any  little  abatement  of  the 
confidence  he  bad  rqiosed  in  diem,  may  be  adduced 
as  a  proof  of  the  respect  they  entertained  fbr  bia  ta- 
lents and  character.  At  the  appearanee  of  his  first 
volume,  Mr  Unwin  felt  a  good  deal  hurt  diat  he  had 
not  been  employed  to  negotiate  the  business  widi  die 
publisher ;  and  now  that  he  was  requested  to  peifwm 
that  office  to  <<  The  Task,**  Mr  Newton  in  bis  tarn 
— ^with  all  his  religion  and  virtoe— ^oiarveDed  at  a  pie- 
fetence^  indicating,  as  he  perhaps  thought,  somethfaig 
like  ingratitude.    The  author,  however,  who  had  an- 
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Amhtvd^  •  Yiflikt  to-act  m  theie  matlen  m  ha  pkat. 
od,  bfiksred  in  a  raj  imdependeiit  BMmm  ;  sod  we 
aw  tbe  mora  puticiilar  in  mentioning  this  cizcam- 
ttance,  beeante  it  is  one  of  the  few  instances  in  which 
hi  dlapUiyed  dedded  Snnnesa  and  manlineia  of  charae- 
tor.  Alluding  to  Mr  Newttm's  displeasuie,  he  m» 
marks  in  a  letter  to  his  earlier  friend,  <'  If  he  sagrs 
moKO  en  the  subject,  I  shall  speak  freely,  and  pcrii^s 
please  him  less  than  I  have  done  already :"  thou|^  al- 
most m  the  same  breath  he  evinces  hia^  knowledge  of 
human  nature,  by  adding,  ^'  but  we  shall  jumUe 
together  again,  as  people  that  have  an  affection  for 
each  <ither  at  bottom  always  do."  While  on  this 
tnbjject,  we  may  as  well  give  the  only  other  instance 
of  his  independence  that  struck  us  in  reading  Mr 
Hayl^'s  thick  octavos.  Some  one  hawing  men- 
tioned to  him,  that  he  knew  a  person  who  wished 
to  see  a  sample  of  his  verse  previous  to  subscribing 
lor  his  edition  of  Horner^  he  replied,  "  That  nothing 
bat  the  £ut  of  his  wife  having  longed  would  indnoe 
him  to  oomply — that  when  he  dealt  in  wine,  or  cloth, 
or  cheese,  he  would  give  samples,  but  of  verse  never."* 
He  also  instructed  his  friend  to  behave  quite  indepen* 
dcBtly  to  his  publisher.  "  If  Johnson,"  he  says, 
f<  should  stroke  his  chin,  and  look  up  to  the  ceiling,  and 
fKf-  ^  Hnmph  !*--.«ntidp8te  him,  I  beseech  you,  at  once, 
by  flaying)  that  you  know  I  should  be  soiry  that  he 
sbeMld  undertake  for  me  to  his  own  disadvantage,  or 
tiiat  my  volume  should  be  in  any  degree  pressed  upon 
Urn.  I  make  him  the  offer  merely  because  I  think  he 
woold  have  reason  to  complain  of  me  if  I  did  not* 
Bat  thai  punctilio  onoe  satisfied,  it  is  a  matter  of  in- 
diffinEcnee  to  me  what  publisher  sends  me  fhrth.  If 
lioi^iman  should  have  difficulties — which  is  the  mere 
probable^  as  I  understand  from  you  he  does  not  in  these 

«  In  one  instance,  we  believe,  the  poet  was  induced  to  depart 
^nm  what  sppaan  torn  to  have  been  a  very  good  ml*. 
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cMes  tee  with  hk  owti  eyes,  but  will  consttlt  a  bro- 
ther poet-^tAke  no  pains  to  conquer  them.  The  ide« 
of  being  hawked  about,  and  especially  of  your  being 
tile  hawker,  is  insupportable.  •  •  «  i  mny  pog. 
sibly  envy  authors  who  can  aSbrd  to  publish  at  their 
own  expense,  and  in  that  case  should  write  no  more. 
But  the  mortification  would  not  break  my  heart. '^ 
But  with  all  this  spirit  in  matters  that  concerned  hfi 
dignity  as  a  man  and  an  author,  he  was  perfecdy  pa. 
tient  of  criticism,  and  freely  altered  many  passages  at 
the  suggestions  of  his  friends.  In  proof  of  this,  we 
may  quote  part  of  a  letter  written  to  another  of  his 
oorrespondents,  the  Rev.  Mr  Bagot,  many  years  aftef'. 
watds.  ^  The  finishing,  to  which  you  objected,  of 
my  verses  on  the  Queen's  visit  to  London,  I  have  al* 
tered,  and  have  substituted  two  new  stanzas  instead  of 
It.  Two  others  also  I  have  struck  out,  another  eritki 
having  objected  to  them,  I  think  I  am  a  very  tract* 
able  sort  of  a  poet.  Most  of  my  fraternity  would  as 
soon  shorten  the  noses  of  their  children,  because  they 
were  said  to  be  too  long,  as  thus  dock  their  oomposi- 
tions  in  compliance  with  the  opinion  of  others.  I  beg, 
that  when  my  Life  shall  bewritten  hereafter,  myauthor- 
diip*8  ductability  of  temper  may  not  be  forgotten  t" 

The  scene  of  Cowper^s  studies  at  this  period  watf 
exactly  such  as  we  may  imagine  would  be  the  cfaoie0 
«f  every  poet,  were  he  always  at  liberty  to  choose. 
Attached  to  the  house  he  inhabited  at  Olney,  there 
was  a  small  garden,  furnished  with  a  variety  of  shrubs 
and  flowers,  ma'ny  of  which  he  had  been  invited  to  se- 
lect from  the  pleasure-grounds  of  his  wealthier  neigh- 
bours. In  a  corner  of  this  garden  stood  a  greenhouse, 
which  an  apothecary,  the  preceding  tenant,  had  em- 
ployed in  the  double  capacity  of  a  smoking-room  and 
a  cellar.  But  this  retreat  was  now  devoted  to  su- 
bHmer  uses.  Having  furnished  it  with  a  mat,  a 
table,  and  chairs,  hither  he  retired  in  the  spring 
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aad  sunuQier  montfai,  ftee  fcom  e^ery  intgudet  mvo 
the  thnish  and  blackbird.  ThU  Boudoir^  as  he  face* 
tioualy  tenned  it,  had  beea  indebted  for  one  of  its 
sides  to  a  division-wall,  and  the  window,  strudt 
through  the  same  convenient  boundary,  overlooked  a 
neighbour's  orchard,  where  a  variety  of  singing-birds, 
perched  among  the  blossoms,  often  forced  him  to  sus* 
pend  the  flow  of  his  own  song  to  listen  to  the  melody 
of  theirs.  Thus  surrounded  with  two  of  the  moot 
lovely  objects  in  nature, — flowers  and  singing  birds,..^. 
he  penned  many  of  the  finest  passages  in  '^  The 
Task ;"  and  it  certainly  tends  to  increase  the  interest 
which  every  reader  of  taste  feels  in  this  fine  poem,  to 
know  that  it  was  composed  under  circumstances  tinged 
with  the  picturesque.*  Yet,  however  delightful  it  may 
be  to  contemplate  a  being  whose  habits  were  so  mncb 
in  unison  with  his  pursuits,  it  must  be  confessed  that 
impiration  seems  to  depend  but  little  upon  the  pse« 
sence  of  those  objects  which  we  may  suppose  caLculatod 
to  ei^cite  poetical  feeling.  Unlike  the  world,  the  mnees 
b»ve  a  great  tolerance  for  poverty,  and  have  as  oft«a 
dropt  the  "  inspiring  mantle"  in  a  garret  as  in  a  gaf# 
den.  Bums,  and  some  other  poets  that  could  bo 
named,  from  the  effect  of  early  habit,  frequently  com* 
posed  in  the  open  air ;  but  the  ideas  of  a  much  more 
numerous  class  of  writers  never  seem  to  flow  till  they 


«  Cowper*«  Boudoir  is  still  in  existence.  'Mt  Is  a  smfiUi 
humble  building,  situated  at  the  back  of  the  premises  which  he 
oeoapied  at  Olnejr,  and  oommandlng  a  full  view  oT  the  ohuroll 
and  of  the  vicaraee-houKa  Humble,  however,  as  it  appeara,  JJt 
is  approached  with  those  feelin(;s  of  veneration  which  the  scene 
e)f  so  many  Interesting  reeoliectiaos  eannot  fail  to  hispirfti 
There  he  wrote  '  The  Task^'  and  most  of  his  poems,  except 
during  the  rigour  of  the  winter  months.  There,  too,  he  carriea 
oti  that  epistolary  correspondence  which  is  distinguished  by  so 
much  wit,  ease,  and  gracefulness,  and  by  the  overflowings  of  a 
warm  and  affbctionate  heart.  No  traveller  seems  to  enter  with^ 
out  considering  it  to  be  the  shrine  of  Che  Muses,  and  leaving  be^ 
bind  a  poetical  tribute  to  the  memory  of  so  distingvisheo  an 
author.**— Grimshawe's  Life  and  Woi^s  of  Cowper  (8vo,  London , 
18]»7)>voL>iU^^88. 
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tAe  the  pen  in  ihdr  hands,  apart  from  every  object 
that  distracts  attention  by  appealing  to  the  senses. 
Cumberland,  when  he  wrote  the  *'  West  Indian,*'  stu- 
died in  a  chamber,  the  view  from  which  was  com- 
pletely  intercepted  by  a  hay-stack  and  a  stable ;  and 
many  great  literary  achievements  have  been  performed 
amidst  those  lanes  and  alleys,  where  green  trees  are 
as  rare  as  if  they  had  been  declared  a  nuisance  by  act 
of  Parliament. 

Be  this  as  it  may,  with  Cowper  nothing  was  ideal, 
fictitious,  or  introduced  merely  for  the  sake  of  efiect. 
He  never  required  to  lash  himself  into  rhyme  or  blank 
verse,  but  in  order  to  produce  a  poem  had  only  to  yield 
to  the  prevailing  current  of  his  S3rmpathies,  and  em- 
body  his  feelings  in  appropriate  language.  He  never 
looked  at  nature  through  the  **  spectacles  of  books,** 
but,  like  a  skilful  artist,  drew  all  his  sketches  from 
living  originals,  and  in  this  way  avoided  the  tameness 
or  exaggeration  of  those  who  paint  frvm  fiincy. 

Byron  in  his  rambling  defence  of  Pope  has  cen- 
mired  Gowper's  minuteness  of  description,  and  alluded 
to  what  he  terms  thepoet^s  ^'stick-picker's  detail  of  < 
wood,  with  all  its  minutie.*'  No  candid  reader,  how. 
ever,  of  the  slightest  poetical  feeling  or  imagination  will 
subscribe  to  this  splenetic  dictum.  He  may,  indeed, 
be  less  excursive  or  philosophical  than  Thomson ;  but 
he  is  more  truly  English, — more  fresh  and  naturaL 
His  verse,  aiiy,  vigorous,  and  flexible,  adapts  itself  to 
every  feature  of  the  landscape,  as  well  as  to  every  im- 
pulse of  fancy  and  feeling,  and  brings  the  whole  be- 
fore the  eye  as  they  actually  exist,  with  the  same 
dear  picturesque  distinctness  and  fidelity  that  our 
mountain.lakes  reflect  the  trees,  rocks,  and  sky  with 
which  they  are  surrounded.  His  dislike  of  the 
bustle  of  a  city  may  have  proceeded  from  accidental 
causes ;  but,  at  the  same  time,  it  is  impossible  to  doubt 
that  he  was  a  being  peculiarly  formed  for  retire- 


m^%  liJfk^  claimed  his  sympAthy  «ad  u^ard;  aady 
to  adopt  the  wordfit  of  ^hakspeaie,  he  was  tinijlj  onf 
of  those  whoy 

**  In  riper  yean*  exempt  from  public  haunt, 
Find  toD^uea  io  tree«,  books  in  the  runoing  brookii, 
Sermons  in  stones,  and  good  in  every  thingJ** 

The  rapid  and  eplendid  auecess  of  hia  teoond 
volume  must  have  been  highly  gratifying  to  hia  &ek> 
ingt ;  £>z  we  have  hia  awn  authonty  for  saying,  that 
in  apite  of  his  excessive  diffidence  thexe  existed  in  hia 
ehaiacter  no  small  share  of  literary  ambition.  He 
had  now  the  sads&ction  of  knowing  that  he  had  net 
j^uxed  in  vain ;  solid  emolument,  or,  at  the  leasts 
nn&diiig  laurels,  appeared  to  be  within  hia  reach  ^ 
and  aa  anthoxs  are  geneally  misesB  in  fame,  he  im^ 
mediately  began  to  devise  plans  for  adding  to  hisisk 
tdkcfeual  treasures.  The  amiable  and  aocon^tUahed 
Lady  Austen  was  still  his  friend  and  neighbour,  or 
rather  his  constant  companion ;  and  the  blank  verse 
tmoslations  of  the  Iliad  and  the  Odyssey,  which  he 
•onmenced  at  this  period  (November  17^)9  it  is  sai^ 
though,  as  appears  from  the  subjoined  note,  without 
fimndation,  were  undertaken  at  her  su^^estion.*    But 

*  His  own  remarks  on  the  subject  are  these:  "For  some 
weeks  afler  I  had  finished  the  '  Task,*  and  sent  away  the  last 
riheet  eorreetcd,  I  was  through  necessity  idle,  and  sulRirad  nee 
a  Uttle  in  my  spirits  for  being  so.  (me  day,  being  in  su<^ 
distress  of  mind  as  was  hardly  supportable,  I  took  up  the  Iliaa, 
and  mtx^y  to  div^t  attention^  and  with  no  more  precooceptioa 
of  what  I  was  then  entering  upon,  than  I  have  at  this  moment 
of  what  I  shall  be  doing  this  day  twenty  years  hence,  translated 
the  twelve  first  lines  of  it.  The  same  neoeuity  pressing  me 
again)  I  bad  recourse  to  the  same  expedient,  an^.  translated 
more.  Every  day  bringing  its  occasion  for  employment  with 
iti  every  day  consequently  added  something  to  the  work ;  till  at 
)a»t  I  began  to  reflect  thus:— The  I^ad  and  the  Odyssey  toge- 
ther coneisc  of  about  fbrtv  thousand  verses.  To  translate  these 
forty  thoufand  verses  will  furnish  me  with  occupati(m>  for  a 
considerable  time.  I  have  already  made  some  progress,  and  I 
find  It  a  most  agreeable  amusement.  Homen  in  point  of  pu- 
mj,  ia  a  moat  Mamlesa  WQter ;  and,  tlioagh  bawasoot  ancn- 
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tke^  ittfiye  iMw  at'  hand  wlnea  he  was  t^ be  4^aiv«d  of' 
the  toekiy  ai  a  femaki  who  had  proved  invakmble  toi 
him,  from  the  rare  art  Bhe  posaeaaed  of  diafeipAtingk 
melancholy ;  and  of  whose  servicea  in  this  respect  he 
was  ao  sensible,  that  he  repeatedly,  in  the  fulnaaa  of 
his  gratitude  and  affection,  ascribes  the  drcumatanoe 
that,  led  to  their  acquaintance  to '  the  immediate 
interposition  of  Providence.  Bat  hia  devout  old 
friend  saw  nothing  very  providential  in  the  ascend« 
ency  of  one  so  much  more  accomplished  than  her*^ 
aelf  ;*  and  it  is  painful  to  think,  that  the  jealousy 
of  this  otherwise  exemplary  character  should  have 
led  to  a  separation,  which  may  be  numbered  among 
the  misfortunes  of  our  author's  life.  Mr  Hayley 
observes,  that  '^  no  person  can  justly  blame  Mxa 
Unwin  for  feeling  apprehensive,  that  Cowper*a  inti* 
macy  with  a  lady  of  such  extraordinary  talents  might 
lead  him  into  perplexities  of  which  he  waa  by  na 
means  aware."  What  perplexities  he  alludes  to  it  ia 
difficult  to  discover.  By  his  own  account,  and  that  of 
his  contemporaries.  Lady  Austen  was  of  a  character 
too  pure  and  exalted  to  draw  him  into  the  paths  of  er^ 
ror ;  and  if  she  had  induced  him  to  accompany  her  to 
the  very  altar  of  Hymen  (which  must  have  been  the  nd 
plus  ultra  of  her  fascinations),  there  is  every  reason  to 
suppose  that  it  would  have  been  the  most  fortunate 
event  that  could  have  occurred.  That  brilliant  acoom^ 
plishments,  combined  with  good  nature  and  senaibv* 
lity,  are  to  be  avoided  as  dangerous^  is  an  assumption 
which  the  biographer  will  jSnd  it  difficult  to  prove.  But 

the  truth  is,  his  book  throughout  is  written  under  a 
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lightened  man,  has  interspersed  many  great  and  valuable  trutha 
througtiout  both  poems.  In  short,  he  is  in  all  respects  a  most 
venerable  old  gentleman,  by  an  acquaintance  with  whom  no 
man  can  disgrace  himself.  The  literati  are  all  agreed  to  a  maa, 
that,  although  Po^  has  given  us  two  pretty  poems  und^  Ho- 
mer's  titles,  there  is  not  to  be  found  in  them  the  least  poartioa 
of  Homer's  spirit,  nor  the  least  resemUaace  of  his  manner." 
*  Grimshawe's  Life  and  Worlu  of  Gowper,  voL  U.  pi.  ^Qd-BlU 
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ttnm;  dread  ofif^vhtg  ofibnoeto  vof  one  who  lias  tlM^ 
happiness  ofbei&gcnrollediii  its  pages  {  anditistliereJ 
fore  the  less  sarpriBing,  that  in  his  eagerness  to  avert 
the  hlame  of  this  transaction  fhmi  one  female  friend, 
he  has  unwittingly  laid  the  Aill  weight  of  it  on  the  ai^ 
Iracltons  of  another.  Indeed  the  seal  with  which  he 
labours  to  acquit  all  the  parties,  as  well  as  the  air  of 
mystery  he  throws  over  an  incident  in  itself  extremely 
natural  and  simple,  are  not  a  little  amusing,  and  re« 
mind  us  of  an  inconsistency  intowfaich  the  late  Mr  Wil- 
berforce  once  fell,  by  indulging  somewhat  largely  in  the 
same  undecided  and  temporizing  spirits*  Somediing 
is  Sttd  of  a  copy  of  tender  verses,  whidi  the  poet  had 
addzessed  to  his  amiable  companion,  an  effusion  which, 
although  tmknown  to  himself,  was  very  probably  dic- 
tated by  love.  The  character  of  Oowper  was  no  doubt 
singular  in  many  respects ;  but  his  singularity  would 
hsve  been  superhuman,  and  certainly  most  unpoeti^ 
cal,  if  he  had  not  regarded  with  a  warmer  sentiment' 
than  that  of  friendship,  a  lady,  who,  accomplished' 
and  engaging  as  she  was,  appeared  willing  to  devote 
her  life  and  fortune  to  the  promotion  of  his  happi- 
ness.  This  inference,  to  be  sure,  like  many  others,  is 
only  hinted  at  by  Mr  Hayley ;  but  it  is  quite  in  ac*- 
cordanoe  with  human  nature;  and  it  is  difficult  to 
conceive  whatmotive  short  of  attachment  could  have  in- 
duced a  lady,  enjoying  all  the  advantages  of  wealth  and 
station,  to  renounce  the  gay  society  of  the  metropolis 
feK  the  solitude  of  a  manufactiiring  village.  The  lit^ 
tie  god,  like  the  animal  he  resembles  in  his  blindness,' 

_j^ __, _L-r      '  —     --      ---- _     I  -    -  I  I  I    II "-^ — "^ ' 

*  At  the  conclusion  of  the  famous  parliamentary  inquiry  into 
the  conduct  of  the  Duke  of  Yorli,  occasioned  by  the  charges 
brought  against  him  by  Mary  Ann  Clark,  Mr  Wilberforce,  after 
a  very  long  speech,  stated,  according  to  the  newspapers,  that  he 
was  neither  prepared  to  acquit  nor  condemn  the  royal  4uke ; 
upon  which  Mr  Canning  very  wittily  remarked,  that  his  ho- 
MMinable  friend  might  have  saved,  by  bis  silence,  the  time  of  the 
House,  since,  according  to  his  own  confession,  he  was  prq^red- 
to  say  nothing  at  all  upon  the  subject ! 
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i»4t  minef'that  caitiw  on  hit  opeiiMaBt  ttsmta ;  mt'Sk 
we  confess,  vhen  we  first  gleaned  fimn  HMyUy*n  lau 
ten  tbe  fact  that  the  shy  ttui  bashful  Oowpear  had 
requested  to  be  intioduced  to  a  kdy  whom  he  had 
merely  seen  from  his  window,  and  that  she,  in  her 
turn,  became  so  fond  of  huu  as  to  make  hendtf  hSa 
neighboar  and  constant  companion,  we  began  to  leap 
to  conclusions  by  a  process  wfSX  known  to  the  read- 
e»  of  novels,  and  anticipated  nothing  less  than  a 
courtship  or  a  marriage.*  Unfivtunately*  too,  Mrs  Uki- 
win  appears  to  have  been  of  the  same  opinion;  and,  ap- 
pealing to  the  poet^s  gratitude  for  her  past  services,  she 
gave  him  his  choice  of  either  renouncing  Lady  Aas» 
ten's  society  or  her  own.     Although  the  ahema- 
tjve  was  doubtless  a  painful  one,  he  determined  to 
adhere  to  the  fncnd  whose  claims  on  his  gratitade 
were  greater  than  he  could  ever  hope  to  discharge,  and 
sent  a  farewell  letter  to  Lady  Austen,  which,  how^ 
eva  kindly  and  admirably  written,  had  the  efStet 
<tf  banishing  her  from  Olney,  and  of  putting  an  end  to 
their  acquaintance.     But  we  have  already,  perhaps^ 
dwelt  too  long  upon  a  circumstance,  the  whole  blame 
of  which  appears  to  fall  upon  Mrs  Unwin.    Had  she 
bewi  young  and  handsome,  and  likely  to  fidl  in  love 
herself  her  conduct  would  have  been  less  surpriaing, 
and  much  more  excusable.    But  this  has  never  been 
insinuated ;  and  there  is  not  the  most  distant  proba^ 
bility  that  even  Cowper's  union  with  Lady  Austen 
could  have  interfered  with  his  platonic  affection  fiir 
their  mutual  friend.     Yet  this  seems  to  have  been 
the  dxead  of  Mrs  Unwin ;  and  we  must  again  regret, 
that  her  want  of  generosity  in  this  instance  should 
have  dissolved  a  connexion  of  which  he  had  already 
boasted  so  much^  and  which,  when  drawn  closer,  could 

«  By  some  it  is  held  that  Lady  Austen's  chief  motive  for  re- 
siding at  Olney  originated  in  attachment,  not  to  Cowper,  but 
to  her  lister  Mit  Jooet. 


WILLIAM  OOWPER.  »^ 

Bcarcdy  have  had  lu^y  other  effect  thm  that  of  inoreas- 
ing  his  happiness.* 

Among  the  advantages  which  the  publication  of 
^*  The  Task"  secured  to  its  authoT,  we  may  number 
the  renewal  of  his  correspondence  with  his  amiable 
and  kind  cousin,  Lady  Hesketh.  This  lady,  who 
was  now  a  widow,  had  been  several  years  abroad  with 
her  husband,-]-  and  had  never  seen  her  kinsman  from 
the  time  she  visited  him  in  the  Inner  Temple,  when  his 
depression  was  such  that  he  refused  to  speak  to  her. 
Not  long  after  her  return  to  England,  she  was  agree- 
ably  surprised  to  find,  that  the  relation,  whose  senses 
she  had  at  one.  time  given  up  as  lost,  had  become,  in 
her  absence,  a  great  poet.  The  literary  world,  at  this 
time,  was  in  fact  filled  with  the  praises  of  <<  The 
Task  ;"  and  her  ladyship,  who  had  too  much  taste, 
and  too  much  afiection  for  her  kinsman,  to  remain  long 
blind  to  his  literary  or  personal  merits,  immediately 
addressed  to  him  a  very  affectionate  note,  which  gave 
rise  to  an  interesting  correspondence.    Her  first  com- 

^— ^^-^-^.^^■>  -■■!■  ■■^■■■■^-M  -■...  ■  1.|,IJill-».^-  —  ■  I  ,■■11  !!■■  ■■  ■■  III- 

•  AUudine  to  this  portion  of  his  history,  one  of  the^bio- 
graphers  of  Cowpcr  says, — **  It  has  been  well  remarked,  that  the 
year  17B4  was  an  eventful  one  in  the  poet's  life,  not  only  firom 
his  having  completed  *  The  Task,'  and  commenced  his  trans, 
lation  of  Homer,  but  from  his  losing  the  society  of  Lady  Aus. 
ten.  The  cause  of  the  interruption  to  their  friendship  is  glossed 
over  with  Mr  Uayley's  usual  skill;  nor  have  either  of  the  other 
biographers  of  the  poet  explained  the  circumstance.  There  can 
be  no  doubt  that  Mrs  Unwin  became  jealous  of  the  Influence 
which  that  lady  possessed  over  him,  and  he  was  reduced  to  the 
alternative  of  sacrificing  his  intimacy  with  one  of  them.  To 
hU  credit  he  did  not  permit  the  fascinating  qualities  of  her 
ladyship  to  outweigh  the  claims  of  services  and  gratitude,  but 
wrote  a  farewell  letter  to  her,  explaining  the  painful  circum. 
stuicet  which  obliged  him  to  renounce  lier  society.  Hayley 
says.  Lady  Austen  confirmed  him  in  the  opinion,  that  a  more 
a/Cunlrable  letter  could  not  have  been  written,  but,  admirable  as 
it  was.  It  wounded  her  feelings  so  much  as  to  induce  her  to  de- 
stroy it.  From  that  moment  they  met  no  more  ^  and,  as  the 
materials  have  been  suppressed  which  would  elucidate  the 
historv  of  this  unfortunate  afikir,  no  speculations  will  be  ha. 
sarded.  Lady  Austen  subsequently  married  a  French  gentle- 
man, M.  de  Tardiff,  and  died  in  Paris  in  1802." 

f  Sir  Thomas  Hesketh,  Bart,  of  Rufibrd  Hall,  Lancashire. 
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munication  was  dated  in  Octobez  1785,  And  from  this 
time  till  December  1793,  when  she  undertook  the 
care  of  his  household,  their  correspondence,  with  some 
alight  interruptions,  was  frequent  and  regular.  The 
two  cousins  had  been  much  together  when  children ; 
and  in  a  long  series  of  letters,  written  during  the  pe» 
riod  alluded  to,  Cowper  pours  out  his  heart  with  a 
confidence  and  frankness  that  place  his  character  in 
the  most  amiable  point  of  view,^ — constraining  us  tp 
love  the  man  as  fervently  as  we  adm^e  the  poet.  In 
the  whole  range  of  English  literature  we  know  no** 
thing  more  delightful  than  some  of  these  epistles,  as 
given  by  Mr  Hayley.  Like  the  Confessions  of  Rous* 
seau,  they  open  to  us  the  inmost  recesses  of  the  an* 
thor*s  heart,  and  may  be  termed  a  book  written  by 
conscience ;  but,  oh  I  the  contrast  between  |i  con- 
science void  of  offence  and  one  blotted  with  crimes 
which,  in  common  charity,  should  have  been  reserved 
for  the  ear  of  a  father-confessor. 

In  the  summer  of  1786,  his  kind  cousin  visited 
him  at  Olney.  This  visit  had  been  long  promised 
and  repeatedly  deferred ;  and  there  is  something  ex- 
tremely engaging  in  the  lively  ease  with  which  he 
chides  every  new  delay,  and  describes  his  impatience 
to  meet  a  friend  from  whom  he  had  been  separated 
thirty  years.  Seated  by  the  side  of  his  cousin  in 
her  carriage,  he  almost  fended  himself  young  again, 
and  cheerfully  accompanied  her  in  numerous  excur* 
sions,  that  afforded  him  an  opportunity  of  enlarging 
both  his  acquaintance  with  tlie  neighbourhood,  and 
mixing  a  little  more  with  the  polite  part  of  its  inhabi- 
tants. This  visit  also  led  to  a  very  desirable  change 
in  the  residence  of  the  poet.  In  the  discerning  eye 
of  Lady  Hesketh,  Olney  seemed  nothing  more  than 
a  dirty  market-town ;  and  through  her  kind  advice  an4 
generous  exertions  he  was  induced  to  settle  in  the  beau<« 
tifiil  village  of  Weston,  at  about  two  miles*  distance. 
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Thither  he  removed  in  the  November  following,  and 
was  highly  pleased  to  find  himself  not  only  in  pos- 
session of  a   good  cheerfbl  mansion,  in  a  country 
supmor  in  rural  beauty,  but  also  master  of  a  gar* 
den  and  a  field,  which  he  delighted  to  cultivate  and 
embellish.     In  addition  to  all  this,  he  had  free  ac« 
cess  to  the  delightful  and  secluded  pleasure-grounds 
of  Sir  John  Throckmorton,  with  whose  family  he 
soon  became  intimate.     He  had  lived  nineteen  years 
at  Olney,   ^*  till  mouldering  walls  and  a  tottering 
house**  warned  him  to  depart;  but  for  this  disco- 
very  he  was  indebted  to  his  cousin,  and  by  a  com. 
mon  and  not  unfortunate  principle  in  our  nature,  he 
only  lost  the  relish  for  his  old  residence  when  he  was 
about  to  remove  to  a  new  one.     In  his  first  letter  to 
ISSfy  Hesketh,  dated  from  Weston,  he  says,  <<  The 
neatness  and  snugness  of  our  abode  compensate  all 
the  dreariness  of  the  season ;  and,  whether  the  ways 
are  wet  or  dry,  our  house  at  least  is  always  warm  and 
commodious. — ^You  well  know  that  the  best  house 
has  a  desolate  appearance  unfurnished.     This  house, 
accordingly,  since  it  has  been  occupied  by  us,  and 
ottr  tneubleSy  is  as  much  superior  to  what  it  was  when 
you  saw  it  as  you  can  imagine.    The  parlour  is  even 
elegant.   When  I  say  that  the  parlour  is  elegant,  I  do 
not  mean  to  insinuate  that  the  study  is  not  so.     It  is 
•  neat,  warm,  and  silent,  and  a  much  better  study  than 
I  deserve,  if  I  do  not  produce  in  it  an  incomparable 
tiamlation  of  Homer.     I  think  every  day  of  thos^ 
lines  of  Milton,  and  congratulate  myself  on  having 
obtained,  before  I  am  quite  superannuated,  what  he 
seems  not  to  have  hoped  for  sooner ; 

'  And  may  at  length  my  weary  age 
<  Find  out  the  peaceful  hermitage.* 

For  if  it  is  not  an  hermitage,  at  least  it  is  a  much 
better  thing ;  and  you  must  always  understand,  my 
dear,  that  when  poets  talk  of  cottages,  hermi^ges, 
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waA  sttdi  like  tldagi,  tlw^  mmn  «  homm  vi  A  tSt 
taahes  in  h^utj  two  oomfcrtaMe  pMcLoon,  a  imaM 
itaifcaae,  and  time  beddiamben  of  cenrenient  & 
nensiona :  in  short,  exactly  rach  a  honse  as  tfaie." 
*  Bat  the  hard  and  his  ▼cnerable  companion  had 
scarcely  settled  in  their  new  residence,  when  the  laMsr 
leceiyed  the  news  of  the  death  of  her  son,  the  Rer. 
William  Unwin.  This  amiahle  young  man  had  been 
on  a  western  tour,  and  on  his  return  to  Winchestflry 
where  he  resided,  was  seised  with  a  putrid  £sver,  ef 
which  he  died.  To  Oowper,  whose  sensibility  was  very 
acute,  and  who  had  long  cherished  ibr  lum  all  tibie 
tenderness  of  a  brother,  his  untimely  loss  was  nearly 
as  great  an  affliction  as  to  the  mother  hersdf ;  and 
his  letters,  written  at  this  period — so  full  of  regie^ 
yet  so  happily  tempered  with  piety — finm  a  very 
edifying  and  touching  picture.  In  one  of  them  he 
exdaims,  '^  So  farewell,  my  friend  Unwin !  the  first 
man  for  whom  I  conceived  a  friendship  after  my  c^ 
moTal  from  St  Albans,  and  for  whom  I  cannot  but 
still  continue  to  ftd  a  friendship,  though  I  shall  see 
thee  vith  these  eyes  no  more  !"  And  again,  <<  The 
virtues  and  amiable  qualities  of  our  fHends  are  the 
things  for  which  we  most  wish  to  keep  them  ;  but 
they  are,  on  the  other  hand,  the  very  thUigs  that  in 
particular  ought  to  reconcile  us  to  their  departose. 

in  January  of  the  foUowing  year  he 
with  a  nervous  fever  that  continued  till  the  moaA  of 
October,  in  one  of  the  paroxysms  of  wlndi  he  hmi 
«  second  time  nearly  put  a  perifid  to  his  cxistenee.* 
JOuring  his  illness  he  was  visited  by  a  yomig 
of  the  name  of  Rose,  who  having  studied  at  tlM  imi 
aides  of  Edinburgh  and  Glasgow,  and  being  known 

*  In  a  letter  written  after  bis  recoveiy,  the  poet  xmaiukMg 
that  wine  never  had  any  efitot  upon  his  bend*  and  tliat «  fyvtf 
did  not  render  him  in  any  d^ree  delirious,  excepting  when  it 
was  of  a  highly  dangerous  nature,<~-**  fisicts  as  anomalous  as 
many  others  in  relation  to  his  moral  and  phy^caLcoDstitutiyoB.** 


>» 
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t»ih»liiriii  rf  botiiflMei^  fawght  hiai  the  «liaiik« 
•f  Ike  6cafcefa  jwfciwi  jbr  his  tiro  Tohnnoi.  Mr 
Aws  dao  pat  into  hM  hands  acopf  of  Buxns*  PoaB% 
wMdiy  altkou^  dikfl  j  wiitten  in  a  language  that 
wm  aaw  to  hiniy  he  ind  twiee,  with  feelings,  as  we 
sufpoee,  of  no  aU|^  admintton.  The  -hariHU 
<if  the  dialect,  however,  was,  in  his  opiaieny  a 
disadTantage  to  the  author ;  aad,  in  lefercnoe 
to  tlie  leelings  of  his  own  oonntrymen  on  this  suh» 
jectyfae  says  very  happily,  '^  His  candle  is  hright,  hot 
shot  «p  in  a  dark  lantern."  Mr  JElose  appears  to 
have  been  one  of  those  persons  who  have  a  great  naki- 
tno  Ibr  ealtivadng  the  acqaalntanoe  of  men  of  geninsy 
and  with  Cowper  he  sncoeeded  so  wdi  that  he  soea 
adautted  him  into  the  number  of  his  most  intimate 
eenespottdents.  Indeed,  his  future  conduct  proved 
hfan  to  have  been  well  deserving  of  this  oonfidenoe; 
ftv^  having  afterwards  settled  in  London  as  a  bar. 
zist«,  he  found  frequent  opportunities  of  serving  his 
poetical  friend,  and  repeatedly  visited  him  at  a  time 
when  hit  state  of  mind  rendered  the  attentiaDS  of  audi 
an  individnal  pecaliarly  valuable.* 

A  circumstance  which  occurred  to  Cowper  about 
this  pened,  although  trivial,  deserves  to  be  leoorded, 
finr  the  pleaiiny  light  in  which  it  places  his  modea^ 
and  good  natuie.  One  morning  his  fiuthAii  servant 
Sam  infinmad  him  that  there  was  a  idain-looking  man 
In  liM  fciteiMn  who  desired  to  speak  with  him.  The 
was  immediatdy  called  in,  who  amioaneed 
aa  the  paiish-cleik  of  All«Saints,  in  North- 
It  had  been  for  some  time,  he  told  the  poet, 
the  anstsm  in  his  parish  to  annex  a  copy  of  verses 
tothe  bill  of  mectaUty  which  was  annually  pubBshed 


*  Cewper  was  a  Whig,  as  anpean  from  the  following  passage 
Id  s  letter  addressed  to  Lady  Hesketh  in  March  1*790 :— *«  I  am 
netther  Tory  nor  High  Cbnrchman,  but  an  old  Whig,  as  my 
fiither  was  before  me.  and  an  enemjr,  consequently,  to  all  ty- 
raanieal  impodlttons.'* 

o 
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Bt  Clnutmaa,  and  having  heaid  of  the  ftme  of  his 
miue,  he  was  deskvm  of  egliHting  her  in  this  morta- 
aiy  scrvioe.  This  undonbtedly  was  a  request  calculat- 
ed to  alazm  the  vanitj  of  even  an  inferior  writer ;  and 
the  author  of  <<  The  Task/'  who  oouM  not  for  his  life 
give  a  rude  or  even  an  angiy  answer,  recommended 
his  visiter  to  apply  to  the  men  of  genius  of  his  own 
town,  and  pointed  out  one  in  particular,  a  statuary, 
whom  every  hody  knew  to  he  a  first-rate  maker  of 
verses.  But  the  sapient  derk  exdaimed,  *•*  Alas !  sir,  I 
have  hoEetofore  honowed  help  from  him ;  but  he  is  a 
gentleman  of  so  much  reading,  that  the  people  of  onr 
town  cannot  understand  him!"  This  was  making  had 
worse ;  and  the  poet  was  about  to  remark,  that  he  was 
afiaid  his  verses  would  be  undervalued  for  the  same 
reason,  when  it  occui'ied  to  him  to  inquire  of  his 
guest,  whether  he  had  travelled  all  the  way  from 
Northampton  on  so  trivial  an  eirand.  The  man  an- 
swered in  the  affirmative ;  when  the  relenting  author, 
than  whom  no  man  was  ever  less  vain  that  had  so  good 
a  right  to  be  so^  not  only  furnished  him  with  a  copy 
of  venes  for  the  present  occasion,-  but  even  acted 
as  his  laureate  for  the  five  following  years.  One  of 
theM  poems  has  always  struck  us  as  being  particnlaiiy 
suited  to  the  oocasion,  and,  if  we  may  judge  from  our 
own  foeiings,  will  be  the  more  admired  the  oftener  it 
i»  read.    It  is  as  fidlows  »-. 

Uk  who  sits  trom  day  to  day 

Where  the  prison'd  lark  is  bmiff. 
Heedless  of  his  loudest  lay. 

Hardly  knows  that  be  has  sung. 

Wbere  the  wstchiaaa  in  taia  nrand 

Nightly  lifts  his  voice  on  high. 
None,  accastom'd  to  the  sound. 
Wakes  the  sooner  for  his  cry. 

So  vonr  vene-man  I,  and  clerk. 

Yearly  in  my  song  proclMm. 
Death  at  hand— yourselves  bis  mark— * 

And  the  tofft  unerring  aim. 
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Dulf  M  my  tlaae  I  eome. 

Publishing  to  all  aloud- 
Soon  the  grave  must  be  your  home. 
And  jour  only  suit,  a  cbroud. 

But  the  monitory  strain, 

Uft  repeated  in  your  ev*. 
Seems  to  sound  too  much  in  vain. 

Wins  no  notice,  wakes  no  fears. 

Can  a  truth,  by  all  confess'd 

Of  such  magnitude  and  weight. 
Crow,  bv  being  oft  impcesi^d. 

Trivial  as  a  parrot's  prate  ? 

FleHafie*i  eall  attention  wini. 

Hear  it  often  an  we  may  j 
New  as  ever  seem  our  sins, 

Tbcmgh  flommitted  ev'ry  day. 

Death  and  Judgmant,  Heaven  and  Hell— 

These  alone,  so  often  heard. 
No  more  move  us  than  the  bell. 

When  some  stranger  is  interred. 

O  then,  ere  the  turf  or  tomb 

Cover  us  from  ev'ry  eye. 
Spirit  of  Instioction  f  come. 

Make  us  learn,  that  we  must  die. 


On  being  zestond  to  health,  Cowper  returned  hit 
tnmslation  of  HomcT)  and  laboured  at  this  great  vork 
with  astaniahing  industry.  In  his  letters  to  his  ftiend% 
he  makes  frequent  mention  of  the  pains  he  had  be* 
stowed^  and  the  progress  he  was  making,  and  at 
often  urges,  as  an  apoh>gy  Sox  his  want  of  puActu* 
ality  as  a  correspondent,  the  duty  he  owed  to  the  old 
Grecian.  With  the  exception  of  an  occasional  visit 
to  his  polite  and  accomplished  neighbours,  the  Throck* 
mortons,  he  rose  as  regularly  to  his  task  as  the  vil. 
lage-carpenter,  and  sometimes  laboured  nearly  as  long. 
When  engaged  in  the  composition  of  his  original 
poems,  he  had  rarely  studied,  as  has  already  been 
stated,  more  than  two  hours  a»day,  but  he  often  de- 
voted eight  to  Homer ;  and  when  we  compare  the  in- 
different success  of  the  undertaking  with  the  infinite 
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toil  it  cMt  hiai,  ve  «i«  led  to  icgret  that  lie  wm 
not  adviMd  to  migig^  in  som*  origiMl  woHe  m  pboe 
q^  wastmg  his  taleals  upon  tnmbiioa.  Bat  he  hua* 
adf  was  voy  oonfident  of  snoocBS,  and,  in  vaiioas  pas* 
aa^es  of  his  letteEs,  he  not  only  indicates  this  with  a 
pUiMMiM  not  to  be  mistakfi^  but  proves  that  he  ea- 
*»*»My^  no  hinfa  opinion  of  Pope*s  tianslation.  We 
select  a  few  for  the  satisfecdon  of  the  leader. 

^  Knowing  it  to  have  been  uniTenaUy  the  opinion  ' 
of  the  liteati^  ever  since  they  have  allowed  them* 
selves  to  consider  the  matter  coolly,  that  *  txanaSation^ 
propedy  so  called,  of  Homer,  is,  notwitfa&tanding 
what  Pope  has  don^.  a  desideratum  in  the  English 
language,  it  struck  me,  that  an  attempt  to  supply  the 
deficiency  would  be  an  honouxabk  one  ;  and  having 
made  myself  in  former  years,  somewhat  ccitLcaUy  a 
master  of  the  originaL  I  was,  by  this  double  consider- 
ation, induced  to  make  the  attempt  mysel£  •  •  • 
I  wish  that  all  English  readers  had  your  unac^histi- 
cated,  or  rather  unadulterated  taste,  and  could  relish 
simpHcity  like  you.  But  I  am  weU  aware  that  in  this 
respect  I  am  under  a  disadvantage,  and  that  raany, 
especially  many  ladies,  missing  many  turns  and  pret. 
tinesses  of  expression  that  they  have  admired  in  P<^>e^ 
will  account  my  translation  in  those  jiarticulars  de- 
fective. But  I  comfort  myself  with  the  thought,  that 
in  reality  it  is  no  defect ;  on  the  contrary,  that  the 
want  of  all  such  embellishments  as  do  not  belong  to 
the  original,  will  be  one  of  its  principal  merits  with 
persons  indeed  capable  of  relishing  Homer.  He  is  the 
best  poet  that  ever  lived,  for  many  reasons,  but  for 
none  more  than  for  that  majestic  plainness  that  dis- 
tinguishes him  from  all  others.  As  an  accompUsh. 
ed  person  moves  gracefully  without  thinking  of  it, 
in  like  manner  the  dignity  of  Homer  seems  to  cost 
him  no  labour.  It  was  natural  to  him  to  say  great 
things,  and  to  say  them  well|  and  little  omatxMnts 
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«ete  beneath  hlft  nMite.  «  •  ••  To  tay  the  truth,  I 
have  n^  lto»  nair  aboat  Che  soceeM  of  my  tnmshiticmy 
though,  in  tune  pftM,  I  faatre  hsd  mftirf .  I  kneir 
tfaete  was  a  style  somewheie,  could  I  but  find  i^ 
in  whieh  Homer  ought  to  be  rendered,  and  wMdl 
akme  wonld  suit  him.  Long  time  I  blundered  about 
it,  ere  I  could  attain  to  any  decided  Judgment  on  the 
matter.  At  fint  I  was  betrayed,  by  a  desire  of  ac- 
eommodating  my  language  to  the  simplicity  of  his, 
into  much  of  ihe  qoaintness  tint  belonged  to  our 
writers  of  the  fifteenth  century.  In  the  course  of 
Bianyievisiils,  I  hare  ddiTered  myself  from  this  evil, 
I  bc^ete  entirely ;  but  I  have  done  it  slowly,  and  as  a 
man  separates  himself  from  his  mistress  when  he  ii 
going  to  marry.  I  had  so  strong  a  predilection  in  ib- 
tour  of  this  style  at  first,  th»t  I  was  erased  to  find  that 
others  were  not  as  much  enamoured  with  it  as  myself. 
At  every  passage  of  that  sort  which  I  obliterated,  I 
groaned  bitterly,  and  said  to  myself,  I  am  spoiling 
myXrorir  to  please  those  who  have  no  taste  for  the 
simple  graces  of  antiquity.  But  in  measure  as  I 
adopted  a  more  modem  phraseology,  I  became  a  con- 
vert to  tiieir  opinion ;  and  in  the  l«t  revisal,  which 
I  am  now  making,  am  not  sensible  of  having  spared 
a  single  expression  of  the  obsolete  kind.  I  see  my 
work  so  much  improved  by  this  alteration,  that  I  am 
filled  with  wonder  at  my  own  backwardness  to  assent 
to  the  necessity  of  it ;  and  the  more,  when  I  consider, 
that  Alilton,  with  whose  manner  I  account  myself 
intimately  acquainted,  is  never  quaint,  n^er  twangs 
through  the  nose,  but  is  every  where  grand  and  ele- 
gant, without  resorting  to  musty  antiquity  fiir  his 
l>eauties.  On  the  contrary,  he  took  a  long  stride  for. 
Ward,  left  the  language  of  his  own  day  fkr  behind 
him,  and  anticipated  the  expressions  of  a  century  yet 
to  come." 
On  the  26th  August  1790  he  completed  his  trans* 
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Hri6n  of  the  Iliad'  ari^  the  O&ywtf.  This  gran, 
undertidclitg  he  eoktrnienced  at  the  age  of  S^,  and 
executed  it  in  litde  mote  than  five  yean,  indudiag 
eight  months  during  which  his  labours  were  inter* 
rupted  by  sickness.  Pope  entered  upon  the  same 
task  at  the  age  of  26,  and  was  occupied  six  yean 
upon  the  Iliad  alone ;  but  it  is  impossible  to  deter- 
IKdne,  from  these  chronological  facts,  which  of  the  two 
poets  wrote  with  the  greatest  facility/  The  one  trans- 
lator may  have  studied  a  greater  number  of  hours  in 
&e  day,  days  in  the  week,  or  eyen  weeks  in  the  year, 
than  the  o^er ;  and,  besides,  the  diilerence  betwixt 
blank  verse  and  rhyme  is  so  great,  that  the  two  styles 
cannot  for  a  moment  be  compared.  Pope,  who  asso- 
ciated with  authors  and  men  of  letters  like  himself 
was  much  more  liable  to  be  interrupted  by  company 
than  his  rival,  and  probably  was  accustomed  to  study 
on  Sunday — a  day  which  the  latter  uniformly  d^ 
voted  to  higher  cares  than  those  of  literature.  It 
appears  also,  that  both  while  correcting  the  press  of  the 
first,  and  preparing  for  the  second  edition,  Ck>wper 
engaged  in  such  an  anxious  correction  of  his  trans- 
lation, that  it  was  no  longer  the  same  work.  He 
submitted  his  version  to  a  great  number  of  critics ; 
and,  among  the  rest,  to  a  Swiss  gentleman^  reeom^ 
mended  by  his  publisher,  whose  knowledge  of  the 
original,  as  well  as  of  the  English  language,  ia  de- 
scribed as  altogether  wondeifuL  f    For  the  hints  sug- 

«  In  translftting  the  Odyssey,  Pope  was  assisted  by  a  not  un. 
known  auti)or  of  the  name  of  Broom*— an  excellent  scholar, 
though  by  no  means  a  first-rate  poet ;  and  Dr  Johnson,  in  al- 
luding to  this  circumstance,  commemorates  the  following  witty 

**  Pope  came  off  clear  with  Homer,  but  they  say 
Broom  went  before  and  kindly  swept  the  way.** 
f  Some  readers  will  be  surprised  to  recognise  in  this  learned 
Pundit  the  late  president  of  the  Royal  Academy, — the  histori- 
cal painter  Fuseli.  Cowper  was  quite  correct  in  the  estimate 
he  had  formed  of  him ;  he  was  indeed  a  man  of  great  learning, 
and  continued  to  read  and  love  the  classics,  for  their  own  sake, 
till  his  dying  day.    He  was  bom  in  Zurich,  a  city  which  h&i 
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guM  hy  this  in^eiii^ui  aod  aocompliahecl  person  k» 
appnn  to  have  felt  very  grateful  (  hut  his  teniper  wa« 
flwiifttimfn  terrihly  tried  in  diaposing  of  the  crude  re« 
narks  of  less  judicious  crities.  Upon  the  whole,  wft 
9M  iaclined  to  subscrihe  to  the  opinion  of  Mr  Hay** 
ky^-^ok  opinion  which  he  expresses  with  his  usual 
finnality— >tbat  considering  Cowper's  numerous  xe« 
Tiaals  when  the  work  was  in  the  press,  and  ^'  all  the 
time  which  he  gaye  to  preparations  for  his  second  edi- 
tion^ it  will  hardly  be  hyperbolical  to  say,  that  this 
deeply-studied  version  of  Homer  was  a  work,  like  the 
fi^  of  Troy,  of  ten  years." 

Biography,  although  a  yery  entertaining  species  of 
leading,  is  uniformly  most  relished  by  those  who  ex* 
pect  one  day  to  figure  as  great  characters  themselves ; 
and,  on  this  account,  next  to  the  nature  of  the  works 
which  an  author  has  produced,  it  is  the  historian's 
duty  to  tell  us  what  emolument  he  derived  £:om  them. 
But  Mr  H«yley  is  at  no  pains  to  satisfy  this  laudable 
corioBity,  not  so  much,  it  is  presumed,  from  inadver- 
tence, as  from  the  particular  style  in  which  he  writes, 

given  birth  to  various  eminent  men.  Lavater,  one  of  these, 
was  the  intimate  friend  of  Fuaeli,  and  very  nearly  of  the  same 
age ;  and  both  emigrated  about  the  same  time  in  quest  of  for- 
tune, impelled  by  the  destiny  which  seems  insei>arable  from 
gcDins.  Their  admiration  was  mutual,  and  each  pr<^he8ied  of 
the  other  that  he  would  become  a  great  man,  iu  the  studies 
best  suited  to  his  natural  bias,  in  wiiatever  country  his  lot 
might  be  east.  Both  predictions  were  verifled  to  the  letter,  if 
ftme  be  taken  as  an  equivalent  for  fortune.  When  Lavater  pub- 
fished  his  grand  edition  of  the  physiognomy,  he  employed  Fuseli 
to  design  the  likenesses  of  certain  characters,-^-a  task  which  his 
friend  executed  with  the  most  scrupulous  tidelity.  It  was  iu  Ue- 
ijgns  of  this  sort  the  painter's  forte  lay,— not  in  painting  to  please 
t&  eye,andcommunicatiDg  to  the  canvass  much  of  the  warm  emo- 
tion of  living  flesh  and  blood.  His  portrait  of  Satan  was  a  splen- 
did creation,  which  has  rarely  been  surpassed  for  originality  and 
power.  These  facts  we  learnt  some  years  ago,  after  the  second 
edition  of  the  life  of  Cowper  had  been  written,  from  a  talented 
female  artist,  of  the  name  of  Patrickson,  who  at  one  time 
resided  in  Dumfries,  but  who  is  now  an  inhabitant  of  the  cltv  of 
Paris.  Miss  P.  was  the  friend  and  pupil  of  Fuseli,  and  has 
often  heard  him  dwell  with  great  oomt^lacency  on  the  circum- 
stances connected  with  the  facts  stated. 
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wMcb  »  by  Aur  tooambltiocM  t»  desoeiid  to  tll^  piSttf' 
QMttfln  of  povnds,  sliilliDgs,  atidpeiio^.  Welettn, 
hemevee^  that  (Wper  made  hia  publisher  a  pteMtit  of 
faiB  fitat  voUirae;  and  we  aie  led  to  believe  that  the- 
Boecmd  was  disposed  of  in  a  similar  mamer,  although 
theflkct  is  not  so  distinctljstated.  In  a  short  time  John- 
son  found  that  these  were  likely  to  prove  very  preeiMS 
gifts ;  and,  with  a  generosity  somewhat  rare  in  the 
profession^  he  offered  to  return  to  the  author  his  ra- 
hutble  copy^rights.  But  this  proposal  the  other  mag- 
nanimously dedinedy  and  conscded  himself  by  reflect, 
ing,  that  he  who  had  undertaken  all  the  risk,  was  en- 
titled to  all  the  profit.  From  the  great  success  of 
^  The  Task,"  however,  it  seems  probable  that  the 
bookseller  would  press  upon  the  poet  some  compensa- 
tion for  his  important  labours ;  at  all  events,  Cowper 
was  so  well  satisfied  with  his  conduct,  that  when  he 
translated  the  Iliad  and  Odyssey,  he  employed  him  to 
circulate  his  proposals,  and  distribute  the'^  copies  to 
the  different  subscribers.  At  first  Johnson  attempted 
to  dissuade  him  from  this  mode  of  publication,  and 
ofl^ed  to  purchase  the  copyright  of  his  translatioh, 
on  terms  which  he  thought  would  be  advantageous  to 
the  author  ;  but  the  latter,  reckoning  no  doubt  on  the 
seal  of  his  friends  in  procuring  him  subscriptions, 
and  with  the  example  of  Pope  before  his  eyes,  re- 
mained firm  to  his  original  purpose.  At  one  plac^ 
Mr  Hayley  says,  "  His  translation,  besides  amusing 
him,  added  a  litde  to  his  fortune;"  at  another,  ^*  That 
he  obtained  for  his  Homer  and  Odyssey  united  not 
half  the  sum  which  the  zeal  of  many  active  and  libe- 
ral friends  enabled  Pope  to  collect  from  his  Iliad 
alone."  These  words,  ^'  not  half  the  sum,**  aie  ra- 
ther ambiguous.  The  profits  accruing  from  Pope*s 
translation  amounted  to  upwards  of  jC5000  ;  and, 
supposing  Cowper  to  have  realized  nearly  £2500^  it  is 
difiicult  to  account  for  his  fears  of  being  ultiraatriy 
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lediHfiBd  to  wpat.  Two  thmiMnd  ponnds  U  m  gratt 
sum  to  a  man  who  confesses  he  was  never  in  debt^ 
sad  who  wa»  lemarkable  for  the  simpUdty  and  tenu 
pennce  of  his  habits*  In  many  places  the  reader  is 
giy^n  to  understand  that  his  finances  had  been  im-^ 
proved  through  the  liberality  of  .Lady  Hesketh,  and  an 
snnuity  of  fifty  pounds  had  also  b^  settled  on  him 
by  some  unknown  friend.*  When  he  removed  to 
Weston,  his  style  of  living  must  have  been  consider* 
ably  more  expensive ;  and  it  does  not  appear  that  he* 
ever  rq>aid  his  cousin  any  thing  from  the  profits  of 
his  works. 

•  To  a  philosophic  observer,  the  bare  mention  of  a 
circumstance  of  this  nature  is  apt  to  give  rise  to  a 
tcsin  of  reflections,  both  of  a  pleasing  and  a  painful 
nature — ^painful,  liiat  talent  so  conspicuous  should 
bave  obtained  a  reward  so  trifling — and  pleasing,  that 
a  new  era  has  arisen  in  the  literary  world.  In  our 
days,  so  little  are  authors  in  danger  of  starving  ir<Hn 
the  ignorance  and  selfishness  of  booksellers,  or  the  ne» 
gleet,  of  their  contemporaries,  that  if  to  true  talent 
they  add  only  ui  ordinary  portion^  of  prudence  and  in- 
dustry, there  is  scarcely  any  class  of  men  that  has 
less  to  fear  from  the  caprices  of  fortune.  The  time 
bas  been  when  the  announcement  of  a  work  from  the 
pen  of  at  least  a  dozen  modems  excited  nearly  aa 
Biuch  interest  as  the  news  of  a  great  battle ;  and  when 
for  every  poem  of  a  few  hundred  stanzas,  London  or 
Edinburgh  sent  back  what  the  lottery  agents  call  a 
golden  shower,  to  refresh,  with  all  the  luxuries  of  life, 
the  retirement  of  a  Scott,  a  Campbell,  a  Moore,  or  a 
Crabbe ;  or,  peradventure,  to  furnish  the  noble  min- 
strel with  a  large  letter  of  credit  on  some  Greek  or 
Italian  banker.     But  for  this  happy  revolution  in  the 

*  Dr  Southey  (Works,  vol.  iL  p.  234)  conjectures  that  the  be- 
nevolent donor  was  BO  other  than  his  afibctionate  cousin,  Theo- 
dscaCovpec 
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giMtthingt  with ;  ;- 
tlve,  that,  while  a  iiv 
only  fining  his  hanu 
it  as  I  do  with  my 
part  in  a  cage,  but  >< 
that  he  may   whisk 
tiien  shut  him  up  v  v 
cliiced  the  following;,  . 
portant  than  the  n-.\ 
aeema  to  imply  ;  but 
truth  ig  sterling." 
beautiful  fable  of  the  , 
He  also  correspornU 
John  Newton,  who>. 
I^ondon,  and  who  in 
the  charge  of  a  verv 
dty.     It  was  throuj' 
as  the  reader  has  air 
induced  to  settle  at  < 

and  kind  attention  n 
her  during  the  lon^^r ., 
6riend.     Many  nion* 

tionofthatiUness  w 

Cowper,  whose  ^p.; 

Boon  forget  the  oh]: 

commenced  his  Ijt^ 

only  invited  to   critV 

jested  to  compose 

£:odfatfaer  to  the  firs- . 

We  next   find  V^ 

ing,  an  employment  < 
ately  fond,  and    i^      " 

nities  and  appUc^,; 

*  This  preface  Was  J~~ 
tbBt  it  wasof  too^^"^'-! 

with  several  copies  r?r'' 
all  those  publi^*hedi^" 
vol.  iii.  p.  2,  note       *'''^'  - 
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nqmUic  «f  kfeten^  the  Utwid  of  the  pieiciit  age  aein 
8  gnat  measure  indebted  to  those  who  have  gone  be* 
fine  them.     The  growdi  of  taste,  like  the  ptogiess  of 
liberal  opinions,  with  which  it  is  inseparably  connect* 
ed,  is  uniformly  slow  and  gradual ;  and  had  not  ^'  Pa« 
ndise  Lost"  sold  for  the  paltry  sum  of  ten  or  twenty 
pounds,  and  <<  The  Task"  and  some  other  watkm 
been  presented  as  a  gift  to  the  publishen,  ^'  LaUa 
Rookh,"  "  The  Lady  of  the  Lake,"  or  even  a  single 
canto  of  <<  Ghilde  Harold,"  never  could  have  foeeai 
purchased  at  the  extraordinary  price  of  three  thousand 
guineas.     Genius,  in  &ct,  must  precede  taste ;  and^ 
consequently,  the  early  writers,  who  dealt  in  a  com. 
modity  of  which  not  one  man  in  ten  thousand  under- 
stood the  value,  were  sure  to  find  themselves  in  the 
predicament  of  those  who  let  down  buckets  into  empty 
wells,  and  spend  their  days  in  drawing  no  waten 
But  this  evil  has  at  last  worked  its  own  cure.     By  in* 
dolging,  in  despite  of  poverty  and  neglect,  the  ns* 
tural  bent  of  their  minds,  men  of  genius  have  at  length 
enlarged  the  circle  of  readers ;  and  having  created  a 
demand  for  the  beauties  of  fine  writing,  have  placed  it 
within  the  reach  of  their  successors  to  amass  fortunes 
by  their  skill  and  address  in  supplying  it.   In  a  word, 
the  labours  of  the  fathers  of  literature  in  a  country 
may  be  compared  to  capital  sunk  in  some  great  na- 
tional undertaking,  which,  although  ruinous  to  the 
first  projectors,   is  destined  to  enrich  posterity,  by 
scattering  over  the  community  all  the  blessings  of 
improvement.* 


•  This,  it  will  be  observed,  was  written  preyious  to  the  failure 
of  certain  great  publishers,  and  the  stagnation  which  supervened 
in  the  literary  marliet.  The  preceptor  had  hardJy  begun  to 
walk  abroad  in  the  sense  now  implied  by  the  expression  i 
**  Chamber;*'  Journals"  and  '*  Schoolmasters"  there  were  nonej 
and  the  public  were  equally  ignorant  of  the  treasures  contaiaed  in 
**  the  Fenny" and  <*  Saturday"  Magazines,— with  their  re^eotive 
circulations  of  one  hundred  andj^ty  thousand  and  aixty  |bou» 
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Sttatmlj  had  the  poet  fiiiiihed  the  rtviskm  at  the 
last  proof  sheet  of  his  tnmslation,  when  he  undertook, 
at  the  retfuest  ei  his  publisher,  to  edit  a  new  and 
splendid  edition  of  Milton — ^to  compile  notes,  trans- 
late the  Latin  and  Italian  poems,  and  write  a  eom- 
mentary  on  the  whole  of  his  works.  But  he  never  af- 
terwards enjojred  sufficient  composure  of  mind  to  en- 
able him  to  execute  the  task  which  was  thus  prescribed 
to  him.  It  was  to  this  circumstance,  however,  that 
hewas  indebted  for  his  acquaintance  with  Mr  Hayley, 
a  gentleman  who  soon  grew  so  much  into  his  favour 
that  he  tells  his  cousin,  Lady  Hesketh,  in  a  letter 
written  about  this  time,  that  he  accounted  him  the 
efakf  acquisition  which  his  verse  had  ever  procured 
him.  He,  too,  had  announced  his  intention  of  writ- 
iag*  a  life  of  Milton,  and  as  there  were  not  want- 
ing persons  to  represent  this  as  an  invidious  attempt 
to  injure  the  interest  of  the  invalid,  the  former  felt 
it  neoeasary,  in  justification  of  his  own  motives, 
to  address  a  letter  to  Cowper,  which,  being  followed 

nnd  copiet  weekly.  "  Constable's  Miscellany,"  "  the  Family,** 
'*  the  Edinburgh  Cabinet,"  **  Classical, "  and  many  other  Libra- 
ries, were  equally  unthougbt  of;  and  if  a  man  possessed  genius 
and  wrote  a  good  and  popular  book,  a  strong  chance  existed 
that  it  would  remunerate  both  author  and  publisher.  But  all 
things  have  changed  in  this  respect,  and  changed  for  the  worse 
fbr  the  time  t)eing.  The  invention  of  Messrs  Cowper  and  Ap. 
plegarth  h^s  actually  revolutionized  the  literary  world ;  and  m 
place  of  hand-presses,  printing  at  the  rate  of  2()0  copies  on  one 
side  per  hour,  we  have  steam  machinery  for  grinding  knowledge 
at  the  rate  of  1300  complete  sheets  within  the  same  period. 
Amidst  bis  other  achievements,  theschoolmaster  has  broughtme. 
cbanics  to  his  aid,  and  is  working  as  many  marvels  in  the  print- 
ing-office  as  he  formerly  did  in  the  cotton-factqries  of  Britain. 
In  this  way  s  check  has  been  given  to  originality,  fair  remunera- 
tion, and  respectability  of  price ;  but,  as  Mr  Pitt  used  to  say  of 
the  nation,  we  have  great  faith  in  the  resources  of  literature* 
and  are  bold  enough  to  fancy,  that  the  period  is  not  very  remote 
when  the  literati,  whether  of  this  or  any  other  civilized  coun. 
try,  will  stand  on  higher  vantage  ground  than  ever.  It  may  k>e 
proper  to  add,  that  the  sums  received  by  Sir  Walter  Scott  for 
oto  latter  worn  were,  firom  accidental  circumstances,  too  high, 
and  that  no  one  was  more  ready  than  that  most  candid  aoa 
fpkHMiid  Bum  to  acknowledge  the  fact. 
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hj  a  iiwwmI  «Wi^  |iiwltc4  an  imfantcy  w 
and  ootdiilM  to  jiutiff  a  MAtiment  ^ngiet  tiiat  the 
aeduae  of  WMKm  did  aat  gaoMr  meet  wHli  a  friend 
whose  ftelingB  and  punuits  weie  so  oompleCely  in  imi- 
soB  with  his  own.  Dorinif  this  visit  Mrs  Unwin  had 
a  paralytic  steoke,  whidi  at  once  deprived  her  of  tha 
power  of  speech  and  the  use  of  one  of  her  aims ;  and 
for  a  while  threatened  to  be  attended  with  conse- 
quences equally  diaasttous  to  the  mind  ef  her  eompa- 
nion.  In  Uiis  emergency,  the  friendship  of  Mr  Hajley 
was  put  to  a  severe  test ;  and  although  his  efibits  did 
much  to  dissipate  the  doud  that  seemed  ready  to  set- 
tle on  the  intellect  of  the  poet,  the  anxiety  and  i^pre- 
hension  with  which  the  latter  watched  over  Ae  health 
of  the  Udy  retarded  his  Uterary  labonrs,  and  ren- 
dered the  rest  of  his  lift  a  constant  struggle  with  that 
insidious  malady  of  which  he  was  the  destined  vieHn* 

In  August  1792  he  visited  Eartham,  the  residen^ft 
of  his  new  acquaintance,  a  compliment  of  which  that 
gentleman  might  well  be  proud,  as  a  proof  of  great  re* 
gard  in  a  person  who  had  not  slept  under  the  roof  of  a 
strsnger  for  more  than  twenty  years.  In  this  excnr- 
sion  he  was  accompanied  by  Mrs  Unwin ;  and  it  is  im- 
possible to  convey  to  the  reader  a  stronger  idea  of  the 
anxiety  with  which  he  had  watched  her  recovery  than 
by  quoting  an  expression  that  occurs  in  a  letter  written 
a  few  days  before  he  left  home*  <<  I  have  literally,** 
he  says,  <<  done  nothing  since  I  saw  you.  Nothing,  I 
mean,  in  the  writing  way,  though  a  great  deal  in  an- 
other ;  that  is  to  say,  in  attending  my  poor  Mary,  and 
endeavouring  to  nurse  her  up  for  a  journey  to  £ar- 
tham.  In  this  I  have  hitherto  succeeded  tolerably 
well ;  and  would  rather  carry  this  point  completely 
than  be  the  most  fiunous  editor  of  Milton  that  the 
world  has  ever  seen,  or  shall  see.** 

After  a  month's  absence  from  home,  during  which 
Mr  Hayley  spared  no  exertion  to  restore  his  guests  to 
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IwdA  and  chetrtilaesi^  iik&f  reCiiniecl  to  Weston. 
The  poet,  Inmever,  did  not  lerainehis  Miltonie  labours, 
which  had  never  bees  a  ftvouiite  occupation  with 
him.  Writing  to  Mr  Hwyley  In  December  1792,  he 
tays^  "  How  often  do  I  wish  in  the  course  of  the  day 
that  I  could  be  employed  once  more  in  poetry,  and 
how  often,  of  eouxse,  that  this  Miltonie  trap  had  never 
caught  me  !"  The  habit  of  study  had  by  this  time  en- 
tirely  ibnttken  hhn ;  and,  with  the  exception  of  a  letter 
which  he  now  and  then  wrote  before  bieakfiist,  he  spent 
die  day  ^in  forecasting  the  fashion  of  uncertain  evils."* 

Fion  this  period  till  November  1793,  when  he  re- 
ceived a  second  visit  from  Mr  Hayley,  his  labours 
seera  to  have  been  confined  to  a  few  occasional  amend, 
ments  on  his  Homer,  of  which  he  meditated  a  new  and 
unproved  edition.  He  still,  Mr  H.  tells  us,  possessed 
conyletdy  all  the  admirable  faculties  of  his  mind,  and 
an  the  native  tenderness  of  his  heart ;  but  there  was 
something,  he  adds,  indescribable  in  his  appearance, 
which  led  him  to  apprehend  that,  without  some  signal 
event  in  his  favour  to  re-animate  his  spirits,  they  would 
gradually  sink  into  hopeless  dejection.  The  state  of  his 
aged  and  infirm  companion  afibrded  additional  ground 
ibr  inoeaaing  solicitude.  Her  cheerful  and  benefi- 
cent si^t  could  hardly  resist  her  own  accumulated  ma- 
ladiea,  so  fiur  as  to  preserve  ability  suflicient  to  watch 
over  the  tender  health  of  him  whom  she  had  watched 
arid  guarded  so  long. 

Hia  mdandudy  at  tMs  time  was  no  doubt  greatly 
iaocased  by  the  ^oomy  nature  of  his  prospects.  Mrs 
Unwin*s  ineome^  which  hitherto  had  rather  exceeded 

*  From  wbat  foltdws  it  appears  that  Cowper  sat  to  the  late 
Sir  Thomas  Lawrenoe.  writing  to  Mr  Hayley  in  October 
1793,  he  ssys,  *<  On  Tuesday  we  expect  company— Mr  Rose  and 
Lawrence  the  painter.  Yet  once  more  is  my  patience  to  be 
excxdaed*  aad  onoe  more  I  am  made  to  wish  that  my  face  had 
been  moveable,  to  put  on  and  take  off'  at  i)lea«ure,  so  as  to  be 
pottsMe  in  a  bandbox,  and  sent  to  the  artist." 

H 
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his  owiiy  was  now  diminished  from  some  cause  which 
is  not  explained ;  and  as  the  parties  had  no  separate 
interest,  this  circumstance  may  be  supposed  to  have 
affected  him  in  much  the  same  manner  as  a  personal 
loss.  But  what  afflicted  him  beyond  every  other  mis- 
fortune was  the  bodily  sufferings  of  his  aged  &iend^ 
whose  infirmities  were  such,  that  it  formed  the  chi&P 
business  of  his  life  to  repay  those  attentions  to  which, 
mider  Providence,  he  believed  he  was  indebted  for 
the  recovery  and  preservation  both  of  his  health  and 
his  reason.  But  to  a  mind  so  sensitive,  and  a  frame 
80  shattered,  what  employment  can  be  conceived  more 
unsuitable  than  that  of  nursing,  with  all  the  anxiety 
of  a  parent,  a  woman  already  sunk  into  a  state  of  se- 
cond childhood  ?  Yet  this  was  the  daily,  nay  the 
hourly,  occupation  of  the  great  author  of  "  The  Task;" 
and  when  we  combine  with  the  pain,  or  rather  the 
agony,  he  must  have  suffered  from  this  cause,  his  ap- 
prehensions of  future  poverty,  and  despair  of  ever  re- 
suming his  pen,  at  least  for  any  profitable  purpose,  it 
win  hardly  be  hjrperbolical  to  say  he  suffered  the  ex- 
treme of  human  misery. 

It  was  at  this  critical  period  in  his  history,  that  the 
kind  and  amiable  Lady  Hesketh  flew  to  his  relief; 
and  ch^rfuUy  took  upon  herself  the  management  of 
the  household  of  those  who  were  no  longer  equal  to 
the  task  themselves.  But  all  the  resources  of  her  fer- 
tile mind,  although  they  might  relieve  in  some  faint 
degree,  were  unable  to  remove  the  deep  and  settled 
melancholy  that  now  overshadowed  the  poet's  spirit. 
For  more  than  a  twelvemonth  this  heroic  lady  conti- 
nued to  struggle  against  the  stream ;  and,  among 
her  many  compassionate  acts,  it  was  certainly  not  the 
least  to  have  relinquished  all  the  pleasures  of  fa- 
shionable life  for  the  mournful  task  of  comforting  night 
and  day  two  invalids,  one  of  whom  had  been  reduced 
to  a  state  of  dotage  from  age  and  bodily  infirmity, 


WILLIAM  COWPER.  87 

while  the  other  laboared  under  the  still  more  afflict- 
ing disease  of  mental  alienation.  Sometimes,  for  a 
fortnight  together,  Cowper  refused  to  taste  any  other 
fbod  than  a  little  bread  dipped  in  water  or  wine ;  and 
even  the  great  Dr  WilHs*  art,  which  had  ministered 
to  the  mind  of  royalty,  was  altogether  lost  upon  him. 
His  distress,  in  fact,  was  such,  that  when  his  fViends 
received  the  welcome  intelligence  that  the  govern, 
ment,  in  consideration  of  his  genius  and  the  services 
he  had  rendered  to  the  cause  of  morality,  had  been 
pleased  to  settle  upon  him  an  annual  pension  of 
£300,  their  joy  was  immediately  damped  by  the  re- 
flection that  the  communication  could  not  impart  even 
a  ray  of  pleasure  to  him  Ibr  whose  ear  it  was  chiefly 
intended* 

Although  Milton  was  a  sincere  Christian,  he  was  not 
perhaps,  strictly  speaking,  a  religious  poet ;  but  if  ever 
a  man  deserved  this  character — a  character  that  never 
has  been  common  in  the  world — it  was  the  author  of 
"  The  Task."  With  him  the  desire  of  doing  good  pre- 
dominated over  every  other  feeling  ;  and  the  hope  of 
emolument — ^nay,  even  the  love  of  fame  itself,  was  still 
kept  subordinate  to  this  great  object.  It  was  most  be- 
fitting,  therefore,  to  bestow  some  public  reward  upon 
a  man  who  had  done  more  to  check  the  progress  of 
immorality  than  a  hundred  acts  of  Parliament ;  and 
were  every  sinecure  created  for  the  same  good  purpose, 
there  is  scarcely  a  reformist,  however  violent  and  un- 
reasonable, that  would  quarrel  with  its  appropriation. 
But  it  is  the  misfortune  of  genius  that  its  reward  ge- 
nerally comes  too  late — ^when  its  ear  is  deaf  to  the 
voice  of  fame,  and  when  poverty  can  no  longer  embit- 
ter  the  existence  which  it  contributed  to  shorten. 
Had  the  same  pension  been  granted  to  Cowper  when 
he  was  in  the  full  possession  of  his  admirable  faculties 
— ^before  he  had  wasted  his  hours  in  the  drudgery  of 
translation — ^it  seems  probable  that  some  second  work 
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would  have  emanated  from  his  pen,  replete  with 
those  beauties  that  grow  brighter  with  years,  and  are 
more  prized  as  the  world  increases  in  knowledge  and 
virtue. 

It  was  chiefly  through  Lord  Speneer*s  interest  and 
kind  recommendation  that  the  attention  of  the  king 
was  drawn  to  the  merits  of  Cowper,      The  Lord 
Chancellor  Thurlow,  from  whom  he  had  long  expected 
some  favour,  with  the  exception  of  a  few  hypercritical 
remarks  on  a  passage  in  his  translation,  never  appears 
to  have  given  him  any  decided  proof  of  his  fiiendiship. 
This  is  the  more  surprising,  considering  that  they  had 
been  feUow-students,  and  had  met  almost  every  day  at 
the  house  of  Cowper's  aunt  In  London.     On  one  of 
these  occasions  the  poet,  or  rather  the  prophet,  address- 
ed his  friend  to  this  effect : — '^  Thurlow,  I  am  nobody, 
and  shall  be  always  nobody,  and  you  will  be  chancellor. 
You  shall  provide  for  me  when  you  are."    He  smiled 
and  repUed,  "  I  surely  wilL"— «  These  ladies,"  said 
Cowper,  '^  are  witnesses."   He  still  smiled,  and  said, 
*^  Let  them  be  so,  for  I  will  certainly  do  it."   This  pro- 
mise, however,  was  forgotten;  and  we  find  the  poet,  who 
had  too  much  modesty,  as  well  as  too  much  independ- 
ence of  character,  to  remind  him  of  it,  telling  Lady  Hes- 
keth,  ^'  As  to  myself,  I  have  long  since  ceased  to  have 
any  expectations  from  that  quarter.   Yet  if  he  were  in- 
deed mortified,  as  you  say,  and  repented  of  his  hasty 
exertions  in  favour  of  the  present  occupant,  who  can 
tell  ?    He  wants  neither  means  nor  management,  but 
can  easily  at  some  future  period  redress  the  evil,  if  he 
chooses  to  do  it.     But  in  the  mean  time  life  steals 
away,  and  shortly  neither  he  will  be  in  circumstances 
to  do  me  a  kindness,  nor  I  to  receive  one  at  his  hands. 
Let  him  make  haste,  therefore,  or  he  will  die  a  pro« 
mise  in  my  debt  which  he  will  never  be  able  to  per- 
form."   Thurlow,  though  he  neglected  the  strong  and 
pious  claims  of  Cowper,  exerted  himself  to  sooth  the 
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declining  age  of  Johnson.  He  was  also  tind  to 
Crabbe,  having  at  one  time  presented  him  with  a 
bank-note  for  a  hundred  pounds,  and  afterwards  as- 
sisted him  to  valuable  church-preferment.  Johnson, 
however,  was  in  high  fame  as  a  powerful  political 
partisan,  and  Crabbe  was  unnoticed  by  the  chancellor 
till  he  became  the  protege  of  Burke.  Thurlow  seems 
to  have  been  essentially  a  man  of  a  cold  and  selfish 
disposition,  with  haughty  repulsive  manners. 

In  her  self-imposed  task  of  nursing  the  two  invalids. 
Lady  Hesketh  was  frequently  assisted  by  the  Rev.  Dt 
John  Johnson,  Rector  of  Yaxham  with  Wdbome,  in 
Norfolk,  who,  being  distantly  related  to  the  poet,  had 
frequendy  visited  him  during  the  terms  of  college 
and  appears  to  have  enjoyed  a  large  share  of  his  con- 
fidence and  affection.     To  this  gentleman  it  forci- 
bly occurred  one  day,  that  a  sunmier's  residence  by 
the  seaside  might  be  productive  of  much  benefit  to 
the  health  of  his  revered  kinsman ;  and  Ijady  Hes- 
keth agreeing  in  this  opinion,  preparations  were  mada 
for  conducting  the  two  sick  persons  by  easy  journeys 
into  Norfolk,  where  they  were  comfortably  lodged  in 
a  parsonage-house,  and  attended  by  Miss  Johnson 
and  another  female  relation  of  the  rector's,  who  wa» 
destined  to  dose  the  poet's  eyes.     On  the  first  day 
of  their  progress,  the  party  rested  at  the  village  of 
Eaton,  near  St  Neots;  and  in  the  evening  Cowper,  who 
seemed  to  enjoy  the  peaceful  moonlight  scenery,  walk- 
ed with  his  kinsman  in  the  village  churchyard,  con- 
versing with  great  composure  on  the  subject  of  Thom- 
wn  s  Seasons,  and  the  probable  circumstances  under 
which  they  were  written. 

In  thus  migrating  to  a  more  genial  dimate,  it  ha4 
never  entered  into  the  thoughts  of  his  friends,  that  his 
absence  would  extend  beyond  a  few  months  \  but  it 
was  otherwise  with  Cowper  himself,  who  seems  to 
have  had  a  presentiment  that  he  should  never  return 
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to  his  beloved  retreat  at  Weston.  Inmiediatdy  before 
bis  departure  for  the  sea-coafit,  he  wrote  in  pencil  on 
the  window^hutter  of  his  bedroom,  the  following 
lines: — 

"  Farewell  dear  scenes,  for  ever  closed  to  me: 
Oh,  for  what  sorrows  must  I  now  exchange  ye  I'** 

Mr  Hayley  is  of  opinion,  that  he  about  this  time 
composed  his  celebrated  poem  to  Mary  (Mrs  Unwin) ; 
which,  although  dictated  by  an  affection  purely  pla- 
tonic,  has  never  been  surpassed  in  point  of  tenderness 
and  pathos  by  any  similar  production  in  our  language. 
Petrarch  and  Shenstone,  who  are  so  much  celebrated 
for  the  tendemeas  and  beauty  of  their  effusions,  are 
supposed  to  have  spoken  the  language  of  nature ;  and 
if  Cowper  had  been  under  the  influence  of  simikr 
feelings,  we  know  not,  from  the  following  specimen, 
to  what  height  he  might  have  carried  the  excellraice 
of  amatory  poetry.  The  quotation  is  long,  but  excel* 
lence  never  requires  any  apology. 

TO  MARY. 

Trx  twentieth  year  is  well  nigh  past 

Since  first  our  sky  was  overcast : 

Ah  I  would  that  this  might  be  the  last ! 

My  Mary ! 

Thy  spirits  have  a  fainter  flow, 

I  see  thee  daily  weaker  grow  { 

'Twas  my  distress  that  brought  thee  low, 

My  Mary  I 

Thy  needles,  once  a  shining  store. 
For  my  sake  restless  heretofore. 
Now  rust  disused,  and  shine  no  more. 

My  Mary  I 


*  These  lines  remained  unerased  for  upwards  of  forty  years, 
and  in  1833  were  copied  by  a  gentleman  residing  in  the  neigh- 
bpurbood  of  Weston,  who  forwarded  them  to  Dr  Southev.--" 
works  of  Cowper,  rol.  Hi.  p.  1T7,  note.  ' 
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Tnr  Ihough  thou jzlacUjr  ip^uld'nt  fulfil 
The  same  kind  office  for  roe  stilT, 
Hiy  sight  now  ttcondt  not;  Uiy  will. 

My  Mary! 

But  well  thou  play'dst  the  housewife's  part. 
And  all  thy  threadu,  with  magic  art, 
Have  wound  themselves  about  this  heart. 

My  Mary! 

Thy  indistinct  expressions  seem 

Like  language  uUer*d  in  a  dream ; 

Yet  me  they  charm,  whate'er  the  theme. 

My  Mary  1 

Thy  silver  locks,  once  auburn  bright. 
Are  stlU  more  lovely  in  my  sight 
Than  golden  beams  of  orient  light, 

My:Mary  t 

For  could  I  view  nor  them  nor  thee, 
What  sight  worth  seeing  could  I  see  ? 
The  tun  would  rise  in  vain  for  me. 

My  Mary ! 

Partakers  of  thy  sad  decline, 
Thy  hands  their  little  force  resign ; 
Tet  gently  prest,  preM  gently  mine. 

My  Mary ! 

Such  feebloiess  of  limbs  thou  prov*st. 
That  now,  at  every  step  thou  mov'st. 
Upheld  by  two,  yet  still  thou  lov'st. 

My  Mary  I 

And  still  to  love,  though  prest  with  ill. 
In  wintry  age  to  feel  no  cnill. 
With  me  is  to  be  lovely  still. 

My  Mary  I 

But,  ah  I  by  constant  heed  I  know 
How  oft  the  sadness  that  I  show 
Transforms  thy  smiles  to  looks  of  wo. 

My  Mary! 

And  should  my  Aiture  lot  be  cast 
With  much  resemblance  of  the  past. 
Thy  wom^nt  heart  will  break  at  last. 

My  Mary ! 

The  kinspian  of  Cowper  left  no  means  untried, 
which  appeared  calculated  to  divert  his  melancholy, 
and  restore  his  former  serenity  of  mind.  With  this 
view,  change  of  air  and  of  scenery  was  frequently 
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tried  ;  but  no  relief  from  the  incessant  pressure  of  his 
melancholy  could  be  obtliined. 

When  the  winter  approached,  and  rendered  widk- 
ing  inconvenient  or  impracticable,  Cowper  listened 
with  peculiar  pleasure  to  the  works  of  fiction  which 
Mr  Johnson  read  to  him  from  time  to  time,  until  he 
had  exhausted  an  immense  store;  yet  the  listener 
never  displayed  any  mark  of  weariness,  but,  on  the  con- 
trary, discovered  peculiar  satisfaction  when  a  volume 
of  more  than  ordinary  extent  iVus  introduced.  Sun- 
day, at  this  time,  was  the  dag|i  that  hung  most  heavily 
on  his  hands ;  and  when  Mr  Johnson  was  absent  in 
the  discharge  of  his  clerical  duties,  he  used  to  evince 
his  anxiety  for  his  return  by  watching  at  the  hall-door 
and  listening  to  the  farm-dogs,  which,  in  the  stillness 
of  the  night,  were  heard  at  a  considerable  distance, 
and  invariably  announced  the  approach  of  his  compa- 
nion. But  the  utmost  efforts  of  this  good  man  could 
only  enable  him  to  compose  a  few  detached  pieces ; 
and  "  The  Castaway,"  the  last  original  poem  which 
he  penned,  in  some  respects  may  be  regarded  as  faith- 
fully  descriptive  of  his  own  disordered  and  painful 
feelings. 

THE  CASTAWAY. 

Obscurest  night  involved  the  sky ; 

The  Atlantic  billows  roar'd ; 
When  Kuch  a  destined  wretch  as  I. 

Wash'd  headlong  from  on  board. 
Of  friends,  ©f  hope,  of  all  bereft. 
His  floating  home  for  ever  left. 

No  braver  chief  could  Albion  boast 

Than  he  with  whom  he  went. 
Nor  ever  ship  left  Albion's  coast 

With  warmer  wishes  sent. 
He  loved  them  both,  but  both  in  vain, 
Nor  him  beheld,  nor  her  again. 

Not  long  beneath  the  whelming  brine, 

Expert  to  swim,  he  lay  ; 
Nor  soon  he  felt  his  streugtii  decline, 

Or  courage  die  away  j 
But  waged  with  death  a  lasting  strife, 
Supported  by  despair  of  hfc. 
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He  shouted :  nor  his  fKends  bad  faiVd 

To  (^eok'lbe  vessers  course. 
But  so  the  furious  blast  preTail'd 

That,  pitiless  per  force. 
They  left  their  oxitcast  mate  behind. 
And  scudded  still  before  the  wind. 

Some  succour  yet  they  could  allbrd ; 

And,  such  as  storms  allow. 
The  cask,  the  coop,  the  floated  cord, 

Delay'd  not  to  bestow  ; 
But  he,  thev  knew,  nor  ship,  nor  shores 
Whate'er  they  gave,  should  visit  more, 

Kor,  cruel  aa  it  seem*d,  could  he 

Their  haste  himself  condemn. 
Aware  that  flight,  in  such  a  sea. 

Alone  could  rescue  them ; 
Tet  bitter  felt  it  stiU  to  die 
Deserted,  and  his  friends  so  nigh* 

He  long  survives  who  lives  an  hour 

In  ocean,  self-upheld ; 
And  ao  long  he,  with  unspent  power. 

His  destiny  repeird ; 
And  ever,  as  the  minutes  flew. 
Entreated  help,  or  cried->'*  Adien  T 

At  length,  his  transient  respite  past^ 

His  comrades,  who  before 
Had  beard  bis  voice  in  every  blast. 

Could  catch  the  sound  no  more ; 
For  then,  by  toil  subdued,  be  drank 
The  stifling  wave,  and  then  he  sank. 

No  poet  wept  him :  but  the  page 

Of  narrative  sinoere, 
That  tells  bis  name,  his  worth,  his  age. 

Is  wet  with  Anson's  tear ; 
And  tears  by  Wds  or  heroes  shed. 
Alike  immortalize  the  dead. 

I  therefore  purpose  not,  or  dream. 

Descanting  on  his  fate, 
Tb  give  the  melancholy  theme 

A  more  enduring  date. 
But  misery  still  delights  to  trace 
Its  semblance  in  another's  case. 

No  voice  divine  tile  storm  allay'd. 

No  light  propinoUB  shone ; 
When,  snatch *d  from  all  efibctual  aid. 

We  iierish'd,  each  alone ; 
But  I  beneath  a  rougheV  sea. 
And  whelm'd  in  deeper  gulft  than  be. 
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The  following  affecting  lines,  addressed  to  the 
clergyman  of  Weston,  will  evince  with  what  fondness 
he  clung  to  that  favourite  village,  and  the  tender  re- 
collections which  it  afterwards  excited : — 

''  I  will  forget  for  a  moment,  that  to  whomsoever  I 
may  address  myself,  aletter&ommecanno  otherwise  be 
welcome  than  as  a  curiosity.  To  you,  sir,  I  address  this, 
urged  to  it  by  extreme  penury  of  employment,  and  the 
desire  I  feel  to  learn  something  of  what  is  doing,  and 
has  been  done,  at  Weston  (my  beloved  Weston!) 
since  I  left  it. — No  situation,  at  least  when  the  wea- 
ther is  dear  and  bright,  can  be  pleasanter,  which 
you  will  easily  credit,  when  I  add,  that  it  imparts 
something  a  little  resembling  pleasure,  even  to  me. 
Gratify  me  with  news  of  Weston  !  If  Mr  Greg- 
son  and  your  neighbours  the  Courtenays  are  there, 
mention  me  to  them  in  such  terms  as  you  see  good. 
Tell  me  if  my  poor  birds  are  living !  I  never  see  the 
herbs  I  used  to  give  them  without  a  recollection  of 
them,  and  sometimes  am  ready  to  gather  them,  for. 
getting  that  I  am  not  at  home.  Pardon  this  intru- 
sion.    Mrs  Unwin  continues  much  as  usuaL'* 

In  the  summer  of  1798,  some  faint  dawnings  of 
convalescence  having  appeared,  he  resumed  his  revi- 
sion of  the  Iliad  and  Odyssey.  In  December  Mrs 
Unwin  died ;  and  we  may  judge  of  the  ravages  which 
dejection  had  been  making  on  his  truly  noble  mind, 
by  the  fact  that  he  seemed  but  little  affected  by  that 
event.  On  being  brought  to  view  the  corpse,  he  started 
away  with  a  broken  exclamation  of  sorrow,  and  never 
afterwards  mentioned  her  name. 

In  the  same  month  the  femily  removed  to  a  more 
commodious  house  than  they  had  hitherto  occupied,  at 
East  Dereham.  Here  the  invalid  had  not  passed  many 
weeks,  when  all  hopes  of  his  recovery  were  suddenly 
frustrated,  by  his  ^ment  assuming  a  dropsical  ap- 
pearance in  his  ankles  and  feet.    On  the  22d  of  Fe- 
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bruary  1800  his  weakness  had  increased  to  such  a 
degree,  that  he  could  no  longer  endure  the  motion  of 
a  carriage,  and  it  does  not  appear  that  he  ever  after- 
wards left  his  apartments.  At  five  in  the  morning  of 
April  25,  he  became  insensible,  and  about  twelve  hours 
afterwards  expired  without  a  struggle.  He  was  buried 
in  that  part  of  the  church  of  East  Dereham  called  St 
Edmund^s  Chapel ;  and  over  his  grave  a  monument 
was  erected  by  Lady  Hesketh,*  bearing  the  following 
inscription  firom  the  pen  of  his  friend  Mr  Hayley  :— -> 

IK  MEMORY  OF  WILLIAM  COWPER,  ESQ. 
Born  m  Herlfordthhre  VtSl.^^Buried  in  this  Church  1800. 

Ym,  who  with  warmth  the  public  triumph  feel 
Of  talents,  dig:nif!ed  by  sacred  zeal. 
Here,  to  devotion's  bard  devoutly  just. 
Fay  your  fond  tribute  due  to  Cowper's  dust! 
England,  exulting  in  his  spotless  fame, 
Ranks  with  her  dearest  sons  his  &v'rite  name. 
Sense,  fancy,  wit,  suiBce  not  all  to  raise 
So  clear  a  title  to  afiection's  praise  : 
His  highest  honours  to  the  heart  belcfDg ; 
His  virtues  formed  the  magic  of  his  song. 

Mr  Hayley  describes  Cowper^s  personal  appearance ; 
and  as  the  true  character  of  his  mind  is  drawn  by  a 
still  abler  writer,  it  may  be  useful  to  append  both  pas- 
sages. 

**  From  his  figure,  as  it  first  appeared  to  me  in  his 
sixty-second  year,  I  should  imagine  that  he  must  have 
been  very  comely  in  his  youth ;  and  little  had  time 
injured  his  countenance,  since  his  features  expressed 
at  that  period  of  life  all  the  powers  of  his  mind,  and 
all  the  sensibility  of  his  heart.  He  was  of  a  middle 
stature,  rather  strong  than  delicate  in  the  form  of  his 
limbs  :   the  colour  of  his  hair  was  a  light  brown, 

*  This  amiable  lady  died  in  1808,  at  the  age  of  seventy-four. 
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that  <^  bis  eyes  a  bluish  gray,  and  his  complexion 
ruddy.  In  his  dress  he  was  neat,  but  not  finical ;  in 
his  ^et  temperate,  and  not  dainty.  He  had  an  air  of 
pensive  reserve  in  his  deportment,  and  his  extreme 
shyness  sometimes  produced  in  his  manners  an  inde- 
scribable mixture  of  awkwardness  and  dignity ;  but  no 
being  could  be  more  truly  graceful  when  he  was  in 
perfect  health  and  perfectly  pleased  with  his  society. 
Towards  women  in  particular,  his  behaviour  and  con- 
versation were  delicate  and  fascinating  in  the  highest 
degree." 

"  The  personal  character  of  Cowi>er  (says  Jeifiey)  is 
easily  estimated,  from  the  writings  he  has  left,  and  the 
anecdotes  contained  in  this  publication.  He  seems  to 
have  been  chiefly  remarkable  for  a  certain  feminine 
gentleness  and  delicacy  of  character,  that  shrunk  back 
from  all  that  was  boisterous,  presumptuous,  or  rude. 
His  secluded  life,  and  awful  impressions  of  religion, 
concurred  in  fixing  upon  his  manners  something  of  a 
saintly  purity  and  decorum,  and  in  cherishing  that 
penftive  and  contemplative  turn  of  mind  by  which  he 
was  so  much  distinguished.  His  temper  appears  to 
have  been  yielding  and  benevolent ;  and  though  suf- 
ficiently steady  and  confident  in  the  opinions  he  had 
adopted,  he  was  very  little  inclined,  in  general,  to  force 
them  upon  the  conviction  of  others.  The  warmth  of 
his  religious  zeal  made  an  occasional  exception  :  but 
the  habitual  temper  of  his  mind  was  toleration  and  in- 
dulgence ;  and  it  would  be  difficult,  perhaps,  to  name 
a  satirical  and  popular  author  so  entirely  free  from 
jealousy  and  fastidiousness,  or  so  much  disposed  to 
show  the  most  liberal  and  impartial  favour  to  the  me- 
rit of  others  in  literature,  in  politics,  and  in  the  vir- 
tues and  accomplishments  of  social  life.  No  angry 
or  uneasy  passions,  indeed,  seem  at  any  time  to  have 
found  a  place  in  his  bosom  ;  and,  being  incapable  of 
malevolence  himself,  he  probably  passed  through  life 
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without  having  once  excited  that  feeling  in  the  hreast 
of  another. 

''  The  great  merit  of  this  writer  appears  to  us  to 
consist  in  the  holdness  and  originality  of  his  compo- 
sition,  and  in  the  fortunate  audacity  with  which  he 
has  carried  the  dominion  of  poetry  into  regions  that 
had  been  considered  as  inaccessible  to  her  ambition. 
The  gradual  refinement  of  taste  had  for  nearly  a  cen- 
tury been  weakening  the  fire  of  original  genius. 
Our  poets  had  become  timid  and  fastidious,  and  cir- 
cumscribed themselves  both  in  the  choice  and  the  ma- 
nagement of  their  subjects,  by  the  observance  of  a  li- 
mited number  of  models,  who  were  thought  to  have 
exhausted  all  the  legitimate  resources  of  the  art. 
Cowper  was  one  of  the  first  who  crossed  this  enchanted 
drde,  who  regained  the  natural  liberty  of  invention, 
and  walked  abroad  in  the  open  field  of  observation  as 
fteely  as  those  by  whom  it  was  originally  trodden ;  he 
passed  from  the  imitation  of  poets  to  the  imitation  of 
nature,  and  ventured  boldly  upon  the  representation 
of  objects  that  had  not  been  sanctified  by  the  descrip- 
tion of  any  .of  his  predecessors.  In  the  ordinary  oc 
cupations  and  duties  of  domestic  life  and  the  conse- 
quences of  modem  manners,  in  the  common  scenery 
of  a  rustic  situation  and  the  contemplation  of  our 
public  institutions,  he  has  found  a  multitude  of  sub- 
jects for  ridicule  and  reflection,  for  pathetic  and  pic- 
turesque description,  for  moral  declamation  and  de- 
votional rapture,  that  would  have  been  looked  upon 
with  disdain,  or  with  despair,  by  most  of  our  poetical 
adventurers.  He  took  as  wide  a  range  in  language, 
too,  as  in  matter ;  and,  shaking  off  the  tawdry  incum- 
brance of  that  poetical  diction  which  had  nearly  re- 
duced the  art  to  the  skilful  collocation  of  a  set  of  ap- 
propriated phrases,  he  made  no  scruple  to  set  down  in 
veise  every  expression  that  would  have  been  admitted 
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in  prose,  and  to  take  advantage  of  all  the  varieties  with 
which  onr  language  could  supply  him. 

"  With  not  a  few  defects,  Cowper  will  probably  very 
long  retain  his  popularity  with  the  readers  of  English 
poetry.  The  great  variety  and  truth  of  his  descrip- 
tions ;  the  minute  and  correct  painting  of  those  home 
scenes  and  private  feelings  with  which  every  one  is 
internally  familiar  ;  the  sterling  weight  and  sense  of 
most  of  his  observations,  and,  above  all,  the  great  op* 
peaiance  of  facility  with  which  every  thing  is  executed, 
and  the  happy  use  he  has  so  often  made  of  the  most 
common  and  ordinary  language ;  aU  concur  to  stamp 
upon  his  poems  the  character  of  original  genius,  and 
remind  us  of  the  merits  that  have  secured  immortality 
t-o  Shakspeare.*' 
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81  te  fbita  auB  gania  wet  wivlna  ebartae* 
Ab^dto.  Hoar.  Lib.  1.  Epbt.  l?i. 

A,  You  told  me,  I  remember,  glory,  built 
On  selfish  principles,  is  shame  and  guilt ; 
The  deeds,  that  men  admire  as  half-divine. 
Stark  naught,  because  corrupt  in  their  design. 
Strange  doctrine  this !  that  without  scruple  tears 
The  laurel,  that  the  very  lightning  spares ; 
Brings  down  the  warrior's  trophy  to  the  dust» 
And  eats  into  his  bloody  swoid  Hke  rust 

jB.  I  grant  that,  men  continuing  what  they  axe, 
Fieroe,  avaricious,  proud,  there  must  be  war : 
And  never  meant  the  rule  should  be  applied 
To  him  that  fights  with  justice  on  his  side. 

Let  laurels,  drendied  in  pure  Parnassian  dews. 
Reward  his  memory,  dear  to  ev*ry  muse. 
Who,  with  a  courage  of  unshaken  root. 
In  honour^s  field  advancing  his  firm  foot. 
Plants  it  upon  the  line  that  Justice  draws. 
And  will  prevail  or  perish  in  her  cause. 
'Tis  to  the  virtues  of  such  men,  man  owes 
His  portion  in  the  good  that  Heaven  bestows. 
And  when  recording  History  displays 
Feats  of  renown,  though  wrought  in  ancient  days  ; 
TdQs  of  a  few  stout  hearts,  that  fought  and  died. 
Where  duty  placed  them,  at  their  country's  side  ; 
The  man,  that  is  not  mov*d  with  what  he  reads. 
That  takes  not  fire  at  their  heroic  deeds. 
Unworthy  of  the  blessings  of  the  brave. 
Is  base  in  kind,  and  bom  to  be  a  slave. 

But  let  eternal  infamy  pursue 
The  wretch,  to  novght  but  his  ambition  true ; 
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Who,  for  the  aajka  of  fUliiig  with  one  tdaqt 
The  post-h<»rnfl  of  bU  Euiope,  lays  her  waste. 
Think  yourself  afcatian'd  on  a  lowering  rock^ 
To  see  a  people  scattered  like  a  flock, 
Some  royal  mastiff  panting  at  their  heelsy 
With  all  the  sav^^  thiifit  a  tiger  feels ; 
Then  view  him  edf-prockuiii^d  in  a  gazette. 
Chief  monfter  that  has  plagu'd  the  nations  yeC 
The  globe  and  sceptre  in- such  hands  misplac'd* 
Those  ensigns  <i£  dominion,  how  disgracM  ! 
The  glasB,  that  bids  man  mark  the  fleeting  hour. 
And  Death^s  own  scythe  would  better  speakhis  pow*r; 
Then  grace  the  bony  phantom  in  their  stead, 
With  the  king*s  shoulder-knot  and  gay  cockade ; 
Clothe  the  twin  brethren  in  each  other^s  dress. 
The  same  their  occupation  and  success. 

A.  'Tis  your  bdidT  the  world  was  made  for  man ; 
Kings  do  but  reason  on  the  self-same  plan : 
Maintaining  yours,  you  cannot  theirs  condemn. 
Who  think,  or  seem  to  think,  man  noade  for  them. 

B.  Seldom,  alas  I  the  pow'r  of  logic  reigne 
With  mudi  sufficiency  in  royal  brains ; 
Such  reasoning  falls  like  an  inverted  oone. 
Wanting  its  proper  base  to  stand  upon. 

Man  made  for  kings !  those  optics  are  but  dim, 
That  tell  you  so— say,  rather,  they  for  him. 
That  were  indeed  a  king-ennobling  thought. 
Could  they,  or  would  they,  reason  as  they  ought* 
The  diadem,  with  mighty  projects  linM, 
To  catch  renown  b^  ruining  mankind. 
Is  worth,  with  all  its  gold  and  gUtt*ring  store. 
Just  what  the  toy  will  sell  for,  and  no  more. 
Oh  !  bright  occa»ons  of  dispensing  good. 
How  seldom  u8*d,  how  Utde  understood ! 
To  pour  in  Virtue's  lap  her  just  rewaird ; 
Keep  Vice  restrainM  behind  a  double  gunrd  ; 
To  quell  the  faotkm,  that  affionts  the  throne. 
By  silent  magnaninuty  alone ; 
To-nuxse  with  tender  care  the  thriviDg  arts. 
Watch  ey*ry  beam  Fhilos(^hy  imparts  ; 
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To  give  Rdxgion  her  unbzidled  toope. 
Nor  judge  hj  statute  a  belieyer's  hope ; 
With  dose  fidelity  and  love  unfeign  d. 
To  keep  the  matrimonial  bond  unstain'd ; 
Covetous  only  of  a  virtuous  praise ; 
His  life  a  lesson  to  the  land  he  sways ; 
To  touch  the  swoxd  with  oonsdentiouB  awe. 
Nor  draw  it  but  when  duty  bids  him  diaw ; 
To  dieath  it  in  the  peace-restoring  dose. 
With  joy  beyond  what  victory  bestows ; — 
Blest  country,  where  these  kmgly  glories  shine  ! 
Blest  England,  if  this  happiness  be  thine ! 

A,  Guard  what  you  say ;  the  patriotic  tribe 
Wm  sneer  and  charge  you  with  a  bribe.— iB.  A  bribe ! 
The  worth  of  his  three  kingdoms  I  defy. 
To  lure  me  to  the  baseness  of  a  lie : 
And,  oi  all  lies  (be  that  one  poet*s  boast). 
The  lie  that  flatters  I  abhor  me  most. 
Those  arts  be  theirs,  who  hate  his  gentle  reign ; 
But  he  that  loves  him  has  no  need  to  feign. 

A.  Your  smooth  eulogium  to  one  crown  addressMt 
Seems  to  imply  a  censure  oa  the  teat 

B,  Quevedo,  as  he  tells  his  sober  tale, 
Ask'd,  when  in  heU,  to  see  the  royal  jail ; 
Approved  their  method  in  all  other  tilings ; 

But  where,  good  sir,  do  you  confine  your  kings  ? 

There— 4aid  his  guide — the  group  is  full  in  view. 

Indeed  !— 'replied  the  don — ^there  are  but  few. 

His  black  interpreter  the  charge  disdainM— - 

Few,  fellow  ? — there  are  all  that  ever  reign*d. 

Wit,  undistinguishing,  is  apt  to  strike 

The  guilty  and  not  guilty  both  alike. 

I  grant  the  sarcasm  is  too  severe. 

And  we  can  readily  refute  it  here ; 

While  Alfred^s  name,  the  father  of  his  age. 

And  the  Sixth  Edward's  grace  111*  historic  page. 

A,  Kings  then,  at  last,  have  but  the  lot  of  all : 
By  their  own  conduct  they  must  stand  or  fiUL 

B.  True.  While  they  live,  the  courtly  laureatepays 
His  quit-rent  ode,  his  peppercorn  of  praise ; 

12 
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And  many  a  dunee,  -whose  ^ogpn  kA  to  wfite, 
Adds,  as  he  can,  his  tributaiy  mittk 
A  subject's  faults  a  subject  may  pnodaim* 
A  monaidi*s  errors  are  forbidden  game  ! 
Thus,  free  from  censure,  oreraw'd  by  fear, 
And  praisM  for  virtues,  that  they  scorn  to  wear. 
The  fleeting  forms  of  majesty  engage 
Respect,  while  stalking  o*er  lifers  narrow  stage ; 
Then  leave  their  crimes  for  histo^  to  scan. 
And  ask,  with  busy  scom,  Was  this  the  noan  ? 

I  pity  kings,  whom  Worship  waits  upon 
Obsequious  mnn  the  cradle  to  the  throne ; 
Before  whose  in&nt  eyes  the  flatt'rer  bows. 
And  binds  a  wreath  about  thdr  baby  brows ; 
Whom  Education  stiffens  into  state. 
And  Death  awakens  from  that  dream  too  late. 
Oh  I  if  Servility,  with  supple  knees. 
Whose  trade  it  is  to  smile,  to  crouch,  to  please ; 
If  smooth  Dissimulation,  skill'd  to  grace 
A  devil's  purpose  with  an  angel's  face ; 
If  smiling  peeresses,  and  sunp'ring  peers, 
Encompassmg  his  throne  a  few  short  years  ; 
If  the  gilt  carriage  and  the  punper'd  steed. 
That  wants  no  driving,  and  disdains  the  lead  ; 
If  guards,  mechanically  foim'd  in  ranks, 
Playing,  at  beat  of  drum,  their  martial  pranks, 
Shoul^ring,  and  standing  as  if  struck  to  stone. 
While  condescending  majesty  looks  on  U— 
If  monarchy  consist  in  such  base  thingpB, 
Sighing,  I  say  again,  I  pity  kings ! 

To  be  suspected,  diwarted,  and  withstood, 
Ev'n  when  he  labours  for  his  country's  good ; 
To  see  a  band,  call'd  patriot  for  no  cause* 
But  that  thev  catch  at  popular  applause, 
Cardess  of  all  th*  anxiety  he  feels. 
Hook  disappointment  on  the  public  wheels ; 
With  all  their  flippant  fluen<^  of  tongue. 
Most  confident,  when  palpaUy  most  wrong  ;>  . 
If  this  be  Idngly,  then  iareweU  fbi  me 
AH  kingship ;  and  may  I  be  poor  and  free ! 
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To  be  the  Table  Talk  of  dubs  np-sbdrs, 
To  which  th*  unwash'd  artificer  repairs, 
T'  indulge  his  genius  after  long  fatigue. 
By  diving  into  cabinet  intrigue 
(For  what  kings  deem  a  toil,  as  well  they  may, 
To  him  is  relaxation  and  mere  play)  ; 
To  win  no  praise  when  weU-wrought  plans  pievaily 
But  to  be  rudely  censur'd  when  they  fail ; 
To  doubt  the  love  his  fiivMtes  may  pretend. 
And  in  reality  to  find  no  friend ; 
If  he  indulge  a  cultivated  taste. 
His  galleries  with  the  works  of  art  well  grac'd. 
To  hear  it  call*d  extravagance  and  waste ; 
If  these  attendants,  and  if  such  as  these. 
Must  follow  royalty,  then  welcome  ease ; 
However  humble  and  confinM  the  sphere, 
Happy  the  state,  that  has  not  these  to  fear. 

A,  Thus  men,  whose  thoughts  contemplative  have 

dwelt 
On  situations  that  they  never  felt. 
Start  up  s£^acious,  covered  with  tiie  dust 
Of  dre^ning  study  and  pedantic  rust. 
And  prate  and  preach  about  what  others  prove, 
As  if  the  world  and  they  were  hand  and  glove. 
Leave  kingly  backs  to  cope  with  kingly  cares ; 
They  have  tiieir  wei^t  to  cany,  subjects  theirs ; 
Poets,  of  all  men,  ever  least  r^ret 
Increasing  taxes  and  the  nation's  debt 
Could  you  coatnve  the  payment,  and  rehearse 
The  migh^  plan,  oiactdar,  in  verse. 
No  bard,  howe*er  majestic,  old  or  new, 
Should  cbdm  my  fix*d  attention  more  than  yotu 

B.  Not  Brindley  nor  Bridgewater  would  essay 
To  turn  the  oourse  oS  Helicon  that  way  ; 

Nor  would  the  Nine  consent  tiie  sacred  tide 
Should  pud  amidst  the  traffic  of  Cheapside, 
Or  tinkle  in  'Change  Alley,  to  amuse 
The  leathern  ears  of  stockjobbers  and  Jews. 

A.  Vouchsafe,  at  least,  to  pitch  the  key  of  rhym 
To  themes  more  pertinent,  if  less  sublime. 
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When  ministers  and  ministerial  arts ; 
Patriots,  who  love  good  places  at  their  hearts ; 
When  adnurals,  eztoU'd  for  standii^  still, 
Or  doing  nothing  with  a  deal  of  skilf ; 
Gen'rals,  who  will  not  conquer  when  they  may« 
Firm  fiiends  to  peace,  to  measure,  and  good  pay ; 
When  Freedom,  wounded  almost  to  despair. 
Though  Discontent  alone  can  find  out  where ; 
When  themes  like  these  employ  the  poet*s  tongue, 
I  hear  as  mute  as  if  a  syren  sung. 
Or  tell  me,  if  you  can,  what  pow'r  maintains 
A  Briton's  scorn  of  arbitrary  chains : 
That  were  a  theme  might  animate  the  dead. 
And  move  the  lips  of  poets  cast  in  lead. 

B,  The  cause,  tho*  worth  the  search,  may  yet  elude 
Conjecture  and  remark,  however  shrewd. 
They  take  perhaps  a  well-directed  aim. 
Who  seek  it  in  ms  climate  and  his  frame. 
Liberal  in  all  things  else,  yet  Nature  here 
With  stem  severity  deals  out  the  vear. 
Winter  invades  the  spring,  and  onen  pours 
A  chilling  flood  on  summer's  drooping  flow'rs ; 
Unwelcome  vapours  auench  autmnnaf  beams, 
Ungenial  blasts  attending  curl  the  streams  : 
The  peasants  urge  their  harvest,  ply  the  fork 
With  double  toil,  and  shiver  at  their  work ; 
Thus  with  a  rigour,  for  his  sood  designed. 
She  rears  her  favMte  man  of  all  mankind. 
His  form  robust  and  of  elastic  tone. 
Proportioned  well,  half  muscle  and  half  bone. 
Supplies  with  warm  activity  and  force 
A  mind  well-lodg'd,  and  masculine  of  course. 
Hence,  Liberty,  sweet  Liberty  inspires 
And  keeps  alive  liis  fierce  but  noble  fires. 
Patient  of  constitutional  control. 
He  bears  it  with  meek  manliness  of  soul : 
But,  if  Authority  grow  wanton,  wo 
To  him  that  treads  upon  his  free-bom  toe ; 
One  stq>  beyond  the  boundary  of  the  laws 
Fires  hun  at  once  in  Freedom's  g]orious  cause. 
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Thus  proud  Prerogative,  not  much  reverM, 
Is  semoia  felt,  though  sometimes  seen  and  heard ; 
And  in  his  cage,  like  panot  fine  and  gay, 
Is  kept  to  strut,  look  h^,  and  talk  away. 

B<nn  in  a  dimate  softer  far  than  ours. 
Not  foim'dy  like  us,  with  such  Herculean  powers, 
llie  Prendunan,  easy,  debonair,  and  brisk. 
Give  him  his  lass,  his  fiddle,  and  his  frisk. 
Is  always  h^py,  reign  whoever  may. 
And  laughs  me  sense  of  misery  far  away. 
He  drinks  his  simple  bev'rage  with  a  gust ; 
And,  feasting  on  an  onion  and  a  crust. 
We  never  fed  th"*  alacrity  and  joy. 
With  which  he  shouts  and  carols  Vive  le  JRoy, 
FillM  with  as  mudi  true  merriment  and  glee. 
As  if  he  heard  his  king  say — Slave,  be  free. 

Thus  happiness  depends,  as  Nature  shows, 
Less  on  exterior  things  than  most  suppose. 
Vigilant  over  all  that  he  has  made. 
Kind  Providence  attends  with  gracious  aid ; 
Bids  eqmty  throughout  his  works  prevail, 
And  weighs  the  nations  in  ao  even  scale , 
He  can  encourage  Slavery  to  a  smile. 
And  fin  with  discontent  a  British  isle. 

A.  Freeman  and  slave  then,  if  the  case  be  such, 
Stand  on  a  level ;  and  you  prove  too  much : 

If  all  men  indiscriminately  share 

His  fost'ring  pow*r  and  tutelary  care. 

As  well  be  yoVd  by  Despotism^s  hand. 

As  dwell  at  large  in  Britain^s  chartered  land. 

B.  Na    Freedom  has  a  thousand  charms  to  show. 
That  slaves,  however  contented,  never  know. 

The  mind  attains,  beneath  her  happy  reign. 

The  growth,  that  Nature  meant  she  should  attain  s 

The  varied  fields  of  science,  ever  new, 

Opening  and  wider  opening  on  her  view. 

She  ventures  onward  with  a  prosperous  force. 

While  no  base  fear  impedes  her  m  her  course. 

Religion,  richest  favour  of  the  skies. 

Stand*  most  revealed  before  the  freeman's  eyes ; 
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No  gycophaat  or  slave,  that  darM  oppose 
Her  sacred  cause,  but  tremblM  when  he  rose ; 
And  ev^ry  venal  stickler  for  the  yoke 
Felt  himself  crushM  at  the  first  word  he  spoke. 

Such  men  are  raised  to  station  and  command, 
When  Providence  means  mercy  to  a  land. 
He  speaks,  and  they  appear ;  to  him  they  owe 
Skill  to  direct,  and  strength  to  strike  the  blow ; 
To  manage  with  address,  to  seize  with  pow> 
The  crisis  of  a  dark  decisive  hour : 
So  Gideon  earned  a  victory  not  his  own ; 
Subserviency  his  praise,  and  that  alone. 

Poor  England  !  thou  art  a  devoted  deer. 
Beset  with  ev*ry  ill  but  that  of  fear. 
Thee  nations  hunt ;  all  mark  thee  for  a  prey ; 
They  swarm  around  thee,  and  thou  stand^st  at  bay. 
Undaunted  still,  thou^  wearied  and  perplexed ; 
Once  Chatham  sav^d  thee ;  but  who  saves  thee  next  ? 
Alas  !  the  tide  of  pleasure  sweeps  along 
All,  Ihat  should  be  the  boast  of  British  song. 
*Tis  not  the  wreath,  that  once  adom'd  thy  brow, 
The  prize  of  happier  times,  will  serve  thee  now. 
Our  ancestry,  a  gallant.  Christian  race. 
Patterns  of  ev'iy  virtue,  ev'ry  grace, 
Confe8s*d  a  God ;  they  kned'd  before  they  fought, 
And  prusM  him  in  the  victories  he  wrought. 
Now  firom  tlie  dust  of  ancient  days  bring  forth 
Their  sober  zeal,  int^rity,  and  worth ; 
Courage,  ungrac^d  by  these,  affronts  the  skies. 
Is  but  the  fire  without  the  sacrifice. 
The  stream,  that  feeds  the  well-spring  of  the  hean. 
Not  more  invigorates  lifers  noblest  part, 
Than  Virtue  quickens,  with  a  warmth  divine. 
The  powers,  that  Sin  has  brought  to  a  decline. 

A.  Th'  inestimable  Estimate  of  Brown 
Rose  like  a  paper-kite,  and  charmM  tlie  town ; 
But  measures,  plann'd  and  executed  well. 
Shifted  the  wind  that  raised  it,  and  it  fell. 
He  trod  the  very  self-same  ground  you  tread. 
And  Victory  refuted  all  he  said. 
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B,  And  yet  his  jiMJgmwit  wis  not  finned  amia ; 
Its  error,  if  it  err'd,  was  meiely  thi^^ 
He  thought  the  dying  hour  alieady  oome. 
And  a  complete  lecov'ry  struck  him  dumb. 

But  that  effeminacy,  folly,  lust* 
Enervate  and  enfeeble,  and  needs  must ; 
And  that  a  nation  shamefully  debased. 
Win  be  de^is*d  and  trampl'd  on  at  last. 
Unless  sweet  Penitence  her  pow'n  renew. 
Is  truth,  if  histoiy  itself  be  true. 
There  is  a  time,  and  Justice  marks  the  date. 
For  long-fbrbeaiing  Clemency  to  wait ; 
That  hour  eUps'd,  th*  incurable  revolt 
Is  punish'd,  and  down  amies  the  thunderbolt. 
If  Mercy  t^i^  put  by  the  threatening  blow. 
Must  she  perform  the  same  kind  oflSoe  nan  9 
May  die  !  and,  if  offended  Heav*n  be  still 
Accessible,  and  pray'r  prevail,  she  will. 
'Tu  not,  however,  insolence  and  noise, 
The  tempest  of  tumultuary  joys, 
Nor  is  it  yet  deflrandence  and  dismay 
Will  win  her  visits,  or  engage  her  stay ; 
Pny'r  only,  and  the  penitential  tear. 
Can  call  her  smiling  down,  and  fix  her  here. 

Bat  when  a  country  (one  that  I  could  name) 
In  prostitution  sinks  me  sense  of  shame ; 
When  infamous  Venalitjr,  grown  bold. 
Writes  on  his  bosom,  Tv  be  let  or  told  ; 
When  Peijury,  that  Heav'n-defying  vice, 
ScHs  oaths  bv  tale,  and  at  the  lowest  price. 
Stamps  God^  own  name  upon  a  lie  just  niade. 
To  turn  a  penny  in  the  way  of  trade ; 
When  Avarice  starves  (and  never  hides  his  £ace) 
Two  or  three  milUons  of  the  human  race. 
And  not  a  tongue  inquires,  how,  where,  or  whan, 
Thou^  conscience  will  have  twinges  now  and  then  ; 
When  profanation  of  the  sacred  cause 
In  an  its  parts,  times,  ministry,  and  laws. 
Bespeaks  a  land,  once  Christian,  fallen  and  loot. 
In  aU,  that  wars  against  that  title  most ; 
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What  foDo^  next,  let  dd^  of  great  name. 
And  regicms  long  since  desolate,  procUdm. 
Nineveh,  Babylon,  and  anaent  Rome, 
Speak  to  the  present  times,  and  times  to  oome ; 
They  cry  aloud,  in  ev'iy  cai«less  ear. 
Stop,  while  ye  may ;  suspend  your  mad  career ; 
O  leam  from  our  example  and  our  fate. 
Learn  wisdom  aifid  repentance,  ere  too  late^ 

Not  only  Vice  disposes  and  prepares^' 
The  Mind,  that  slumbers  sweedy  m  he^  stiaies. 
To  stoop  to  Tyranny's  usutpM  conmiand, 
Anf   ,j!D.d  her  poUsh'd  neck  beneath  hs  lumd, 
(A  dire  effect,  by  one  of  Nature's  laws, 
Unchangeably  connected  with  its  cause ;) 
But  Providence  himself  will  intertene. 
To  throw  his  dark  displeasure  o*er  the  scenes 
All  are  his  instruments ;  each  form  of  war. 
What  bums  at  home,  or  threatens  from  afiu** 
Nature  in  arms,  her  elements  at  strife, 
The  storms  that  overset  the  joys  of  life, 
Are  but  his  rods  to  scourge  a  guilty  land. 
And  waste  it  at  the  bidding  of  his  hand. 
He  gives  the  word,  and  Mutiny  soon  roars 
In  ul  her  gates,  and  shakes  her  distant  shores  ; 
The  standards  of  all  nations  are  unfiurl'd ; 
She  has  one  foe,  and  that  one  foe  the  world  s 
And,  if  he  doom  that  people  with  a  frown. 
And  mark  them  with  a  seal  of  wrath  pressed  down, 
Obduracy  takes  place ;  callous  and  tough. 
The  reprobated  race  grows  judgment-proof  r 
Earth  iniakes  beneath  them,  and  Heav'n  roars  abovt; 
But  nothing  scares  them  ft6m  the  cotirse  they  lofve. 
To  the  lasdvious  pipe  and  wanton  song, 
lliat  charm  down  fear,  Ihey  frolic  it  afong. 
With  mad  rapidity  and  unconcern, 
Down  to  the  gulf,  from  which  is  no  return. 
They  trust  in  navies,  and  their  navies  fail — 
God's  curse  can  cast  away  ten  tliousand  sail  f 
They  trust  in  armies,  and  their  courage  dies ; 
In  wisdom,  wealth,  in  fhrtune,  and  in  lie^c 
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But  all  tfaojr  tnut  in  withers,  as  it  miuiU 
When  He  commands,  in  whom  they  pl«jce  no  tnut. 
Vengeance  at  last  pours  down  upon  uicir  coast 
A  Icmg  despised,  but  now  victorious,  host ; 
^rianny  sends  the  chain,  that  must  abridge 
Tne  noble  sweep  o£  all  their  privilege ; 
Gives  liberty  the  last,  the  mortal  shock ; 
Slips  the  slave's  coUfur  on,  and  snaps  the  lock 

A.  Sudi  lofty  strains  embeUish  what  you  teach ; 
Mean  you  to  prophesy,  or  but  to  preach  ? 

B,  I  know  the  mind,  that  feels  indeed  the  fire 
The  muse  impartSy  and  can  conunand  the  lyre, 
Acts  with  a  force,  and  kindles  with  a  zeal, 
Whate'er  the  theme,  that  others  never  feeL 

If  human  woes  her  soft  attention  daim, 

A  tender  sympathy  pervades  the  frame ; 

She  pours  a  sensibilily  divine 

Alonp  the  nerve  of  ev*ry  feeling  line. 

But  if  a  deed,  not  tamdy  to  be  borne, 

Fire  indignation  and  a  sense  of  scorn. 

The  strings  are  swept  with  such  a  pow*x,  so  loud. 

The  storm  of  music  shakes  th*  astonished  crowd. 

So,  when  remote  futurity  is  brought 

Before  the  keen  inquiry  of  her  thought, 

A  terrible  sagacity  mforms 

The  poet's  heart ;  he  looks  to  distant  storms  • 

He  hears  the  thunder  ere  the  tempest  lowers ; 

And,  aim'd  with  strength  surpassing  human  pow'rs. 

Seizes  events  as  yet  ui^mown  to  man. 

And  darts  his  soul  into  the  dawning  plan. 

Hence,  in  a  Roman  mouth,  the  graceful  name 

Of  prophet  and  of  poet  was  the  same ; 

Hence  British  poets  too  the  priesthood  shared,  • 

And  every  hallow'd  druid  was  a  bard. 

But  no  i>rophetic  fires  to  me  belong ; 

I  play  with  syllables,  and  sport  in  song. 

A.  At  Westminster,  whnre  little  poets  strive 
To  set  a  distich  upon  six  and  five, 
Wh«re  Discipline  helps  op'niu^  buds  of  sense. 
And  makes  his  pupils  proud  with  silver  pence. 
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I  was  a  poet  too^  butToodem  iasfee 
Is  so  ie&^.  Mid  deficate^  and  dastUt 
That  verse,  whatever  fire  the  fancy  Wttmt, 
Widfeocit  a  ammj  smMtbness  "has  no  cfaattns* 
Thus,  all  success  dependii^  <m  an  ear. 
And  thinking  I  tiaffit  purchase  it  too  dear* 
If  sentiment  were  saerific'd  to  sound, 
And  trodi  cut  dioit  to  make  a  period  round* 
Ijudg*d  a  man  of  sense  ooold  scarce  do  worse 
Tiian  ^V^  m  the  morris-danoe  of  vierte. 

B.  Thus  reputation  is  a  spur  to  wit. 
And  some  wits  flag  through  fear  of  loring  it. 
Give  me  the  line,  that  ploushs  its  stately  oourte 
Like  a  proud  swan,  conquVmg  the  stream  by  firace ; 
That,  lice  some  cottage  beauty,  strikes  the  heart. 
Quite  umnddited  to  l&e  tricks  of  art 
When  Labour  and  when  Dulness,  dab  in  band. 
Like  die  two  figures  at  St  Dunstan's,  stand. 
Beating  alternately,  in  measurM  time. 
The  dodc-work  tintinnabulum  of  rhyme. 
Exact  and  regular  the  sounds  will  be ; 
But  sudi  mere  quarter-^trokes  are  not  fbr  me. 

From  him  who  rears  a  poem  lank  and  long. 
To  him  who  strains  his  all  into  a  song; 
Perhaps  some  bonny  Caledonian  air, 
All  birks  and  braes,  though  he  was  never  there  ; 
Or,  having  whe^*d  a  prologue  with  great  pains. 
Feds  hinoself  spent,  and  iiimbles  fyt  his  brains  ; 
A  prol(^e  interdash*d  with  many  a  stroke—* 
An  art  contrived  to  advertise  a  joke. 
So  that  the  jest  is  dearlv  to  be  seen. 
Not  in  the  words— but  m  the  gap  between : 
Manner  is  all  in  all,  whatever  is  writ. 
The  substitute  fbr  genius,  sense,  and  wit 

To  dally  much  with  subjects  mean  and  low. 
Proves  that  the  mind  is  wodc,  or  makes  it  so. 
Neelected  talents  rust  into  decay. 
And  ev*ry  eflbrt  ends  in  pu^-pin  play. 
The  man  that  means  success,  shotiud  soar  above 
A  soIdier^s  feather,  or  a  la^'s  g^ove  ; 
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Else,  summonuig  the  mue  to  ludi  a  thene^ 
The  fruit  of  aU  bier  labour  is  wliipp'4  cream* 
As  if  an  eagle  flew  aloft,  and  then 
Stooped  from  hia  hi^est  xntdi  to  pounce  a  wno* 
As  if  the  poet,  purposing  to  wed, 
Sioold  carve  himself  a  wife  in  gpmgabread. 
Ages  elapsed  ere  Homer's  lamp  appeared. 
And  ages  ere  the  Mantoan  swan  was  heaid  s 
To  carry  nature  lengths  unknown  befine* 
To  give  a  Milton  buth,  aak'd  ues  morew 
Thus  Genius  rose  and  set  at  or&r'd  times. 
And  shot  a  day-spring  into  distant  dimes. 
Ennobling  ev'ry  region  that  be  chose ; 
He  sunk  m  Greece,  in  Ital;|r  be  rose ; 
And,  tedious  yean  of  Gothic  darkness  pass'd, 
EmereM,  all  splendour,  in  our  isle  at  last. 
ThusWdy  bucyoiis  dive  into  the  main. 
Then  show  fiur  off  their  shining  pbnues  again. 

A.  Is  genius  only  found  in  epic  lays  ? 
Proye  this,  and  forfeit  aU  pretence  to  praise. 
Make  their  heroic  pow'rs  your  own  at  once, 
Or  candidly  confess  yonrsdf  a  dunce. 

B,  These  were  the  chief:  each  interval  of  night 
Was  gracM  with  many  an  undulating  light. 

In  less  illustrious  bards  his  beauty  shone 
A  n^eteor,  or  a  star ;  in  these,  the  sun. 

The  nightingale  may  daim  the  topmost  bough. 
While  the  poor  grasshopper  inust  cfaiip  below. 
Like  him  unnotic'd,  I,  siid  such  as  I, 
Spread  little  wings,  and  rather  skip  than  fly : 
Pe^'d  on  the  meagre  produce  of  the  land. 
An  ell  or  two  of  prospect  we  conunand ; 
But  never  peep  beyond  the  thorny  bound. 
Or  oaken  fence,  that  hems  the  paddock  round. 

In  Eden,  ere  yet  innocence  of  heart 
Had  fided,  poetry  was  not  an  art : 
Language,  above  aU  twwhing,  or,  if  taught, 
Only  by  gratitude  and- growing  thoo^t, 
Elegpot  as  simplicity,  and  wann 
As  ecstacy,  uninanad'd  by  fonn  $ 
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Not  pinniptodf  as  in  our  degatVate  dajrs, 

"Bw  knr  ■mbitloii  and  iSbe  timst  of  praise ; 

Was  nalmal  as  u  tile  flowing  stream. 

And  yet  raagnifloekit— A  God  tbe  theme ! 

That  theme  on  eaitfa  eriunsted,  though  above 

Tis  fbond  as  evorlasting  as  his  love, 

Man  lavished  aD  his  thoo^Hs  on  human  things^ 

The  fealB  of  heroes,  and  tibe  wrath  of  kings ; 

But  still,  while  Virtue  kindled  his  ddight. 

The  song  was  moral,  and  so  far  was  ri^t. 

Twas  dnis,  till  Lmnuy  sedue'd  the  mind 

To  joys  less  innocent,  as  less  lefin'd ; 

Then  Genhis  danc*d  a  bacchanal ;  he  crownM 

The  brimming  goblet,  seized  fht  Ifayrsos,  bound 

His  brows  witfi  ivy,  rosh'd  into  Ifae  fidd 

Of  wild  imagination,  and  there  redM,  ' 

The  victim  of  his  own  lascivious  fires. 

And,  dizsy  with  delist,  pnrfanM  the  sacred  wires. 

Anacreon,  Horace,  play'd  in  Greece  and  Rome 

This  bedhun  part ;  and  others  nearer  home. 

When  Gromweillfoughtfbrpow'r,  and  whilehereign'd 

The  proud  protector  of  the  pow'r  he  gained, 

ReU^on  harsh,  intolerant,  austere. 

Parent  of  manners  like  herself  severe. 

Drew  a  rough  copy  of  the  Christian  fiux. 

Without  the  smile,  the  sweetness,  or  the  grace ; 

The  dark  and  sullen  humour  of  die  time 

Judged  ev*ry  effint  of  the  muse  a  crime  ; 

Verse,  in  the  finest  mould  of  fancy  cast. 

Was  lumber  in  an  age  so  void  of  taste : 

But  when  the  Second  Charles  assum*d  the  sway. 

And  arts  revived  beneath  a  softer  day. 

Then,  hke  a  bow  long  fbrc*d  into  a  curve. 

The  mind,  rdeas'd  firom  too  oonstndnM  a  nerve. 

Flew  to  its  first  position  with  a  spring. 

That  made  the  vaulted  roofe  of  Pleasure  ring. 

His  court,  the  dissohite  and  hatefbl  sdKwl 

Of  Wantonness,  where  vice  was  taught  by  rule, 

Swarm*d  with  a  sctflbbHng  herd,  as  deep  inhnd 

With  brutal  hist  as  ever  Circe  made. 
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From  tfaesq  a  long  mkooeaaoRf  in  the  zage 
Of  rank  obsoenhy^  debaudi'd  (faeir  age ; 
Nor  oeas*d,  till,  ever  anxious  to  redress 
The  abfoses  of  her  sacnd  diai^,  the  pren. 
The  Muse  instructed  a  weD-nurtur^d  train 
Of  abler  votaries  to  deanse  the  stain. 
And  daim  the  pahn  for  purity  of  song. 
That  Lewdness  had  usurp'd  and  worn  so  long. 
Then  decent  Pleasantry  and  steiHng  Sense, 
That  neither  gave  nor  would  endure  ofience, 
WhippM  out  of  sig^t,  with  Satire  just  and  keen. 
The  ]pappj  pack,  that  had  deffl'd  itxe  seene. 

In  finnt  of  tiiese  came  Addison.    In  him 
Humour  in  holiday  and  o^tly  trim, 
Sublimity  and  Attic  taste,  combined. 
To  polish,  furnish,  and  delist  the  mind. 
Then  Pope,  as  harmony  itsdf  exact. 
In  verse  wcJl  disdplinM,  complete,  compact. 
Gave  virtue  and  morality  a  grace, 
That,  quite  edipsing  Pleasure's  painted  face. 
Levied  a  tax  of  wonder  and  appkuue. 
E'en  on  the  fools  Ihat  trampled  on  their  laws. 
But  he  (his  musical  finesse  was  such. 
So  nice  his  ear,  so  ddicate  his  touch) 
Made  poetry  a  mere  mechanie  art ; 
And  ev'ry  warbler  has  his  tune  by  heart 
Nature  imparting  her  satiric  gift. 
Her  serious  mirm,  to  Arbnthnot  and  Swift, 
With  droU  sobriety  they  rais'd  a  smile 
At  Folly's  cost,  themsdves  unmov'd  the  while. 
That  oonstdlation  set,  the  world  in  vain 
Must  hope  to  look  upon  their  like  agaio. 

A.  Are  we  then  left  ?— ^.  Not  wholly  in  the  dark ; 
Wit  now  and  then,  struck  smartly,  shows  a  spark, 
Suffident  to  redeem  Ae  modem  race 
From  totel  night  and  absolute  disgrace. 
While  servile  trick  and  imitative  knadc 
Confine  the  million  in  the  beaten  track, 
Perhaps  some  courser,  who  disdains  the  road, 
Snuffs  up  the  wind,  and  flings  hinudf  abroad. 
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Contemporaiia  all  suzpaasM,  see  one  i 
Short  his  career  indeed,  but  ably  run ; 
Churchill,  himself  unconscious  of  his  powers. 
In  penury  consumM  his  idle  hours ; 
And,  like  a  scattered  seed  at  random  sown, 
Was  left  to  spring  by  vigour  of  his  own. 
Lifted  at  length,  by  dignity  of  thot^t 
And  dint  of  genius,  to  an  affluent  lot. 
He  laid  his  head  in  Luxury^s  soft  lap. 
And  took,  too  often,  there  his  easy  nap. 
If  brighter  beams  than  all  he  threw  not  forth, 
'Twas  n^Ugence  in  him,  not  want  of  worth. 
Surly,  and  slovenly,  and  bold,  and  coarse. 
Too  proud  for  art,  and  trusting  in  mere  force* 
Spendthrift  alike  of  money  and  of  wit, 
AJways  at  speed,  and  never  drawing  bit. 
He  struck  the  lyre  in  such  a  careless  mood. 
And  so  disdain'd  the  rules  he  understood. 
The  laurel  seem'd  to  wait  on  his  command. 
He  snatched  it  ruddy  from  the  Muses*  hand. 
Nature,  exerting  an  unwearied  power. 
Forms,  opens,  and  gives  scent  to  ev*ry  flower  $ 
Spreads  me  fresh  vodure  of  the  field,  and  leads 
The  dandng  Naiads  through  the  dewy  meads : 
She  fills  proftise  ten  thousand  little  tlnoats 
With  music,  modulating  all  their  notes ; 
And  charms  the  woodland  scenes  and  wilds  unknown. 
With  artless  airs  and  concerts  of  her  own : 
But  seldom  (as  if  feaiftil  of  expense) 
Vouchsafes  to  man  a  poet's  just  pretenc»-> 
Fervency,  freedom,  fluency  of  thought. 
Harmony,  strength,  words  exauisitdy  sought ; 
Fancy,  mat,  frvmi  the  bough  mat  roans  the  dr^. 
Brings  colours,  dippM  in  Heav*n,  mat  never  die  ; 
A  soul  exalted  above  Earth,  a  mind 
Skill*d  in  the  characters  that  form  mankind  ; 
And,  as  the  Sun  in  rising  beauty  dressed, 
Looks  to  the  westward  from  the  dappled  east. 
And  marks,  whatever  clouds  may  interpose, 
Ere  yet  his  race  begins,  its  glorious  dose ; 
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An  eye  like  his  to  catch  the  distant  goal  i 
Or,  ere  the  wheels  of  vcne  begin  to  roll. 
Like  his  to  shed  iUuminatixig  xays 
On  every  scene  and  subject  it  surveys : 
Thus  grac'd,  the  man  asserts  a  poet*s  name. 
And  the  world  cheerfully  admits  the  claim* 
Pity  Religion  has  so  sddom  found 
A  skilful  guide  into  poetic  gnnmd  !  [stray. 

The  flowers  would  spring  where'er  she  deign*d  to 
And  every  muse  attend  her  in  her  way. 
Virtue  indeed  meets  manj  a  rhyming  friend. 
And  many  a  compliment  politely  penn'd ; 
But,  unattir*d  in  that  becoming  vest 
Religion  weaves  for  her,  and  hidf  undressM, 
Stands  in  the  desert,  shivering  and  fiidom, 
A  wintry  flguie,  like  a  withered  thorn. 
The  shelves  are  full,  all  odier  themes  are  sped  ; 
HackneyM  and  worn  to  the  last  flimsy  thread. 
Satire  has  long  since  done  his  best ;  and  curst 
And  loathsome  Ribaldry  has  done  his  worst ; 
Fancy  has  sported  all  her  powers  away 
In  tales,  in  trifles,  and  in  children's  pilay ; 
And  'lis  the  sad  complaint,  and  almost  true, 
Whate'er  we  write,  we  bring  forth  nothing  new. 
'Twere  new  indeed  to  see  a  bard  all  Are, 
Touch'd  with  a  coal  from  Heav'n,  assume  the  lyre. 
And  teR  the  world,  still  kindling  as  he  sung. 
With  more  than  mortal  music  on  his  tongue. 
That  He,  who  died  below,  and  reigns  above, 
Inspires  ^e  song,  and  that  lus  name  is  Love. 

For,  after  all,  if  merely  to  beguile. 
By  flowing  numbers  and  a  flow'ry  style. 
The  tsBdium  that  the  lazy  rich  endure. 
Which  now  and  then  sweet  poetry  may  cure ; 
Or,  if  to  see  the  name  of  idle  sdf , 
Stamp'd  on  the  well-bound  quarto,  grace  the  shelf. 
To  float  a  bubble  on  the  breath  of  Fame, 
Prompt  his  endeavour  and  engage  his  aim, 
Debas'd  to  servile  purposes  of  pnde. 
How  are  the  powers  of  genius  misapplied  I 


118  TABLB  TALK. 

The  gift,  whose  office  is  the  Giver^s  pnise. 
To  trace  him  ux  his  word,  his  works,  his  ways ! 
Then  spread  the  rich  discovery,  and  invite 
Mankind  to  share  in  the  divine  delight ; 
Distorted  from  its  use  and  just  design, 
To  make  the  pitiful  possessor  shine. 
To  purchase,  at  the  rool-firequented  fast 
Of  vanity,  a  wreath  for  self  to  wear. 
Is  profiination  of  the  basest  kind — 
Proof  of  a  trifling  and  a  worthless  mind. 
A.  Hail  Stei^old,  then ;  and  Hopkins,  hail  !— 
B.  Amen. 
If  flattery,  folly,  lust,  employ  the  pen ; 
If  acrimony,  slander,  and  ahuse. 
Give  it  a  charge  to  Uacken  and  traduce ; 
Though  Biker's  wit.  Pope's  numbers.  Prior's  ease. 
With  all  that  fiuicy  can  invent  to  please. 
Adorn  the  polished  periods  as  th^  fiill. 
One  madrigal  of  theirs  is  worth  them  all. 

A.  'Twould  thin  the  ranks  of  the  poetic  tribca 
To  «l««h  the  pen  through  all  that  you  proscribe. 

B,  No  matter— we  omild  shift  when  they  were  not ; 
And  should,  no  doubt,  if  they  were  aQ  foi^go^ 
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Sing,  muse  (if  such  a  theme,  so  dark,  so  long. 
May  find  a  muse  to  gi&ce  it  with  a  song), 
By  what  unseen  and  unsuspected  arts 
The  serpent  Enour  twines  roimd  human  hearts  % 
Tdl  where  she  lurks,  beneath  what  flowery  shades^ 
That  not  a  glimpse  o!f  genuine  light  petvades. 
The  pcns^nous,  Uack,  insinuating  wonn 
Successfully  conceals  her  loathsome  form. 
Take,  if  ye  can,  ye  careless  and  supine, 
Coimsel  and  caution  from  a  voice  like  mine  \ 
Truths,  that  the  theorist  could  never  reach. 
And  observation  taught  me,  I  would  teadu 

Not  an,  whose  eli^ence  the  fancy  fills, 
Muacal  as  the  chime  of  tinkling  rills. 
Weak  to  perform,  though  mighty  to  pretend. 
Can  trace  her  mazv  Windings  to  their  end ; 
Discern  Ae  firaud  oeneath  me  specious  lure. 
Prevent  the  danger,  or  prescribe  the  cure. 
The  dear  harangue,  and  cold  as  it  is  dear, 
FaUs  soporific  on  the  lisdess  ear ; 
Like  qmcksilver,  the  rhetoric  they  display 
Shines  as  it  runs,  but  grasped  at,  slips  away. 

Placed  for  his  trial  on  this  bustling  stage. 
Prom  thoughtless  youth  to  ruminating  age» 
Free  in  his  will  to  choose  or  to  refuse, 
Man  may  improve  the  crisis,  or  abuse ; 
KIse,  on  the  fatalist's  unrighteous  plan, 
Say  to  what  bar  amenable  were  man  P 
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With  nouc^t  in  diaige,  he  could  betray  no  trust ; 
And,  if  he  fell,  would  fall  because  he  must ; 
If  Love  reward  him,  or  if  Vengeance  strike. 
His  recompense  in  both  unjust  ahke. 
Divine  aumority  within  his  breast 
Brings  ev'ry  thought,  word,  action,  to  the  test ; 
Warns  him  or  prompts,  approves  him  or*  restrains, 
As  Reason,  or  as  Passion,  takes  the  reins. 
Heav*n  from  above,  and  Conscience  from  witfiin,  - 
Cry  in  his  starti'd  ear — Abstain  from  sin  ! 
The  world  around  solicits  his  desire. 
And  kindles  in  his  soul  a  treacherous  fin ; 
While,  all  his  purposes  and  steps  to  guard. 
Peace  foDows  Virtue  as  its  sure  reward ; 
And  Pleasure  brings  us  surely  in  her  tnun 
Remorse,  and  Sorrow,  and  vindictive  Pain. 

Man,  thus  endu*d  with  an  dective  voice. 
Must  be  supply*d  with  objects  of  his  choice. 
Wherever  he  turns,  enjoyment  and  delight. 
Or  present,  or  in  prospect,  meet  his  sight ; 
These  open  on  the  spot  their  honey*d  store  ; 
Those  call  him  loudly  to  pursuit  m  more. 
His  unexhausted  mine  the  sordid  vice 
Avarice  shows,  and  virtue  is  the  price. 
Here  various  motives  bis  ambition  raise-* 
Power,  pomp,  and  splendour,  and  the  thirstof  praise; 
There  Beauty  wooes  him  with  expanded  arms ; 
E'en  Bacchanalian  madness  has  its  charms. 

Nor  these  alone,  whose  pleasing  less  refinM 
Might  well  alarm  the  most  unguarded  mind. 
Seek  to  supplant  his  inexperienc'd  youth. 
Or  lead  him  devious  from  the  path  of  truth  ; 
Hourly  allurements  on  his  passions  press. 
Safe  in  themselves,  but  dangerous  in  th*  excess. 

Hark  !  how  it  floats  upon  the  dewy  air ! 
O  what  a  dying,  dying  close  was  there ! 
'Tis  harmony  from  yon  sequestered  bow'r. 
Sweet  harmony,  that  soothes  the  midnight  hour  ? 
Long  ere  the  charioteer  of  day  had  run 
His  morning  course,  th*  enchantment  was  begun ; 
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And  he  daSl  aid.  yon  moontaln^s  height  again,    ' 
Ere  yet  the  puasms  toil  hecomes  a  pain. 

Is  thin  the  nigged  path,  ^e  steep  ascent. 
That  Virtoe  pomts  to  ?    Can  a  life  thus  spent 
Lead  to  the  Miss  shepxomises  die  wise. 
Detach  the  Boulfrom  £ar&,and8peed  herto  the  sides? 
Ye  devotees  to  your  ador'd  employ, 
Enthusaasts,  drunk  with  an  unreal  joy. 
Love  makes  the  music  of  the  blest  above, 
HeavVs  harmonv  is  universal  love ; 
And  earthljr  sounds,  tho*  sweet  and  wdl  combinM, 
And  lenient  as  soft  opiates  to  the  mind. 
Leave  Vice  and  FoQy  unsubdu'd  behind. 

Gnry  dawn  appears :  the  sportsman  and  his  train 
Speckle  the  bosom  of  the  distant  plain ; 
'Tis  he,  the  Ninuod  of  the  neighb'iing  lairs ; 
Save  that  his  scent  is  less  acute  than  thdrs. 
For  persevering  chase,  and  headlong  leaps, 
True  beagle  as  the  staonchest  hound  he  keeps. 
Charged  with  the  folly  of  his  lifers  mad  scene, 
He  iSkes  offence,  and  ^venders  what  you  mean ; 
The  joy  the  danger  and  the  uA  o''erpays — 
*Tis  exercise,  and  hesQtb,  and  length  ot  days. 
Again  impetuous  to  the  field  he  ffies ; 
Leaps  ev*iy  fence  but  one,  there  fiJb  and  dies ; 
Like  a  slam  deer,  the  tuml»el  brings  him  home, 
Unmiss*d  but  by  his  dogs  and  by  his  groom; 

Ye  Clersy,  while  your  orbit  is  your  place. 
Lights  cf  Uie  world,  and  stars  of  human  race  $ 
But  if  eccentric  ye  forsake  your  sphere. 
Prodigies  ominous,  imd  viewed  with  fear ; 
The  oomet^s  baneful  infiuen(i6  is  A  dream  ( 
YooXB,  real  and  pemidoos  in  th*  ext]*eme* 
What  then  !— <ire  appetites  and  lusts  laid  dowi^ 
With  the  same  ease  the  mah  puts  on  his  gown  * 
Win  Av-Moe  and  Concnpisoence  ^ve  {dace, 
C3iann*d  by  the  sounds^Your  Rev^nce,  or  Tour 

Grace? 
No.    But  his  own  engagement  buids  him  fast ; 
Or,  if  it  does  not,  brands  hhto  <o  Oi^  test, 
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Whst  aidiciits  ciQ  hnn    i  ^Wfgpwy  ]au!ve» 
A  mere  draidi  jogg^,  hypocnte,  and  slave. 
Oh,  ItiaA  or  mouin  wkh  me  the  rueftil  jest, 
A  CHBodi'd  huntsman,  and  a  fiddling  priest ! 
He  fion  Italian  songsters  takes  his  cue : 
Set  Paul  to  music,  he  shall  quote  him  too. 
He  takes  the  field,  the  master  of  the  padc 
Cries— Wen  done  saint  t  and  daps  him  on  the  badL 
Is  this  the  path  of  sanctity  ?    Is  this 
To  stand  a  waymaik  in  the  road  to  Uias? 
Himsdf  a  wand*rer  fiNsn  the  nanow  way. 
Hie  silly  sheep,  what  wonder  if  they  stray  ? 
Go,  cast  your  orders  at  your  Bishop's  feet. 
Send  your  dishonour'd  gown  to  Monmoutfa-street  ( 
The  sacred  function  in  your  hands  is  madg  . 
Sad  saoil^  I  no  ftmction,  but  a  trade ! 

OodduuB  is  a  pastor  of  renown. 
When  he  has  pray*d  and  preach'd  the  Sabbath  down. 
With  wire  and  cat^t  he  oondudes  the  day, 
Quar*ring  and  semiquay'ring  care  away. 
The  full  concerto  swells  unon  your  ear ; 
An  elbows  shake.    Look  m,  and  you  would  swear 
The  Babylonian  tyrant  with  a  nod 
Had  summon'd  them  to  serve  his  golden  god. 
So  wdl  that  thought  tfa*  employment  seems  to  suit, 
Psalt'ry  and  sackbut,  dnldmer  and  flutew 
Oh  fie !  'tis  evangelical  and  pure : 
Observe  each  &oe,  how  sober  and  demure ! 
Ecstasy  sets  her  stamp  on  ev'ry  mien ; 
Chins  faU'n,  and  not  an  c^-baQ  to  be  seen. 
Stm  I  insist,  though  music  heretofiire 
Has  charm'd  me  much  (not  e'en  Oodduus  more). 
Love,  joy,  and  peace,  make  harmony  more  meet 
For  Sid>bath  eviiinffs,  and  perhaps  as  sweet. 

Win  not  the  sicUest  sheep  of  ev'ry  flock 
Resort  to  this  example  as  a  rock ; 
There  stand,  and  justify  the  foul  abuse 
Of  Sabbath  hours  withplausible  excuse  ? 
If  apostolic  gravity  be  oee 
To  play  the  fool  on  Sundays,  why  not  we  ? 
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If  he  the  tinkiiiig  hupridnid  vegards 
As  inoffeiuive,  what  Maaee  in  Gudi  ? 
Strike  iq>  the  fiddles,  lei  ns  aU  be  gay. 
Laymen  have  leave  to  dance,  if  parsons  play. 

Oh  Italy  I— thy  Sabtandis  will  be  soon 
Our  Sabbaths,  dos'd  with  mumm'iy  and  bufibon. 
Preaching. and  pranks  will  shaie  the  modey  scene, 
Our*8  parodl'd  out,  as  thine  have  ever  been, 
God*8  worship  and  the  mountebank  between. 
What  sayB  the  prophet  ?  Let  that  day  be  blest 
With  hoiinfiw  and  consecrated  rest 
Pastime  and  bosiness  both  it  should  exdude. 
And  bar  the  door  the  moment  diey  intrude : 
Nobly  distinguished  above  all  the  six 
By  deeds,  in  which  (he  world  must  never  mix. 
Hear  him  again.    He  calls  it  a  ddight, 
A  day  of  luxury  observed  aright, 
When  the  glad  soul  is  made  HeavVs  welcome  guest, 
Sits  banquetting,  and  God  provides  the  feast. 
But  triflers  are  engaged  and  cannot  come ; 
Their  answer  to  the  call  is— iVb<  tti  home, 

O  the  dear  pleasures  of  the  velvet  plain. 
The  painted  tablets,  dealt  and  dealt  again  ! 
Cards  with  what  rapture,  and  the  polidi'd  die, 
Tlie  yawning  chasm  of  indolence  supply ! 
Then  to  the  dance,  and  make  the  sober  moon 
Witness  of  joys  that  shun  the  sght  of  noon. 
Blame,  Cynic,  if  you  can,  quadnlle  or  ball. 
The  snug  dose  party,  or  the  splendid  hall, 
Where  Night,  down-stooping  from  her  ebon  throne. 
Views  constellations  brighter  than  her  own. 
'Tis  innocent,  and  harmless,  and  refin*d. 
The  bafan  of  care,  Eljrsium  of  the  mind« 
Innocent !  Oh  if  venorable  Time 
Slain  at  the  foot  of  Pleasure  be  no  crime, 
Thai,  with  his  silver  beard  and  magic  wand. 
Let  Comus  rise  archbishop  of  the  hind ; 
Let  hhn  your  rubric  and  your  feasts  prescribe. 
Grand  metropolitan  of  all  the  tribe. 
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Of  mannen  rough*  «nd  coane  athletic  cast. 
The  rank  debauch  suits  Clodio^s  filthy  taste. 
RufiUus,  exqui^tdy  ioxax'd  b]r  rule. 
Not  of  the  moral  but  the  danong  school, 
Wonders  at  Qodio's  fcUies,  in  a  tone 
As  tragical,  as  others  at  his  own. 
He  cannot  dxmk  five  bottles,  bilk  the  score, 
Then  kill  a  constable*  and  dxiok  five  moie ; 
But  he  can  draw  a  pattern,  make  a  tart. 
And  has  the  ladies'  etiquette  by  heart. 
Go,  fool ;  and,  aim  in  ann  wuh  Clodio,  plead 
Your  cause  before  a  bar  you  little  dread  ; 
But  know,  the  law  that  bids  the  dcunkaid  die. 
Is  far  too  just  to  pass  the  triflec  by. 
Both  baby-featur'd,  and  of  in£Eait  size, 
View*d  from  a  distance,  and  with  heedless  eyes, 
FoUy  and  Innocence  are  so  alike. 
The  diiPrence,  though  essential,  fails  to  strike^ 
Yet  Folly  ever  has  a  vacant  stare, 
A  shnp'ring  countenance,  and  a  trifling  air ; 
But  Innocence,  sedate,  serene,  erect. 
Delights  us,  by  engaging  our  respect. 
Man,  Nature's  guest  by  invitation  sweet. 
Receives  from  her  both  appetite  and  treat ; 
But,  if  he  play  the  glutton  and  exceed. 
His  benefiwtress  blushes  at  the  deed. 
For  Nature,  nice,  as  liVral  to  dispense. 
Made  nothhig  but  a  brute  the  slave  of  senae« 
Daniel  ate  pulse  by  choicer-example  zaie  I 
Heav'nbUss'd  the  youth,  and  madenim fresh  and  fidr* 
Gorgonius  sits,  abdominous  and  wan. 
Like  a  fat  squab  upon  a  Chinese  fan  t 
He  snufis  far  off  th'  antidpated  joy ; 
Turtle  and  ven'son  all  his  thoughts  employ ; 
Prepares  for  meals  as  jockeys  takfi  a  sweat. 
Oh,  nauseous  !-*-aa  emetic  for  a  whet  { 
WOl  Providence  overlook  the  wasted  good? 
Temperance  were  no  virtue  if  he  could* 

That  pleasures,  th^sefore,  or  what  such  we  call. 
Are  hurWd,  is  a  truth  confessed  by  alL 
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And  some,  that  seem  to  threaten  virtue  less. 
Still  hutiiil  in  th*  abuse,  or  by  th*  excess. 
Is  man  then  qdIt  for  his  torment  plac*d 
The  centre  of  delimts  he  maj  not  taste  ? 
Like  fid)l*d  Tantams,  oondemn*d  to  hear 
The  nredous  stream  still  purling  in  his  ear, 
Li|»-deep  in  what  he  longs  fer,  and  yet  coist 
Widi  prohibition,  and  perpetual  thirst  ? 
No,  wrangler — destitute  of  shame  and  sense. 
The  precept  that  enjdns  him  abstinence» 
Forbids  hmi  none  but  the  licentious  joy. 
Whose  ftuit,  thou^  fidr,  tempts  only  to  destroy. 
Remorse,  the  fatal  egg  by  Pleasure  had 
In  ev^ry  bosom  where  her  nest  is  made, 
Hatch*d  by  the  beams  of  Truth,  denies  him  rest. 
And  proves  a  raging  scoipion  in  his  breast 
No  jueasuie  ?  Are  domestic  comforts  dead  ? 
Are  an  the  nameless  sweets  of  fiiendsbip  fled  ? 
Has  time  worn  out,  or  fashion  put  to  shame. 
Good  sense,  good  health,  good  conscience,  and  good 
An  these  bdong  to  virtue,  and  aR  prove       [fame  ? 
That  virtue  has  a  title  to  your  love. 
Have  yoa  no  touch  of  pity,  that  the  poor 
Stand  starv*d  at  your  inhospitable  door  ? 
Or  if  yourself,  too  scantfly  supplied. 
Need  h^>,  let  honest  industry  piovideu 
Earn,  if  you  want ;  if  you  abound,  impart : 
These  both  are  pleasures  to  the  feeUng  neart. 
No  pleasure  ?  has  some  siddy  eastern  waste 
Sent  us  a  wind  to  paidi  us  at  a  blast  ? 
Can  British  Paradise  no  scenes  afirad 
To  plane  her  sated  and  indifftent  kid  ? 
Are  sweet  philosophy's  enjoyments  run 
Quite  to  the  lees  ?  And  has  rdigion  none  ? 
Brutes  capable  should  tdl  yon  *tis  a  Ue, 
And  judge  you  ftom  the  kennel  and  the  sty. 
Delights  like  these,  ye  sensual  and  profane. 
Ye  are  bid,  begg'd,  besought  to  entertain ; 
CaUM  to  these  crystal  streams,  do  ye  turn  off 
Obscene  to  swiU  and  swanow  at  a  trough  ? 

l2 
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Envy  the  beast  then,  on  wbom  Heav^  beatowt 
Your  plcasuzes,  wUii  no  ciutses  in  the  dose. 

Pleasure  adinitted  in  undue  d^pee 
Enslaves  the  wiU,  nor  Ubycs  the  judgment  firee. 
'Tis  not  fdone  the  grape^s  enticing  juice 
Unnerves  die  nxnal  powers,  and  duubb  their  use ; 
Ambitiont  avMce,  and  the  lust  of  fione. 
And  woman,  lovdhr  wonuiDt  does  the  same. 
The  heivrt*  suncnder'd  to  the  ruling  power 
Of  some  ungovcm*d  passioa  ev*Ty  hour. 
Finds  by  degrees  the  troths,  that  onoe  bore  sway. 
And  all  their  deep  impresrions,  wear  away  { 
So  coin  grows  smooth,  in  traffic  current  passed, 
Till  Casar's  image  is  effi^'d  at  last 

The  breach,  dio'  saoall  at  first,  soon  opening  widei 
In  rushes  loUy  with  a  fuH^moon  tide. 
Then  wdcome  ernmrs  of  whatever  aze^ 
To  justify  it  by  a  thousand  lies^ 
As  creepmg  ivy  cUngs  to  wood  or  stone» 
And  hioes  Ihe  ruin  that  it  feeds  upon  i 
So  sophistry  cleaves  dose  to  and  protects 
Sin*s  rotten  trunk,  conoealing  its  defects. 
Mortals,  whose  pteasmes  are  their  only  CKte% 
First  wish  to  be  impoe'd  on,  and  then  ase. 
And,  lest  the  fulscme  artifice  diottkl  fail, 
Themsdves  will  hide  its  eoarseness  witfi  a  veik 
Not  more  industrious  are  the  just  and  tx«e» 
To  give  to  Virtue  what  is  Virtue's  dufr— 
The  praise  of  wisdom,  oomdiness,  and  worthy 
And  call  her  cfaams  to  puUie  notice  finlii^*. 
Than  Vice's  mean  and  disingmuous  raee^ 
To  hide  the  whodring  ftatures  of  her  fiios* 
Her  form  with  dress  and  lotion  they  repair ; 
Then  kiss  their  idol,  and  pronounce  her  ' 

The  sacred  inijpkment  I  now  employ 
Might  prove  a  mischief,  or  at  best  a  toy  ( 
A  trifle,  if  it  nuwe  but  to  amuse ; 
But,  if  to  wrong  the  judgment  and  abuse. 
Worse  than  a  poniard  in  the  basest  hand, 
It  stabs  at  once  the  morals  of  a  kuuU 
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Ye  wiiten  of  what  none  with  mfety  teadp^ 
Footing  it  in  the  dance  that  Fancy  lead»( 
Ye  novelists,  who  mar  what  ye  would  mouU 
Soivllmg  and  driv^iling  folly  without  end ; 
Whose  corresponding  misses  £11  the  zeam 
With  sentimental  fiippery  and  dnam» 
Caught  in  a  delicate  s^  silken  net 
By  some  lewd  earl,  or  rakehell  haBranet : 
Ye  pimps,  who  under  virtue's  fair  prelaice^ 
Steid  to  the  doset  of  young  innocfiifle» 
And  teach  her,  inexperienced  yet  and  ipivcn. 
To  scribble  as  you  scribbl'd  at  fifteen  ; 
Who  kindling  a  oombustkin  of  desire. 
With  some  c^  moial  think  to  quench  the  fire  t 
Thoufl^  an  your  engineerii^  proves  in  vain* 
The  dribbling  stream  na'er  puts  it  cut  again : 
O  that  a  verse  had  power,  and  could  command 
Far,  fiir  away  these  flesh-flies  of  die  land  ; 
Who  fasten  without  mevcy  on  the  fair. 
And  suck,  and  leave  a  craving  maggot  there ! 
Howe*er  ^iaguit'd  th*  inflammntoiy  tale. 
And  covered  irith  a  fine*spu&  q>ecious  veil; 
Suc^  writers,  and  nich  rraders,  owe  the  gint 
And  relish  of  their  pleasure  all  to  lust* 

But  the  muse,  eag^pinion'd,  has  in  view 
A  quanr  more  important  stiH  than  you; 
Down,  down  the  wtbA  she  swims,  and  sails  away, 
Now  stoops  upon  it,  and  now  graspa  the  prey. 

Petromusl  all  the  Muses  weep fiir  thee; 
But  ev*iy  tear  shall  scald  thy  memory : 
The  Graces  too,  while  Virtue  at  their  dirine 
Lay  bleeding  under  thai  soft  hand  ef  ihine^ 
Felt  each  a  mortal  stab  in  her  own  breast, 
AbhoEr'd  the  sacrifice,  and  onrs'd  the  priest. 
Thou  poUsh'd  and  hi^<.finidi'd  foe  to  truth, 
Graybeard  corrupter  of  oar  jisfning  youth. 
To  purge  and  tlmn  away  the  filth  of  viee^ 
That  so  refin'd  it  might  the  more  entice. 
Then  pour  it  on  the  moiab  of  thy  son ; 
To  taint  Ms  heart,  was  worthy  of  tkine  own  / 
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Now,  while  the  pouon  all  hig^  life  pervades. 
Write,  if  tbou  canst,  one  letter  from  the  shades. 
One,  and  one  only,  chaig*d  with  deep  regret. 
That  thy  worse  part,  thy  principles,  Uve  yet  i 
One  sad  qnstle  thence  may  cure  mankind 
Of  the  pbigue  spread  by  bundles  left  behind. 
'Tis  granted,  and  no  plainer  truth  appears. 
Our  most  important  are  our  earliest  years ; 
The  Mind,  impressible  and  soft,  with  ease 
Imbibes  and  copies  what  she  hears  and  sees. 
And  through  life's  labyrinth  holds  fiist  the  dew 
That  Education  gives  her,  false  or  true. 
Plants  raised  with  tenderness  are  seldom  strong ; 
Man*8  ocdtish  disposition  asks  the  thonff ; 
And  without  discipline,  the  fiiv'iite  chud. 
Like  a  neglected  mrester,  runs  wild. 
But  we,  as  if  good  qualities  would  grow 
Spontaneous,  take  but  little  pains  to  sow ; 
We  nve  some  Latin,  and  a  smatdi  of  Greek  ; 
Teadb  him  to  fence  and  figure  twice  a-week  ; 
And  having  done,  we  thimc  the  best  we  can, 
Pnise  his  proficiency,  and  dub  him  man. 

From  sdiool  to  Cam  or  Isis,  and  thence  home ; 
And  thence  with  all  convenient  speed  to  Rome, 
With  rev'kend  tutor  dad  in  habit  hiy. 
To  tease  for  cash,  and  quaxrd  with  aU  day ; 
With  memorandum-book  for  ev'ry  town, 
And  ev'xy  post,  and  where  the  diaase  broke  down ; 
His  stock,  a  few  French  phrases  got  by  heart. 
With  much  to  learn,  but  nothing  to  impart 
The  youth,  obedient  to  his  sire's  commands, 
Sets  off  a  wand'rer  into  foreign  lands. 
Suipris'd  at  all  they  meet,  the  gosling  pair. 
With  awkward  gait,  stretch'd  neck,  uid  silly  stare. 
Discover  huge  cathedrals  built  with  stone. 
And  steeples  tow'ring  high  much  like  our  own ; 
But  show  peculiar  li^t  by  many  a  grin. 
At  popish  practiGes  <»werv'd  within. 

Ere  long,  some  bowing,  smirking,  smart  abb^ 
Remarks  two  loit'rers,  that  have  lost  their  wAy  ;, 
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And  bemg  always  primM  wiihjpoUteige 
For  men  of  their  appearanee  and  address, 
With  Qituh  oompassion  undertakes  the  task* 
To  tell  them  more  than  they  have  wit  to  ask  ; 
Points  to  inscriptions  wheresae*er  they  tread, 
Sudi  as,  when  l^ble,  were  never  read. 
But,  beinp  cankered  now  and  half  worn  out. 
Craze  antiqUi»iian  brains  with  endless  doubt ; 
Some  headless  hero,  or  some  Csesar  show»— 
Defective  only  in  his  Roman  nose ; 
Exhibits  elevations,  drawings,  plans, 
Models  of  Herculanean  pots  and  pans ; 
And  sd^B  them  medals,  which,  if  neither  rare 
Nor  ancient,  .will  be  so,  preservM  with  caie. 
Strange  the  tfidis^  I  from  whatever  cause 
His  great  improvement  and  new  lights  be  draws^ 
The  squire,  once  bashful,  is  shamaac'd  no  more, 
But  teems  with  powers  he  never  felt  before : 
Whether  increas  d  momentum,  and  the  force. 
With  which  from  dime  to  dime  he  sped  his  course 
(As  axles  sometimes  kindle  as  they  go), 
Chaf  *d  him,  and  brought  dull  nature  to  a  glow ; 
Or  whether  dearer  skies  and  softer  air. 
That  make  Italian  flowers  so  sweet  and  fiiir» 
Freshening  his  lazy  spirits  as  he  ran. 
Unfolded  genially  and  spread  the  man ; 
Returning  he  proclaims  by  many  a  grace. 
By  shrugs  and  strange  contortions  of  his  £ue. 
How  much  a  dunce,  that  has  been  sent  to  roam. 
Excels  a  dunce,  that  has  been  kept  at  home. 

Accomplishments  have  taken  virtue's  place. 
And  wisdom  falls  before  exterior  grace : 
We  slight  the  precious,  kemd  of  the  stonet 
And  toil  to  ppfisb  its  rough  coat  alone. 
A  just  deportment,  marneni  gsac'd  wijth  ease^ 
Elegant  phrase«  and  figure  form'd  to  please. 
Are  quauties,  wat  seem  to  comprehend 
WhaJ^ver  parents,  guardians,  schools  intend ; 
Hence  an  unfumish'd  and  a  listless  mind. 
Though  busy,  trifling ;  empty,  though  reiin'd  ; 
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Henoe  all  Aat  into^acs,  and  dares  to  dash 

With  indolence  and  hxroiy,  is  tiash : 

While  learning,  once  the  man's  exdnave  pride. 

Seems  waging  £sst  towards  the  ftmale  side. 

Learning  itself,  xecdvM  into  a  mind 

By  nature  weak,  or  Tidously  indin*d. 

Serves  but  to  lead  phflosophers  astray. 

Where  diildren  would  with  ease  disoorn  the  way» 

And  of  an  arts  sagadous  dupes  invent. 

To  dieat  themsdyes  and  gain  the  world's  assent, 

The  worst  i&— Scripture  warp'd  from  its  intent 

The  carriage  howls  along,  and  all  are  jdeas'd 
If  Tom  he  sober,  and  the  wheds  wdl  greas'd ; 
But  if  the  rogue  have  gone  a  cup  too  far. 
Left  out  his  Bnchpin,  or  forgot  nis  tar. 
It  suffers  interruption  and  delay. 
And  meets  with  hindrance  in  the  smoodiest  way. 
When  some  hypoiheds,  absurd  and  vain. 
Has  fin*d  with  all  its  fiunes  a  critic's  brain. 
The  text  that  sorts  not  with  his  darling  whim. 
Though  plain  to  others,  is  obscure  to  mm. 
The  will  made  subject  to  a  lawless  force. 
All  is  irregular  and  out  of  course ; . 
And  Judgment  drunk,  and  brib'd  to  lose  his  way 
Winks  hard,  and  talks  of  darkness  at  noonday. 

A  critic  on  the  sacred  book  should  be 
Candid  and  leam'd,  dispassionate  and  ftee : 
Free  from  the  wayward  bias  bigots  fed. 
From  foncy's  influence,  and  intemperate  zeal : 
But,  above  all  (or  let  tiie  wretch  rcfltdn. 
Nor  touch  the  pi^  he  cannot  but  profane). 
Free  from  the  domineering  pow'r  of  hist ; 
A  lewd  interpreter  is  never  just 

Haw  shall  I  speak  thee,  or  thy  pow*r  address. 
Thou  god  of  our  idolatry,  the  Press  ? 
By  thee  reli^;ion,  liberty,  and  laws. 
Exert  theb  mfluence,  and  advance  their  cause  ; 
By  thee  worse  pUgues  than  Pharaoh's  land  befd, 
Biffus'd,  make  Earth  the  vestibule  of  Hell ; 
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Thoa  firantain,  at  which  diink  the  good  and  wiae  ; 
Thou  ever-bubhling  spzing  of  endless  lies ; 
Like  Eden's  dread  probationary  tree. 
Knowledge  of  good  and  evil  is  from  thee. 

No  wiU  en£usia8t  ever  yet  could  rest. 
Tin  half  mankind  were  like  himself  possessed. 
Philosophers,  who  darken  and  put  out 
Eternal  truth  by  everlasting  doubt; 
Church  quacks,  with  passions  under  no  command, 
Who  fin  the  world  with  doctrines  contraband, 
Disoov'reEB  of  they  know  not  what,  confined 
Within  no  bounds— the  bUnd  that  lead  the  blind ; 
To  streams  of  popular  opinion  drawn, 
Deposite  in  those  shallows  aU  their  spawn. 
The  wriggling  fry  soon  fill  the  creeks  around, 
Pois'ning  the  waters  where  their  swarms  abound. 
Scorned  by  the  nobler  tenants  of  the  flood. 
Minnows  and  gudgeons  gorge  th*  unwhdLoome  food 
The  propagated  myriads  spread  so  fast, 
E*en  Lewenhoeck  himself  would  stand  aghast. 
Employed  to  calculate  th'  enormous  sum. 
And  own  his  crab-computing  pow'rs  o'eroome. 
Is  this  hyperbole  ?  The  world  weU  known. 
Your  soto  thoughts  wiU  hardly  find  it  on& 

Fresh  confidence  ihe  speculatist  takes 
From  ev'ry  hair-brain'd  proselyte  he  makes ; 
And  therelbre  prints.    Himself  but  half  decdv'd, 
Tin  others  have  the  soothing  tale  believ'd. 
Hence  oonmient  after  comment,  spun  as  fine 
As  bloated  spiders  draw  the  flimsy  line : 
Hence  the  same  word,  that  bids  our  lusts  obey. 
Is  misapplied  to  sanctify  their  sway. 
If  stubborn  Greek  refiise  to  be  his  friend, 
Hebrew  or  Syriac  sbaU  be  forc'd  to  bend : 
If  languages  and  copies  aU  cry,  No^- 
Somebody  prov'd  it  centuries  ago. 
Like  trout  pursu'd,  the  critic  in  despair 
Darts  to  the  mud,  and  finds  his  safety  there. 
Women,  whom  custom  has  forbid  to  fly 
The  adiolar's  pitch  (the  scholar  best  knows  why), 
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WiA  dB  Ae  flirafe  «d  imkttsM  poor* 

Admire  iM  loBBiV*  «&  •bBB^  •>d'°^ 
WlMevcT  ens,  die  priflrt  on  iis*ar  be  wrong. 

Widi  snch  file  iPoris  fianiiiv  to  bis  tongue. 

YeladBBs!  (ibr indiricnt in  jponr cwae 

I  shoiiU  dome  to  feiftift  an  anOMue,) 

Whatever  ahods  er  9m  Hie  kast  olfence 

To  viitae,  dtSeuj^  tnjJii,  cr  saMe 
(Try  die  ciitenon,  *da  a  findifttl  guide), 
Kor  has,  nor  can  haie,  Scriptne  on  its  ade. 

None  but  an  nnhar  knows  an  anduir^s  cares. 
Or  Fancy's  ftodnefls  fiv  die  duld  she  bean. 
Committed  onoe  into  dw  pdUic  aims. 
The  baby  seems  to  smile  widi  added  diamis. 
Like  somednng  pndons  fUitiirM  fiur  ficm  tere, 
Tis  vahied  lor  the  d«iger*8  sake  die  mote. 
He  views  it  widi  eompfikosney  supicmt, 
SdfidiB  kind  sMentkin  to  bis  dieam  ; 
And  daily  more  enamoured  of  die  cheat, 
Kneds,  and  ado  Heav'to  to  bfcas  die  dear  deceit. 
So  one,  whose  stoty  aerres  at  least  to  show 
Men  krr'd  dieir  own  piodnodons  kng  ago, 
Woo*d  an  ""fc"^^  statue  for  his  wife. 
Nor  rested  tin  the  gods  had  mY'n  it  life. 
If  some  mere  dnrHer  eodc  toe  sugar'd  fib. 
One  that  stSI  needs  his  leading-string  and  bib. 
And  pacaise  bis  genins,  he  is  soon  repaid 
In  praise  applied  to  die  same  part— bis  head : 
For  'tis  a  rule,  that  holds  for  ever  true. 
Grant  me  disoemment,  and  I  grant  it  you* 

Patient  of  oontiadicdon  as  a  duld, 
AfiaUe,  humble,  diffident,  and  mild; 
Such  was  Sir  Isaac,  and  sudi  Bo^  and  Lo<^] 
Your  blund'rer  is  as  sturdv  as  &  rode. 
The  creature  is  so  sure  to  kick  and  bite, 
A  muleteer's  die  man  to  set  him  right. 
First  Appetite  tidssts  him  Truth's  sworn  foe. 
Then  obstinate  8df-wiU  oonfirms  him  so. 
Ten  hnn  he  wanders ;  that  his  enraor  leads  • 
To  ^tal  illar  ti^  dioogb  die  path  lie  treads 


THE  PROGRESS  OF  BRROUR.      133 

Be  flowery,  and  he  see  no  cause  of  fear, 
Death  and  the  pains  of  Hdl  attend  him  there : 
In  Tain ;  the  dave  of  anoganoe  and  pride» 
He  has  no  hearing  on  the  {Mudent  mae. 
His  stfll  lefoted  quirks  he  stiU  repeats  ; 
New  rais'd  objectioiis  with  new  quibbles  meets ; 
Tin,  sinking  in  the  quicksand  he  defends* 
He  dies  disputing,  and  the  oontest  eada— 
But  not  the  mis£ie6 ;  they,  still  left  behind* 
Like  thistle-seeds,  are  sown  by  ev^ry  wind. 

Thus  men  go  wrong  with  an  ingenious  skill ; 
Bend  the  strait  rule  to  their  own  cvooked  will ; 
And  with  a  dear  and  shining  lamp  supplied. 
First  put  it  out,  then  take  it  for  a  guide. 
Halting  on  crutches  of  unequal  size. 
One  le^  by  truth  supported,  one  by  lies ; 
They  sidle  to  the  goal  widi  awkwud  pace, 
Seciue  of  nothing — ^but  to  lose  ihe  race. 

Faults  in  the  Ufe  breed  enours  in  the  btaio, 
And  these  zedproddly  those  again. 
The  mind  and  conduct  mutually  imprint 
And  stamp  dieir  image  in  each  other*s  mint  i 
Each,  sire  and  dam,  of  an  infernal  race. 
Begetting  and  conoeiTing  all  that's  base. 

None  sends  his  arrow  to  the  mark  in  view. 
Whose  himd  is  feeble,  or  his  aim  untrue^ 
For  ihouffh,  ere  yet  the  shaft  is  on  the  wing. 
Or  when  it  fint  rorsakes  th*  elastic  string. 
It  err  but  little  from  th*  intended  line. 
It  falls  at  last  &r  wide  of  his  design : 
So  he,  who  seeks  a  mansion  in  ttM  sky. 
Must  watdi  Ins  putpose  with  a  stedfest  eye ; 
That  prize  belongs  to  none  but  the  sincere  ; 
The  least  obliquity  is  fatal  here. 

With  caution  taste  the  sweet  Circean  cup : 
He  that  sips  often,  at  last  drinks  it  up. 
Habits  are  soon  assam'd ;  but  wh^  we  strive 
To  strip  them  off,  'tis  behig  ftay'd  alive. 
CaU'd  to  the  temple  of  impure  delight. 
He  that  abstams,  and  he  alone,  do^  right. 
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If  a  wish  wander  {bat  way,  eaU  it  borne ; 
He  cannot  long  be  eafe  wnoae  wnbes  nam. 
But,  if  you  past  tbc  tbieahoU,  yoa  are  CMi^^t; 
Die  dien,  if  pow*r  Abnig^ty  save  yoa  not 
There  baxd*nlng  by  degnes,  till  doable  steel*df 
Take  leaie  of  natoie^s  God,  and  God  ieveal*d ; 
Then  bni^  at  aU  yoa  ticmbled  at  befive ; 
And,  joining  the  fiee-ddnken*  brutal  roar. 
Swallow  the  two  grand  nostrums  diey 
That  Scriptnre  lin,  and  blasphemy  is  sense : 
If  ckmency,  revolted  by  abuse 
Be  damnable,  then  dainn*d  without  excuse. 

Some  dream  that  tfiey  can  stlence,  when  they  will. 
The  stoim  of  passion,  and  say,  Peace^  be  ttiU; 
But  "  Thus  for  and  noftrther,**  when  addressM 
To  the  wild  wave,  or  wilder  human  breast. 
Implies  audiority  diat  never  can. 
That  never  ou^t  to  be  tiie  lot  of  man. 

But  muse  forbear ;  long  flights  ibrbode  a  iidl ; 
Strike  on  the  deep*ton'd  anem  the  sum  of  alL 

Hear  the  just  law — ^the  judgment  of  the  skies ! 
He  that  hates  truth  shall  be  the  dupe  of  lies : 
And  he  that  triU  be  dieated  to  the  last. 
Delusions  strong  as  HeD  riudl  bind  him  fkst 
But  if  the  wandVer  his  mistake  discern. 
Judge  his  own  ways,  and  sigh  for  a  return, 
BewilderM  once,  must  he  b^fail  bis  loss 
For  ever  and  for  ever  ?  No— ^e  cross  ! 
There  and  there  only  (though  the  deist  rave. 
And  atheist,  if  Earth  bear  so  base  a  slave)  ; 
There  and  there  only  is  the  pow'r  to  save. 
There  no  ddusive  hope  invites  despair ; 
No  mock'ry  meets  yon,  no  deception  there. 
The  spells  and  charms,  that  blinded  you  before. 
An  vanish  there,  and  fosdnate  no  more. 

I  am  no  preacher,  let  this  hint  suffice— 
The  cross,  once  seen,  is  death  to  ev*ry  vice  : 
Else  he  that  hung  there  suiierM  all  ms  pain. 
Bled,  groaned,  and  agomzM,  and  died,  m  vsun* 
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Man,  on  the  dubious  waves  of  enour  tossed. 
His  ship  half-founder'd,  and  his  compass  lost, 
Sees,  ua  as  human  qptics  may  command, 
A  sleraing  fog,  and  randes  it  dry  land : 
Spceacu  all  his  canvass,  ey*iy  sinew  pUes ; 
Pants  for't,  aims  at  it,  enteis  it,  and  dies  ! 
Then  fiuewell  all  self-satisfying  schemes. 
His  wdl-built  qrstems,  phih)eophic  dreams  ; 
Deceitful  views  of  future  bliss  faMwell  !•— 
He  reads  his  sentence  at  the  flames  of  HeU. 

Hard  lot  of  man — ^to  toil  for  the  reward 
Of  virtue,  and  yet  lose  it  I  Wherefore  hard  ? 
He  that  would  win  the  xauOd  must  guide  his  horse 
Obedient  to  the  customs  of  the  course ; 
Else,  though  imequall*d  to  the  ^oal  he  flies, 
A  meaner  than  himself  shall  gam  the  prize. 
Grace  leads  the  right  way :  ifyou  choose  t|ie  wroi^. 
Take  it  and  perish ;  but  restrain  your  tonsue ; 
Charge  not,  with  light  sufficient,  and  left  nee, 
Yoor  wilful  suicide  on  God*s  decree. 

O  how  unlike  the  complex  works  of  man, 
Heav*n*s  easy,  artless,  unencumbered  plan  1 
No  meretricious  graces  to  beguile. 
No  clustering  ornaments  to  dog  the  pile  ; 
Prom  ostentation  as  from  wealmess  nee» 
It  stands  like  the  cerulean  arch  we  see« 
Majestic  in  its  own  simplid^. 
Inscrib'd  above  the  portal,  firom  afar 
Conspicuous  as  the  brightness  of  a  star* 
Legible  only  by  die  li^t  they  give. 
Stand  the  soul-ouick*ning  woir&-^BeUeve  and  iive* 
Too  many,  sboc^^d  at  wl^t  should  charm  them  mosl« 
Despise  me  pkdn  direction,  and  are  lost. 
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HeaT*n  on  sodi  tenns !  (they  ay  with  proud  (Ub« 

Incredible,  impoasible,  and  Tain  !— 
Rdid,  beomse  *tis  cmjt  to  obey ; 
And  BOom,  for  its  own  sake,  the  gracioiis  way. 
lliese  are  the  aober,  in  idwoe  oooler  Inains 
Some  thought  of  inunoftality  remains ; 
^le  rest,  too  busy  or  too  gay  to  wait 
On  the  sad  theme,  their  evedasting  state, 
^Dort  Ibr  a  day,  and  perish  in  a  ni^t. 
The  fourn  upon  the  waten  not  so  h^t. 

Who  judgM  the  pharisee  ?  What  odioiis  cause 
Exposed  him  to  the  Tcngeanoe  of  die  Uws  ? 
Had  he  sedoeM  a  Tiigin,  wrai^M  a  fiiend. 
Or  stabbM  a  man  to  serve  some  private  end  ? 
Was  blasphemy  his  an  ?  Or  did  he  stray 
From  the  strict  duties  of  the  sacred  day  ? 
Sit  long  and  late  at  the  caioosing  board  ? 
(Such  were  the  sins  with  wfaidi  he  diarg'd  his  Lord.) 
No*-Ae  man*s  morals  were  exact,  what  then  ? 
"Twas  his  ambition  to  be  seen  of  men ; 
His  virtues  were  his  pride ;  and  that  one  vice 
Made  aU  his  yiitues  gewgaws  of  no  price  ; 
Ho  wore  diem  as  fine  trappingB  for  a  dioWy 
A  praymg,  synagogue-fireraenting  besu« 

The  scSr-appkuding  bnd,  the  peacock,  see 
Mark  what  a  sumptuous  pharisee  is  he ! 
Meridian  sun-beams  tempt  him  to  unfold 
His  radiant  ^ories,  azure,  green,  and  gold : 
He  treads  as  if,  some  solemn  munc  near. 
His  measur*d  step  were  govem'd  by  his  ear : 
And  seems  to  say— Ye  meaner  fowl,  give  place, 
I  am  aU  ^endour,  dignity,  and  grace ! 

Not  so  the  pheasant  on  his  channs  presumes, 
Thoo^  he  too  has  a  glory  in  his  phimes. 
He,  fhristianliire,  retreats  with  modest  mien 
To  the  dose  copse,  or  for-sequester*d  green, 
And  shines  without  deriring  to  be  seen. 
The  plea  of  works,  as  arrogant  and  vain, 
Hcay'n  turns  ftom  with  abhoncnee  and 
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Not  vuuc  affioQted  by  avowM  oca^icct* 

Than  by  the  mere  dinembler*8  feiga*d  lespect 

What  is  an  righteousnsss  that  men  devise  ? 

What — but  a  sordid  bargain  for  the  skies  ? 

But  Christ  as  soon  would  abdicate  his  own* 

As  stoop  from  Heav'n  to  seU  the  proud  a  tfanme. 

His  dwelling  a  recess  in  some  xude  rock* 
Book,  beads,  and  nu^yle-dish,  his  meagre  stock ; 
In  shirt  of  hair  and  weeds  of  canvass  £ess*d. 
Girt  with  a  bell-rope  that  the  pope  has  bless'd ; 
Adust  with  stripes  told  out  for  ev'ry  crime. 
And  sore  tormented  long  be£are  his  time ; 
His  pray*r  preferred  to  saints  that  cannot  aid ; 
His  praise  pos^n'd,  and  never  to  be  paid ; 
See  die  sase  hermit,  by  mankind  admired. 
With  all  that  bigotry  adopts  inspir'd. 
Wearing  out  life  in  his  religious  whim, 
TOl  his  religious  whimsey  wean  oat  him. 
His  works,  his  abstinence,  his  zeal  allow'd. 
You  think  him  humble-~God  accounts  him  proud ; 
Hi^  in  demand,  though  lowly  in  pretence. 
Of  all  his  conduct  this  the  genuine  sensfr— 
My  penitential  stripes,  my  streaming  blood. 
Have  purchased  Heav*n,  and  prove  my  title  gjood. ; 

Turn  eastward  now,  and  Fancy  shall  apply 
To  your  weak  sight  her  telescopic  eye. 
The  bramin  kindles  on  his  own  bare  head 
The  sacred  fire,  self-torturing  his  trade. 
His  voluntary  pains,  severe  and  long. 
Would  give  a  barbarous  air  to  Britadi  song  ; 
No  grand  inquisitor  could  woEse  invent. 
Than  he  contrives  to  sufier,  weU  content. 

Whidi  is  the  saintUer  worthy  of  the  two  ? 
Past  aU  dispute,  yon  anchorite,  say  tou. 
Your  sentence  uid  mine  differ.    What's  a  name ! 
I  say  the  bramin  has  the  £urer  claim* 
If  8uff*rings,  Scripture  no  whexe  recommends, 
Devis'd  by  self  to  answer  seifish  ends. 
Give  saintship,  then  all  Europe  must  agree 
Ten  starvliog  hermits  sufi^  less  than  he. 

M  2 
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The  truth  is  Qf  the  truth  may  suit  your  eaf* 
And  prejudice  have  left  a  passage  dear). 
Pride  has  attain'd  its  most  hizuxiant  growth, 
And  poisoii*d  ev*ry  virtue  in  them  boSu 
Pride  may  be  pampei'd  while  the  flesh  grows  lean ) 
Humility  may  dome  an  English  dean  ; 
That  grace  was  Cowper*s--4&,  oonftssM  by  all— 
Thouui  plac'd  in  golden  Durham's  second  stalL 
Not  aU  the  plenty  cf  a  bishop's  board. 
His  palace,  and  his  lacqueys,  and  *'  My  Lord,** 
More  nourish  pride,  that  condescending  vice, 
Than  abstinence,  and  beggary,  and  lice ; 
It  thrives  in  mis*ry,  and  abundant  grows : 
In  mis'ry  fools  upon  tfaemsdves  impose. 

But  why  before  us  protestants  produce 
An  Indian  myrtic,  or  a  French  reduse  ? 
Their  sin  is  plain ;  but  what  have  we  to  ibur. 
Reformed  and  wdl  instracted  ?  You  shall  hear. 

Yon  ancient  prude,  whose  withered  features  show 
She  might  be  young  some  forty  years  ago. 
Her  d£)ws  pinioned  dose  tipon  her  hips. 
Her  head  erect,  her  £ui  upon  her  lips. 
Her  eye-brows  ardi*d,  her  eyes  both  gone  astray 
To  watch  yon  am'rous  couple  in  their  pUy, 
With  bony  and  unkerdueTd  neck  ddles 
The  rude  indemency  of  wintry  skies. 
And  sails  with  lappet-head  and  mincing  airs 
Duly  at  dink  of  bdl  to  morning  pray*rs. 
To  thrift  and  parsinrony  mudi  indin  d. 
She  yet  allows  hendf  mat  boy  bdiind ; 
The  shivering  uidiin,  bending  as  he  goes. 
With  slipshod  beds,  and  dewdrop  at  his  nose ; 
His  predecessor's  coat  advanced  to  wear. 
Which  future  pages  yet  are  doom'd  to  diare. 
Carries  her  Bible  tttck'd  beneath  his  aim. 
And  hides  his  hands  to  keep  his  fingers  warm. 

She,  half  an  angd  in  her  own  account. 
Doubts  not  hereafter  wHh  the  saints  to  mount, 
Thouffh  not  a  grace  appears  on  strictest  search* 
But  that  she  fasts,  and  item,  goes  to  church. 


Conscious  of  age,  ahe  xecoiDeds  her  youth, 

And  teUs,  not  always  with  an  eye  to  truth. 

Who  RMnn*d  her  waist,  and  who,  where'er  he  came, 

Saawrd  vmoa  g^bss  Miss  Bridget's  lovely  name ; 

Who  stole  her  slipper,  fiU'd  it  witib  tokay, 

And  diank  the  li&le  bumper  ev'ry  day. 

Of  temper  as  envenom'd  as  an  asp, 

Censonous,  and  her  er'iy  word  a  wasp  ; 

In  fiuthiul  mem'ry  she  reoords  the  cnmcs. 

Or  real  or  fictitious,  of  the  times ; 

Lang^  at  the  reputations  she  has  torn. 

And  holds  them  dangling  at  arm's  length  in  sconu 

Such  are  die  fruits  of  sanctimonious  pride. 
Of  malioe  fed  while  flesh  is  mortified : 
Take,  Madam,  the  reward  of  all  your  pray'rs. 
Where  hermits  and  where  bramins  meet  wiA  theirs ; 
Your  portion  is  with  them.— Nay,  never  frown. 
Butt  if  yoa  please,  some  fathoms  lower  down. 

Artist  attend— your  bmshes  and  your  paint—* 
Produce  thenw^take  a  chair— now  draw  a  saint. 
Oh  sonowfVil  and  sad  t  the  streamkig  tears 
Channel  her  cheeks—a  Niobe  appears ! 
It  this  a  saint  ?  Throw  tints  and  all  away- 
True  Piety  SB  cheerful  as  the  day. 
Win  weep  indeed  and  heave  a  pi^^ing  groan 
For  others'  woes,  but  snniles  upon  her  own. 

What  purpose  has  the  King  of  saints  in  view  ? 
Why  fiUls  the  Gomel  like  a  gracious  dew  ? 
To  call  up  plenty  from  the  teeming  earth. 
Or  curse  the  desert  with  a  tenfidd  dearth  ? 
li  it  that  Adam's  offipring  may  be  sav'd 
From  servile  fear,  or  be  the  more  endav'd  ? 
To  loose  the  links  that  gall'd  mankind  before. 
Or  bind  them  ftster  on,  and  add  still  more  ? 
The  freebom  Christian  has  no  chains  to  prove. 
Or,  if  a  chain,  the  golden  one  of  love: 
No  fear  attends  to  quench  his  glowing  fires. 
What  fear  he  feds,  nis  gratitude  inspires. 
Shall  he,  finr  such  deUv'rance  freely  wrought. 
Recompense  ill  ?  He  trembles  at  the  thought* 
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His  Martsi't  intVBSt  and  hwrewft-oomfaia^d 
Prompt  ev^iy  BUMremeut  of  his  heart  and  nmid : 
Thought,  wordy  and  deed«  his  libextj  evinoe. 
His  freedom  is  the  freedom  of  a  piinoew 

Man's  obligations  infinite,  of  coune 
His  life  should  prove  that  he  perceives  thor  finoe ; 
His  utmost  he  can  render  is  but  small 
The  principle  and  motive  aU  in  alL 
You  have  two  servants— Tom,  an  aidi»  sly  rogue. 
From  top  to  toe  the  Geta  now  in  vogue. 
Genteel  in  figuie»  easf  in  address. 
Moves  without  ooise,  and  swift  as  an  ezpreBS» 
Reports  a  message  with  a  pleaang  giaoe^ 
Expert  in  all  the  duties  of  his  ph^ ; 
Say,  OD  what  hinge  does  his  obedience  move? 
Has  he  a  w<vld  of  ^titude  and  love  ? 
No,  not  a  ^park— 'tis  all  more  sharper's  play  ; 
He  likes  your  house,  your  housemaid,  and  your  pa^; 
Reduce  lus  wages,  or  get  lid  of  her, 
Tom  quits  you,  with— .Your  most  obedient.  Sin 

The  dinner  serv'd,  Chades  takes  his  usual  stand, 
Watches  your  eye,  anticipates  cnmmand ; 
Si^  if  periiaps  your  appetite  should  fafl; 
And  if  he  but  suspects  a  frown,  turns  pale ; 
Consults  all  day  your  int'rest  and  your  ease. 
Richly  rewarded  if  he  can  but  please  ; 
And,  proud  to  make  his  film  attachmcm  known. 
To  save  your  life  would  nobly  risk  his  own. 

Now  which  stands  highest  in  your  serious  though? 
Charles,  without  doubt,  say  you-- and  so  he  00^9 
One  act,  that  from  a  thankful  heart  proceeds. 
Excels  ten  thousand  meroenaiy  deeds* 

Thus  Heav'n  approves,  as  honest  and  sincere, 
The  work  of  gen'rous  love  and  filial  fear; 
But  with  averted  eyes  th'  omnisrifint  Jud^ 
Scorns  die  base  hireling,  and  the  slavish  drudga 
Where  dwell  these  matchless  saints  ?— old  Ciwio  cncfr 
E'en  at  your  side.  Sir,  and  before  your  eyee. 
The  favour'd  few-— th'  endiustasfes  you  despise. 
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Aad  plen*d  ak  hoot,  iMaMe  on  hokf  gtmad 

J  hypocrite  is  fomii^ 
Rqpioadi  a  people  with  hi*  angle  ftll, 


SomrtiflMi  a  cuitiiig  hypocrite  is 


And  cast  his  filUij  nimeiit  at  mem  afl ; 
Attend  !•— an  upt  siniilitude  diall  show 
Whence  springs  tiie  oondoct  that  offends  you  so. 
See  where  it  amokes  akmg  die  soonding  plain. 
Blown  all  aslant,  a  driving,  dashing  xain» 
Peal  upon  peal  ledcmbling  all  around. 
Shakes  it  again  and  fiuter  to  the  ground ; 
Now  flashing  wide,  now  glanring  as  in  play. 
Swift  beyond  thought  the  lightnings  dart  away. 
Ere  yet  it  came  the  tnvller  uig*d  his  steed. 
And  homed,  hut  with  unauooessftil  qwed ; 
Now  drench'd  tfanu^iout,  and  hopdess  of  his  case» 
He  drops  the  rein,  and  leaves  him  to  his  pace. 
Suppose,  unlook'd  ftr  in  a  scene  so  rude. 
Long  hid  hj  inteiposinff  hill  or  wood. 
Some  mansioa,  neat  and  elegantly  dress'd* 
By  some  kind  hospitahle  heart  possessed, 
Oifer  him  wannth,  securi^,  and  rest ; 
Think  with  what  pleasure,  safe  and  at  his  ease. 
He  hears  the  tempest  howling  in  the  trees ; 
What  glowing  thanks  his  lips  and  heart  employ^ 
While  danger  past  is  tum'a  to  present  joy. 
So  floes  it  with  the  sinner,  when  he  feds 
A  growing  dread  of  vengeance  at  his  heeb  s 
His  consaence,  like  a  glassy  lake  before, 
UMh*d  into  foaming  waves,  begins  to  roar ; 
The  law  grown  damorous,  though  silent  long. 
Arraigns  nim^—cfaarges  him  with  ev'rY  wrong— 
AssertB  the  ri|^t8  of  his  ofl^ded  Lord, 
And  death  or  restitution  is  the  word  £ 
The  last  impossible,  he  feazs  the  first. 
And,  having  wdl  deservM,  expects  the  worst 
llien  wdcome  refuge,  and  a  peaceful  home ; 
Oh  for  a  shdter  from  the  wrath  to  come  t 
Crush  me,  ye  rocks !  ye  falling  mountains  hide^ 
Or  bury  me  in  ocean's  angry  tide.—' 
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The  scrutiny  U  tlnDie  aUHwoiig  ejrw 
I  dare  not— And  you  need  not,  God  leplies ; 
The  lemcdy  you  want  I  freely  mve  t 
The  Book  shaU  teach  you — lead,  bdieve,  and  live ! 
'Tis  done— the  xaging  stoim  ia  heazd  no  more* 
Meccy  reoeivea  him  on  her  peaceful  ahore : 
And  Juatioe,  guardian  of  the  dread  oommand, 
Diopa  the  red  vengeance  from  hia  willing  band. 
A  aoul  redeemed  demands  a  life  of  praise ; 
Hence  the  complexion  of  his  future  days* 
Hence  a  demeanour  holy  and  un^eck^d. 
And  the  w(Hrld*8  hatred,  as  its  auie  effect. 

Some  lead  a  life  unblameable  and  just. 
Their  own  dear  virtue  their  unshaken  trusts 
Xhey  never  sin— <»  if  (as  all  oSend) 
Scnne  trivial  slips  their  daily  walk  attend. 
The  poor  are  near  at  hand,  the  charge  is  small, 
A  slight  gratuity  atones  for  alL 
For  moiigb  the  pope  has  lost  his  int*rest  here. 
And  par£)ns  are  not  sold  as  once  they  were. 
No  papist  more  desirous  to  compound. 
Than,  some  grave  sinners  upon  English  ground* 
That  plea  r^ted,  other  quirks  they  oeck 
Merrir  is  infinite,  and  man  is  weak  ; 
The  mture  shall  obliterate  the  past. 
And  Heav*n  no  doubt  shall  be  their  home  at  last 

Come  tfaenf— a  still,  small  whisper  in  your  ear-«- 
He  has  no  hope  who  never  had  a  fear ; 
And  he  that  never  doubted  of  his  state. 
He  may  perhaps— perhaps  he  may— too  late. 

The  path  to  bhss  abounds  with  many  a  snare ; 
Learning  is  one,  and  wit,  however  raze. 
The  Frenchman,  first  in  literary  fame* 
(Mention  him  if  you  please.    Voltaire  ?— >The  tame,) 
With  8i»rit,  gemus,  eloquence,  supplied, 
Liv'd  long,  wrote  much,  laughed  heartily,  and  died. 
The  Scripture  was  his  jest-book,  whence  he  drew 
Bon  moU  to  gall  the  Christian  and  the  Jew  ; 
An  infidd  in  nealth,  but  what  when  nek  ? 
Oh — ^then  a  text  would  touch  him  at  the  quick : 
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View  him  at  Pans  in  }Sb  last  cveer, 
Sunoandiiiff  thiiingiB  the  demigod  xevere ; 
Exalted  on  liis  pedestal  of  pride. 
And  ftim'd  wilh  fieankinoense  on  ev'iy  side. 
He  b^  their  flatt'iy  with  his  latest  breath. 
And  smothcc'd  inH  at  last,  is  piais'd  to  death. 

Yon  cottager,  who  weaves  at  her  own  door. 
Pillow  and  tebbms  all  herlxtde  store ; 
Content  though  mean,  and  dieerful  if  not  gay. 
Shuffling  her  threads  about  the  livelong  day. 
Just  earns  a  scan^  pittance,  and  at  ni^t 
Lies  down  secure,  her  heart  and  pocket  light ; 
She,  for  her  humble  sphere  by  natoie  fit. 
Has  litde  understanding,  and  no  wit. 
Receives  no  praise ;  bat,  thoi^  her  lot  be  such, 
(Toilsome  and  indigent)  she  renders  much ; 
Just  knows,  and  knows  no  more,  her  Bible  true— 
A  troth  the  brilliant  Frenchman  never  knew ; 
And  in  tiiat  charter  reads  with  sparkling  eyes 
Her  tille  to  a  treasure  in  the  skies. 

0  happy  peasant !  Oh  unhappy  baid ! 
His  the  mere  tinsel,  hers  die  ndi  reward ; 
He  prais'd  perhaps  for  ages  yet  to  come. 
She  never  heard  of  half  a  mile  fiom  homer 
He  lost  in  ennnirs  his  vain  heart  prefers. 
She  safe  in  the  simplicity  of  hers. 

Not  many  wise,  rich,  noble,  or  profound 
In  sdence,  win  one  inch  oi  heav'nfy  ground. 
And  is  it  not  a  mortifying  thou^t 
The  poor  should  gain  it,  and  the  rich  should  not  ? 
No— 4he  voluptuaries,  who  ne'er  foi^get 
One  pleasure  tost,  lose  Heav*n  without  regret ; 
Regret  would  rouse  them,  and  give  birth  to  pzay'r  | 
FhiyVwould  add  fiddi,  and  fidth would  fix  them  there» 

No^  that  the  Former  of  us  all,  in  this. 
Or  aught  he  does,  is  govem'd  by  caprice; 
The  suppositjon  is  replete  with  sin. 
And  bears  the  brand  of  blasphemy  burnt  in. 
Not  so— 4he  silver  trumpet*s  heavhily  call 
Soundi  for  the  poor,  but  sounds  alike  for  all  i 
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Kingt  ne  fainted,  Md  vouU  Idiigi  obsf , 

No  daves  on  eaith  move  wdoame  woe  Am  they : 
But  royalty,  nobiUty,  and  state. 
Are  suoi  a  dead  prqwiideratiiig  vci^t. 
That  endleae  bliae  Caom  etrance  aoe*cr  it  aeem) 
In  oounteipoiae,  fliee  up  and  lickB  the  beanu 
Tia  open,  and  ye  cannot  enter— why  P 
Because  ye  will  not,  Conyen  would  reply— 
And  be  aays  modi  that  many  may  dupute. 
And  cavil  at  with  eaae,  but  none  reiofee. 
O  blesB^d  eflfixt  of  pemny  and  want ; 
The  seed  sown  these,  bow  vig'rous  is  the  plant ! 
No  soil  like  poverty  for  growth  divine. 
As  leanest  land  siqpplies  the  richest  win& 
fiaidi  fpYtt  too  fatUe,  i^vinff  only  bread. 
To  nomidi  pride,  or  turn  me  weakest  head : 
To  Ibem  the  sounding  jaigan  of  the  sciMMls 
Seems  wbat  it  is— «  cap  aoA  bell  fbr  fiMla : 
The  li^t  they  walk  by,  kindled  fion  above. 
Shows  them  Uie  diortest  way  to  life  and  love : 
They,  strangers  to  Ae  cantroverrial  field. 
Where  deists,  always  foQM,  jtt  seom  to  yidd. 
And  never  checked  bv  what  unpedes  the  wise, 
Believe,  rush  forward,  and  posse  lo  the  prize. 

Envy,  ye  matt  the  dull  unlettered  small : 
Ye  have  mudi  cause  for  envy— but  not  alL 
We  boast  some  lidi  ones  whom  the  Gospel  swayi^ 
And  one  who  wean  a  ooraiet  and  prays ; 
Like  gleanings  of  an  olive-tree  they  show. 
Here  and  diere  one  npon  die  topmost  boii^jh. 

How  readily  upon  the  Gospel  plan. 
That  questioa  has  its  answeit— What  is  man  ? 
Smftd  and  weak,  in  ev'ry  sense  a  wietdi ; 
An  instmment,  whose  chnsda  upon  die  stretdi. 
And  strain*d  to  the  last  seiew  that  he  can  bear, 
Yidd  onl)  diaoord  in  his  Maker*s  ear : 
Once  the  blest  residenoe  of  truth  divine. 
Glorious  as  Solyma's  interior  dirine. 
Where,  in  his  own  oracular  abode, 
Dwdt  visibly  the  hg^t-antiDg  God  ; 
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But  made  koc  anee,  like  Babylim  of  old, 

A  den  ot  wkcmeCs  sever  to  be  told : 

And  she,  once  miBtareai  of  &e  ictfans  ttocmd. 

Now  watter'd  wide,  and  no  irhen  to  be  ibiiiid, 

As  aoQQ  diall  riae  and  naecend  the  ftrone. 

By  native  pow*r  and  eoofj  her  own, 

Aa  Nature,  at  her  own  peeuUar  cost, 

Rertoie  to  man  the  gknea  he  has  lost 

Go«-4nd  the  winter  ceaae  to  dull  the  year, 

Bcfdaoe  the  wandering  oomet  in  hia  iphere. 

Then  boast  (but  wait  lor  diat  unhop'd-ftir  hour) 

Tbt  Bdf-reatonng  aim  of  hmnan  pow*r. 

Bat  what  is  man  in  hia  own  proud  esteon  ? 

Hear  hin>— himself  the  poet  and  the  Aeme : 

A  monarch  doth'd  widi  majesty  and  awe. 

His  mind  his  kingdom,  and  his  will  his  laiw, 

6rue  in  hia  mien,  and  ffary  in  his  eyes. 

Supreme  od  earth,  and  worthy  of  the  skies. 

Strength  in  his  heart,  dominion  in  his  nod. 

And,  thundezbolts  excited,  quite  a  God ! 

So  singB  he,  cfaarm'd  with  lUs  own  mind  and  form, 

The  song  magnificent— >the  theme  a  woim  t 

Himself  so  much  the  soivoe  of  his  delight. 

His  Maker,  has  no  beauty  in  his  si^t. 

See  where  he  sits,  contemplative  and  fix'd. 

Pleasure  and  wonder  in  his  features  mix*d. 

His  pasBons  tam*d  and  all  at  his  control. 

How  ncrfect  the  composure  of  hia  soul ! 

Complaeency  has  br^th^d  a  gentle  gale 

O'er  an  his  thoi^ts,  and  sweU*d  his  easy  sail  s 

His  books  well  tiimm'd  and  in  the  gayest  style, 

like  regimented  coxcombs  mnk  and  ffle, 

Adom  his  intellects  as  well  aa  shelves. 

And  teach  him  notions  qtkndid  as  dicmsdves  s 

The  Bible  only  stands  nqgleded  ihos, 

Thoudi  that  of  all  most  worthy  of  his  care ; 

And,  like  an  infimt  troublesome  awake, 

b  left  to  slero  for  peace  and  quietus  sake 

What  vhall  the  man  deserve  of  human  kind, 
Whoae  happy  skill  and  industry  combined 

N 
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Shall  prove- (wliAt  ngnment  eoidd  nefer  yet) 

The  BiUe  an  impoMufe  and  a  cheat  ? 

The  praiHB  of  the  lihertiBe  professM, 

The  woEBt  of  men,  and  cones  of  the  best 

Where  should  the  living,  weeping  o'er  his  woes ; 

The  dying,  treoibling  at  the  awful  ddee ; 

Where  <he  betray'd,  forsidcen,  and  oppressM, 

The  thousands  whom  the  woild  foihids  to  rest ; 

Where  should  thinr  find  ((hose  comforts  at  an  end 

The  Sdiptiue  yieUs),  or  hope  to  find,  a  friend  ? 

Sorrow  xnig^t  muse  herself  to  madness  then, 

And  seddng  exile  finm  the  sight  of  men. 

Bury  herself  in  solitnde  profound. 

Grow  frantio  with  her  pangs,  and  bite  the  ground. 

Thus  (rfien  IXnbehef  ,  grown  sidk  of  life. 

Flies  to  the  tempting  pod,  or  fidon  knife. 

The  jury  meet,  the  coroner  is  short. 

And  hinaqr  tiie  verdict  of  the  court ; 

Reverse  tbie  sentence,  let  the  truth  be  known, 

Such  lunacy  is  ignorance  alone ; 

They  knew  not,  what  some  bishops  may  not  know. 

That  Scripture  is  die  only  cm:e  of  wo ; 

That  field  of  promise,  how  it  flings  abroad 

Its  odoiur  o*er  the  Christian's  thorny  road  f 

The  soul,  reposing  <xi.  assurM  relief, 

F^s  heradf  happy  amidst  all  her  grief, 

Forgets  her  Ubour  as  she  toils  along, 

Weeps  tears  of  joy,  and  bursts  into  a  song. 

But  the  same  word,  tbeit  fike  the  polish'd  share, 
Ploughs  up  the  roots  of  a  believer's  care. 
Kills  too  the  flow*ry  weeds,  where'er  they  grow. 
That  bmd  the  sinner's  Bacchanalian  brow. 
Oh  that  unwelcome  voice  of  heav'niy  love. 
Sad  messenger  of  mercy  from  above  ! 
How  does  it  grate  upon  his  thankless  ear. 
Crippling  his  pleasures  with  the  cramp  of  fear ! 
His  will  and  judgment  at  continual  smfb, 
That  dvil  war  imbitters  all  his  lifet 
In  vain  ,he  pointa  his  powers  against  the  skie^ 
In  vain  he  ckwee  or  averts  his  eyes. 
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Troth  will  intnidd— fhe  bidt  him  y«t  beware; 
And  tbakes  the  eceptie  in  the  eoooiec's  chair. 

Though  ?arious  face  ageinst  the  Truth  oombine, 
Pnde  aUnre  all  oppoies  Imk  desigii; 
Pride,  of  a  growm  w^eiior  to  &  leity 
The  subtlest  serpent  with  tiie  laSdeat  cnst, 
SweiDs  at  the  tfamig^t,  and*  kindling  into  rage. 
Would  hjflt  the  dumb  Meiqr  from  die  itage. 

And  is  die  fonl  indeed  80  KHt—ehe  criee, 
Fan*n  from  her  gjlory,  and  too  weak  to  liae  ? 
Torpid  and  dull  beneath  a  fioaen  aone. 
Has  she  no  spark  that  may  be  deem'd  her  own  P 
Gnnt  her  indebted  to  what  zeakts  oeU 
Gn^e  undeaerv'd,  yet  surciy  not  ix  aUU- 
Some  bcama  of  xectiUide  abe  yet  displays. 
Some  lofwt  oi  virtoe,  and  some  pow'x  to  pndse ; 
Can  lift  herself  above  corporeal  things. 
And,  soaring  on  her  own  nnbonow*d  wings. 
Possess  hexaelf  of  all  that's  good  or  true. 
Assert  the  akies,  and  vindicate  her  due. 
Past  indiscretkin  is  a  vsnial  crime. 
And  if  the  youth,  unmellow'd  yet  by  time. 
Bore  on  hia  branch,  hixnriant  then  and  mde. 
Fruits  of  a  blighted  size,  axutcoEe  and  crude, 
Maturer  years  shall  happier  sfeoiea  produce. 
And  mdunate  the  wdl-concocted  juio& 
Then,  conscious  of  her  meatnoous  seal. 
To  Justice  she  may  make  her  bold  appeal. 
And  leave  to  Mercy,  with  a  tanqnil  mind. 
The  worthless  and  unfituitftd  of  mankind. 
Hear  then  how  Meny,  elicited  and  defied. 
Retorts  th'  aflront  i^jainst  die  crown  of  Pnde> 

Perish  the  virtue,  as  it  oug^t,  abhotr'd. 
And  the  fool  with  it,  who  ineuHts  his  Lord. 
Th*  atonement,  a  Redeemer's  love  has  wnmght. 
Is  not  for  youi—ibe  rig^teoua  need  it  not 
Seest  thou  yon  hariot,  wooing  all  she  meets. 
The  woHMnit  nuisanre  of  the  pubBc  streets. 
Herself  from  mom  to  night,  man  nigM  to  nioni« 
Her  own  abhooence,  and  as  much  your  soom  c 
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The  ^anoui  riMw^t  mlimttid  snd  fne^ 
Shall  ftS  «n  hs,  wbea  Honr'n  deniet  it  theei 
Of  an  that  wiidDin  didaia,  this  the  drift. 
That  man  is  dead  in  on,  and  life  a  gift. 

Is  viitiie,  dun*  unlen  c£  Christian  growth, 
Mtae  felln^,  or  IbolidincsB,  or  bodi  ? 
Ten  diomwml  smb  lost  in  endless  wo. 
For  ignmnoe  orwfaat  tiwy  ooaU  not  know  ? 
Ttet  apeeA  bebays  at  onee  a.  bigot's  tongue, 
Chaige  not  a  God  with  sodi  ouuagcous  wvong. 
Tnily  xKit  I— the  paitial  hg^  moi  hanre, 
JiSy  cned  penoades  me»  wdl  emidoy'd,  nay  save; 
l^liile  he  diat  seoniB  die  noonday  beam,  perteiie» 
S^aii  find  the  bksuig,  imimpni?*d,  a  cone. 
Let  hfitf*****  worthies,  whose  csalted  mind 
Left  seniuality  and  dross  behind. 
Possess  fix  me  dieir  midispiited  lot. 
And  take  mMnried  the  leward  they  soo^  t 
But  still  in  TBttne  of  a  Saviom's  jatea. 
Not  Uind  by  dkoioe,  but  destined  not  to  see. 
Their  fiirtitiide  and  wisdom  were  a  flame 
Celestial,  dwarik  they  knew  not  whence  it  came, 
Desnr*d  firam^e  ssme  sooroe  of  lig^  and  grace. 
That  guides  the  Christian  in  his  swifter  lace ; 
Their  judge  was  onnwcimce,  and  her  nde  their  law, 
That  nde,  mnsoed  widi  revVence  and  widi  awe. 
Led  diem,  oowever  iBlt*ring,  feint,  and  dow. 
From  what  they  knew,  toidiat  di«r  wishM  to  know. 
But  let  not  him,  tltat  diBRs  a  brigj^  day, 
Tnduoe  die  nlendoar  ai  a  noontide  ray, 
Preferdietwilig^of  a  darker  time, 
And  deem  his  base  stopsdity  no  crime : 
The  wietch,  who  digfats  die  bounty  of  the  skies, 
And  smks,  while  fevoiir*d  widi  the  means  to  rise. 
Shall  find  them  rated  at  their  full  amoont; 
The  good  he  soom'd  all  cazried  to  account. 

ManhaQing  all  his  tenonrs  as  he  came. 
Thunder,  and  earthquake,  and  devouring  flames 
From  Suiai's  top  Jehovah  gave  die  law 
Life  for  obedience,  deadi  fer  ey'iy  flaw. 
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When  the  great  SovVeign  irould  his  will  expsegs. 
He  gives  b  perfect  rule ;  what  can  he  lets  ? 
And  guardi  h  widi  a  aanctiftii  as  aevtoro 
As  vengeance  can  inflict,  or  sinneia  fiear : 
Base'hiBtywn  glcniouB  ng^its  he  would  diadainiy 
And  man  mi^t  nftly  trifle  with  hia  name. 
He  bids  him  s^w  widi  unrcoiitting  love 
To  aU  on  earth,  and  to  himself  above ; 
Coodeoma  th*  iajucioua  deed,  the  dud'noos  toBgu^ 
The  Ihen^t  tfaatmeditataa  a  bBotbar*^  vnmg  x 
Brings  not  alone  die  more  ooB^aeaous  part. 
His  conduct,  to  the  test,  but  tnea  hii  hesrt. 

Haikl  uniTKial  natese  shofli:  and  gnan*d, 
Twas  the  lost  trwrnpet    aw  the  Judge  aniluonM !  - 
RoDs^  aU  yonr  comage  al  your  uftnost  nesd. 
Now  stonman  ev^  virtne,  stand  and  plead. 
What!  silent?  Is  your  booating  heard  no  mote  P 
That  self-MDonndng  wisdom,  leian'd  before» 
Had  shed  immortal  g^kniea  on  your  faMw, 
That  all  your  virtues  caaiiot  puzffaaaa  now. 

AH  joy  to  Ihe  believer  i  He  can  spwiku 
TrembUttg  yet  happy,  confident  yet  meek. 

Since  tbe  dear  hour  that  brought  me  to  thy  foot. 
And  cut  up  all  my  HoiUiea  by  the  root, 
I  never  trusted  in  an  arm  but  thine, . 
Nor  hop*d»  bul  in  thy  righteouaness  divine : 
My  pny*ia  and  ahns,  inqicr&ct  and  defil'd^ 
Ware  but  die  feeble  efintta  of  a  child ; 
Howe*er  pedbrm'd,  it  waa  dieir  bda^iteBt  pert» 
That  they  piooeeded  fiom-  a  giaiefol  heart  t 
Gesns'd  in  thine  own  all  puiiAnng  hlood. 
Forgive  their  evil,  and  aoopt  meir  good  ; 
I  csst  them  at  thy  ftet->-4ny  only  plea 
Is  what  it  waa,  dependence  upon  dice, 
WhUe  BlrugaUng  in  die  vale  of  tears  below. 
That  never  ttal'd,  nor  shall  it  frQ  me  now. 

Angelic  gratulatiaDa  lend  the  aides. 
Pride  ftiUs  unpitied,  never  morB  to  rise. 
Humility  is  crowned,  and  Faidi  receives  the  pritOb 
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Ii  ibe  BBt  clidi*4  vilh  a  popctnl  amk  ? 
Cte  NMme  ^A  «  ckn, «  Alt  cnrfer 
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Alt 


To  poor  fab  floUm  tiie  ll»H|h  al  liv  gtfBB  $ 


Of  ( 

Poriad 

To 

Wliam  tbe  vadt  «dk  viKRi'cr  dK  faBows  nil, 

Fknn  die  raid^  Oldie  to  tbe  fioaoi  pole; 


',  VBOR  criT  vange  toeoi  $ 
r  leidi,  and  tav  norts  ; 


Bat  age*  ]ni|BieaE 

Still  luuulSg  B&  BOB) 

An^MikfaerhiVPT:  kt  dK  nne  look  nuMl 

Fiom  Eaet  to  Wert,  no         ^ 

Or  CDif  iriiat,  in  oottigEO  eoMfa^ 

Sig^  nmegndfld  to  die  _ 

Tliiii  ■Imifaii  ot¥|i  fhr  Fiigpiwl  T 

In  Fwchmd^s  cne  to  nove  the  nnne  to  tean 
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Tne  pRO|iiet  wept  tar  IabmI  ;  widiM  hit  tjn 
Were  SmuiaiMm  fed  widi  infimte  sappGea  i 
For  load  dadt  m  wMbaj  and  wioiig{ 
ITiere  were  die  aoomcr'i  and  die  dandYex's  tongue  | 
Oniiy  iM*d  ae  plijidiiimy  or  convenient  toobt 
As  mtVest  biavM  lEnsve8»  or  ftrfrion  ftols ; 
Adah*!^,  nf^^nng  at  his  neij^hbom*g  door  ; 
Ojapnaaaot  lab^nng  haid  to  gimd  the  poor; 
Tne  partial  halanee*  and  dcoeilfid  wei^t; 
The  tieadi*iDaB  onfle,  a  made  ftr  aeeret  hale  ; 
HjuuuBy*  fhfMahty  in  ptaj^y 
And  die  dnll  aervioe  of  me  fbx  weietficta 
Hdr  women,  inwipnt  and  adf-caiaBVl, 
Bj  Vamty's  nnweaned  finger  dresVU 
Foi|got  die  bhidiy  diat  vii|g|iQ  ftan  wipart 
To  modest  dieeia,  and  horrow'd  one  nom  ait ; 
Were  just  audi  tnflcs»  wrthoot  worth  or  use. 
As  sOl^  pride  and  idloiess  prodnee  ; 
Cml'd,  scented,  foibdow'd,  and  floane'd  anmnd, 
Widi  fieet  too  ddicate  to  tondi  die  grennd, 
Thfj  sMch'd  die  net^  and  raU'd  die  wanton  eye^ 
And  i^'d  for  evYf  fool  diat  fiotterM  by. 

He  saw  his  people  davcs  to  ev^  hat, 
Lewd,  avaridous,  anonnt,  unjust ; 
He  heard  the  iHbeds  or  an  svengnig  God 
Gioan  hetmiy  along  the  dirtant  mad ; 
Saw  Baifaykn  set  wide  her  two-leaVd  bnm 
To  let  die  militaiy  deluge  pass ; 
Jouaalem  a  prej,  her  f^biy  sofl'd. 
Her  pnnoeB  caftxwet  and  her  Ueasuias  spoilM  % 
Wept  tin  an  Israd  heard  his  bitter  ay, 
StnnpM  with  his  foot,  and  smote  tmon  his  dngb : 
But  wept,  uid  stamped,  and  smote  his  thig^  in  vain  S 
Pleasure  is  deaf  whoi  told  of  iitture  pain. 
And  aotonds  prophetic  are  too  xou^  to  suit 
Ban  long  aocustom'd  to  die  plrasmg  hite : 
Thej  soorn'd  his  inspixackm  and  his  theme, 
Pranounc'd  him  fiantie,  and  hia  foan  a  dream ; 
Widi  sdf-indulgenfie  wing'd  die  fleeting  hours. 
Tin  the  foe  found  them,  and  down  foU  the  tow*!!. 
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TiU  penitenee  liad  pmg'd  the  public  stain, 


And  CyiuSf  with  irifiiting  pity  mor^d, 
Jtetnm'd  Aem  ha^pT  to  ttie  land  Ihef  ktw'd  ; 
There,  ptoof  agnnst  uniaipixiiy«  a  vnile 
They  stood  the  test  or  her  Hwmiiiig  smile. 
And  had  die  giaoe  in  aooDes  of  peace  to  diow 
Tlie  Tiitne  they  had  leam'd  in  scenes  of  wo. 
Bat  man  is  fiail,  and  can  b«tt  ill  sortain 
A  long  imuiuuity  film  gdef  and  pain; 
And  after  all  die  joys  that  Pkniy  leads, 
Widi  tiptoe  step  Wiat  sikndy  snoceeds. 

When  he  diat  nil'd  diem  vidi  a  shepherd's  rod 
In  Ibnn  a  man,  in  di|pu^  a  God, 
Came,  not  caqiecled  in  that  hnmble  gnise. 
To  nft  and  sfaich  diem  vidi  nncrnng  eyes. 
He  ftond,  conceal'd  benwuh  a  fidr  ontaide, 
Thefihhof  TOttenneaB,  and  vonn  of  pride; 
Thovpie^  a  system  of  deceit, 
Scriptnxe  cmpioy'd  to  sanctify'  die  dieat; 
The  Pharisee  die  diqie  of  his  own  art, 
Sdf.idQfiz*d,  andyet  a  knave  at  heart. 

When  nations  are  to  pesidi  in  dieir  sins, 
'TIS  in  die  cfanrdi  the  kposy  hegins  ; 
Th6  priest,  whose  ofl&se  is  widi  zeal  sinoere 
To  watch  die  fiHmtain,  and  piescnig.  it  dear, 
Caidessly  nods  and  deeps  upon  die  brink. 
While  odieis  poison  what  me  flock  most  drink ; 
Or,  waking  at  the  call  of  hst  ahme. 
Infuses  lies  and  enouis  of  his  own  ; 
His  nnsospecting  dieep  helieYe  it  pare  ; 


And,  tsintad  by  the  veiy  iniams  of  core, 
Gplch  firam  caoi  odier  aonnti^poos  vpo^ 
The  foul  fbienmner  of  a  gen'ral  loL 
Then  Trodi  is  huah'd,  that  HcRsy  may  preadi  $ 
And  all  is  trash,  diat  Reasiai  cannot  icadi : 
Then  God*s  own  image  oo  die  aoul  in^vess'd 
BeoomeB  a  mockhy,  and  a  standing  jest ; 
And  faith,  die  root  whence  only  can  arise 
The  gnoGS  of  a  lift  that  wins  the  skies. 
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}jxes  at  6nce  all  value  and  esteem, 
Pionounc'd  by  giaybeaids  a  pemidous  dream : 
Then  Ceremony  leads  her  bigots  forth, 
Prepar'd  to  fight  for  shadows  of  no  worth  ; 
While  truths,  on  which  eternal  things  depend, 
Find  not,  or  hardly  find,  a  nng^  fiiend : 
As  soldiers  watch  ue  signal  of  command. 
They  learn  to  bow,  to  Imeel,  to  sit,  to  stand ; 
Happy  to  fill  religion's  vacant  place 
With  hollow  form,  and  gesture,  and  grimace. 

Such,  when  the  Teacher  of  his  chiuch.was  there, 
Peode  and  priest,  the  sons  of  IetsmI  were ; 
Stis  in  the  letter,  lax  in  the  design 
And  import,  of  their  orades  divine ; 
Tlidr  learning  legendary,  false,  absurd. 
And  yet  exalted  above  God's  own  word ; 
Thev  drew  a  curse  from  an  intended  good, 
Puflrd  up  with  gifts  they  never  understood. 
He  judgxl  them  with  as  terrible  a  fiown, 
As  ^  not  love,  but  wrath,  had  broi^ht  him  down 
Yet  he  was  gentle  as  soft  summer  airs, 
Had  grace  for  others*  sins,  but  none  for  theirs ; 
Thxouffh  all  he  spoke  a  noble  plainriess  ran^— 
Rhet'nc  is  artifice,  the  work  or  man ; 
And  tricks  and  turns,  that  fimcy  may  devise. 
Are  far  too  mean  for  Him  that  rules  the  skies. 
Th*  astonished  vulgar  trembled  while  he  tore 
The  mask  from  fiioes  never  seen  before ; 
He  stripped  th*  impostors  in  the  noonday  sun, 
Show*d  that  they  follow'd  all  they  seemVi  to  shun ; 
Their  pray'rs  made  public,  their  excesses  kept 
As  private  as  the  chambers  where  thcnr  slept ; 
The  temple  and  its  hdy  rites  profon*d 
By  mumm*ries,  he  that  dwelt  in  it  disdained ; 
Uplifted  hands,  that  at  convenient  times 
Could  aa  extortion  and  the  worst  of  crimes, 
WashM  with  a  neatness  scrapuloiisly  nice. 
And  free  from  ev*ry  taint  but  that  of  vioe^ 
Judgment,  however  tardy,  mends  her  pace 
When  Obstinacy  once  has  oonquer'd  Grace. 


]M  expostulation; 

They  saw  distemper  henlM,  and  life  lestorM,  j 

In  answer  to  the  fiat  of  his  word ;  | 

Confessed  the  wonder,  and  with  daring  tongae 
Blasphem'd  th*  authority  from  which  it  sprung. 
They  knew  by  sure  prt^ostics  seen  on  high. 
The  future  tone  and  temper  of  the  sky ; 
But,  grave  dissemblers !  could  not  understand 
That  Sin  let  loose  speaks  Punidiment  at  hand. 

Ask  now  of  history *8  authentic  page. 
And  call  up  etidence  from  ev^ry  age ; 
Display  with  busy  and  laborious  hand 
The  blessings  of  the  most  indebted  land ; 
What  nation  will  you  find,  whoae  annals  prove 
So  rich  an  int'rest  in  Almighty  love  ? 
Where  dwell  ihey  now,  where  dwelt  in  ancient  day 
A  people  planted,  watered,  blest  as  they  ? 
Let  Egypt*s  plagues  and  Canaan's  woes  proclaim 
The  favours  pour'd  upon  the  Jewish  name ; 
Their  freedom  purchas'd  for  them  at  the  cost 
Of  all  their  hard  oppressors  valued  most ; 
Their  title  to  a  country  not  their  own 
Made  sure  by  prodigies  till  then  unknown ; 
For  them  the  state  they  left,  made  waste  and  void ; 
For  them  the  states  to  which  they  went,  destroyed ; 
A  doud  to  measure  out  their  mardi  by  day. 
By  night  a  fire  to  cheer  the  gloomy  way ; 
That  moving  signal  summoning,  when  best. 
Their  host  to  move,  and  when  it  stay'd,  to  rest 
For  them  the  rocks  dissolved  into  a  flood. 
The  dews  condensed  into  angelic  food. 
Their  very  garments  sacred,  old  yet  new. 
And  Time  forbid  to  touch  tiiem  as  he  flew  ; 
Streams,  swelled  above  the  bank,  enjoin*d  to  stand. 
While  they  passM  through  to  their  appointed  land ; 
Their  leader  aim*d  with  meekness,  zeal,  and  love, 
And  grac*d  with  dear  credentials  from  above ; 
Themsdves  secur'd  beneath  th'  Almighty  wing ! 
Their  God  their  captain,*  lawgiver,  and  king ; 


"-  vide  Joihtia,  v.  14. 
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Ciown'd  with  a  thousand  vict'iies,  and  at  last 
Loids  of  the  oonquerM  aoSL,  these  rooted  fast. 
In  peace  powcfloing  what  thejr  won  bj  war. 
Their  name  &r  pid>lisb'd»  and  iever*d  as  hr ; 
Where  will  yon  find  a  race  like  theirs,  endowed 
With  aU  that  man  e*er  wished,  or  Heav'n  bestow*d  f 

TbeT»  and  they  only,  amongst  all  mankind, 
Reoeiy  d  the  transcript  of  th'  eternal  mind ; 
Were  trusted  with  his  own  engxayen  laws. 
And  oonstttoted  goaidians  of  his  cause ; 
Theirs  were  the  projects,  theirs  the  priestly  call. 
And  theirs  by  bmh  the  Saviour  of  us  alL 
In  vain  the  nations,  that  had  seen  them  rise 
With  fierce  and  envioos  yet  admiring  eyes. 
Had  sought  to  crush  them,  guarded  as  they  were 
By  pow*r  divine,  and  skill  tbit  could  not  eir. 
Had  they  maintain'd  allpgiance  firm  and  sure. 
And  kept  the  faith  immanilate  and  pure. 
Then  the  jiroud  eagles  of  aU-oonq^ring  Rome 
Had  found  one  dty  not  to  be  o'eroome ; 
And  the  twelve  standards  of  the  tribes  unfurrd 
Had  bid  defiance  to  the  warring  workL 
But  grace  abused  brings  forth  me  foulest  deeds. 
As  richest  soil  the  most  huniriant  weeds. 
Cur*d  of  the  golden  calves,  their  &thers*  sin. 
They  set  up  Mlf,  that  idol  god,  within  ; 
View'd  a  DeEv'rer  with  disdain  and  hate. 
Who  left  them  still  a  tributary  state ; 
Seized  £ut  his  hand,  hdd  out  to  set  them  free 
From  a  worse  yoke,  and  nail'd  it  to  the  tree : 
There  was  the  consummation  and  the  crown. 
The  flow*r  of  Isnid*s  infamy  ftill  blown ; 
Thence  date  their  sad  declftviion  and  their  fall. 
Their  woes  not  yet  lepealM,  thence  date  them  alL 

Thus  fell  the  best  instructed  in  her  day, 
And  the  most  favour^  land,  look  where  we  may. 
Philosophy  indeed  on  Grecian  eyes 
Had  pour  d  the  day,  and  cleared  the  Roman  skies ; 
In  other  dimes  perhaps  creative  Art, 
With  pow^r  snipassmg  theirs,  peifbrmM  her  part, 


To  pour  Q0VI1 

He  vill  be  ^""**^  iiii|witMliy 

TflD  pvt  to  vinlL*  or  ipcsk  Ae  i^uillj 

O  land,  of  aD  laliou  moit  vdkne ! 
^ly  wWnfin  uHfacdv  wcf  wtylic  gone; 
Tlij  tanfie»  onee  Aj  8^017,  fidTn  and  zaB*d, 
And  ifaoa  a  wonnnipcT  ccb  ■uui.  uion  juajil  | 
11^  Kunoa  OBBC  noijy  wnmiiit  ipx» 
incre  Hiamiwi  iMnry  mau  wKitfifc  poiiip  iokjjoc  « 
11^  LcfiteSf  once  a  coniKnated  hoat. 
No  Mmgia  Lcrites,  and  their  fineage  loA, 
And  dioa  dijadf  o'er  ev*ij^  oonntiy  sown, 
'H^di  none  on  Eaith  diat  tboa  canst  call  done  own ; 
Cfj  aloud,  dion  that  stttest  m  die  dost, 
C17  to  die  nroiidf  the  cmd,  and  unjost; 
KnodK  at  the  gates  of  nations,  nmse  their  fears  ; 
807  wndi  is  coming,  and  the  stonn  afpeazs ; 
But  nise  the  shrillest  cry  in  Briddi  eais. 
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What  ails  thee,  restless  as  the  waves  tliat  roar. 
And  fling  their  foam  against  thy  chalbr  shore  ? 
Mistress,  at  least  while  Providence  shaU  please. 
And  trident-hearing  queen  of  the  wide  seas  »■ 
Why,  having  kept  gO(Dd  fiiith,  and  often  shown 
Friendship  and  tru&  to  others,  find*st  thou  none  ? 
Thou  that  hast  set  the  persecuted  free. 
None  interposes  now  to  succour  thee. 
Countries  indehted  to  thy  pow>,  that  shine 
With  light  derived  from  thee,  would  smother  thine ; 
Thy  very  children  watch  for  thy  disgrace— 
A  lawless  hrood,  and  curse  thee  to  my  face. 
Thy  mlecs  load  ihy  credit,  year  hy  year, 
With  sums  Peruvian  mines  could  never  dear ; 
As  if,  l&e  arches  huilt  with  skilful  hand. 
The  more  'twere  press*d  the  firmer  it  would  stand. 

The  cry  in  all  thy  ships  is  still  the  same, 
^eed  us  away  to  hattle  and  to  £une. 
lliy  maxinerB  explore  the  wide  expanse, 
Impatient  to  descry  the  flags  of  Prance ; 
But,  though  they  %ht  as  thine  have  ever  fought. 
Return  ashamM  wimout  the  wreaths  they  sought 
Thy  senate  is  a  scene  of  civil  jar. 
Chaos  of  contrarieties  at  war ; 
Where  sharp  and  solid,  phlegmatic  and  light. 
Discordant  atoms  meet,  lennent,  and  fight ; 
Where  Obstinainr  takes  his  sturdy  stand. 
To  disconcert  what  Policy  has  plannM ; 
Where  Policy  is  husied  ail  night  long 
In  setting  right  what  Faction  has  set  wrong; 
WhereftkilB  of  oratory  thrash  the  floor. 
That  3rields  them  chan  and  dust,  and  notfiing  more* 
Thy  rack'd  inhabitants  repne,  complain, 
Tax'd  tin  the  brow  of  Labour  sweats  in  vain ; 
War  lays  a  burden  on  the  reeling  state. 
And  peace  does  nothing  to  relieve  the  weight ; 
Successive  loads  succeeding  broils  impose, 
And  sighing  millions  prophesy  the  dose. 

Is  adverse  Providence,  when  pondered  well, 
So  dimly  writ,  or  diflicult  to  spell, 

o 
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Thoa  OHiBt  not  read  with  leadinesi  and  ease 
Providenee  advene  m  events  like  these  ? 
Know  thcD  that  heaVnly  wisdom  on  this  hall 
Creates,  gives  biith  to,  guides,  oonsnnmuites  all  ? 
That,  while  laborious  and  qmt^-thougjhted  man 
Snuffi  i^  the  praise  of  what  he  seems  to  plan. 
He  fiist  conceives,  then  peifecbt  his  design. 
As  a  mere  instrument  in  bands  divine : 
Blind  to  the  working  of  that  secret  pow*r. 
That  balances  the  wings  of  ev^iy  hour. 
The  busy  trifler  dreams  himself  alone. 
Frames  many  a  purpose,  and  God  works  his  own. 
States  thrive  or  wither  as  moons  wax  and  wane, 
E*en  as  his  will  and  his  decrees  ordain ; 
While  honour,  virtue,  piety,  bear  swav. 
They  flourish ;  and  as  these  dedine,  aecay : 
In  just  resentment  of  his  injurM  laws. 
He  pours  contempt  on  them  and  on  their  cause  ; 
Strikes  the  rough  thread  of  errour  right  athwart 
The  web  of  ev*ry  scheme  they  have  at  heart ; 
Bids  rottenness  invade  and  bring  to  dust 
The  pillars  of  support,  in  which  they  trust. 
And  do  his  errand  of  disgrace  and  shame 
On  the  chief  strength  and  glory  of  the  frame. 
None  ever  yet  impeded  what  he  wrought. 
None  bars  him  out  from  his  most  secret  tfiought : 
Darkness  itself  before  his  eyes  is  light. 
And  Hell's  dose  mischief  naked  in  his  sight 

Stand  now  and  judge  thyself-— Hast  thou  mcurrM 
His  anger,  who  can  waste  thee  with  a  word. 
Who  poises  and  proportions  sea  and  land. 
Weighing  them  m  the  hollow  of  his  hand. 
And  in  whose  awful  sight  all  nations  seem 
As  grasshoppers,  as  dust,  a  drop,  a  dream  ? 
Hast  thou  (a  sacrilege  his  soul  abhors) 
ClaimM  all  the  glory  of  thy  prosperous  wars  ? 
Proud  of  thy  fleets  and  armies,  stoVn  the  gem 
Of  his  just  praise,  to  lavish  it  on  them  ? 
Hast  thou  not  IcamM,  what  thou  art  often  told, 
A  truth  still  sacred,  and  believed  of  old. 
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That  no  success  attends  on  speaxs  and  swords 
Unblest,  and  that  the  battle  is  the  Lord*s  ? 
That  courage  is  his  creature;  and  dismay 
The  post,  inat  at  his  bidding  speeds  away» 
Ghasdy  in  feature,  and  his  stanun'ring  tongue 
With  doleftil  rumour  and  sad  presage  hung. 
To  quell  the  valour  of  the  stoutest  heart. 
And  teach  the^oombatant  a  woman's  part  ? 
That  he  bids  thousands  fly  when  none  pursue. 
Saves  as  he  will  by  many  or  by  few. 
And  dainis  for  ever,  as  his  loyid  ri^t, 
Th'  event  and  sure  decision  of  the  fight  ? 

Hast  thou,  tho*  suckled  at  fiur  Freedom's  breast« 
Enwrted  slav'xy  to  the  conquered  East  ? 
PuU'd  down  the  ijTaats  India  serv*d  with  dread« 
And  raised  thyself,  a  greater,  in  their  stead  ? 
Gone  thither  ann'd  and  hungnr,  returned  fiill. 
Fed  fixxm  the  richestVeins  of  the  Mogul, 
A  despot  big  with  pow'r  obtain'd  by  w«ilth. 
And  mat  obtain'd  by  rapine  and  by  stealth  ? 
With  Asiatic  vices  stor'd  thy  mind, 
But  left  their  virtues  and  tbiine  own  behind  ? 
And,  having  truck'd  thy  soul,  brought  home  the  fee. 
To  tempt  the  poor  to  sell  himself  to  thee  ? 

Hast  thou  by  statute  shov'd  from  its  design 
The  Saviour's  feast,  his  own  blest  bread  and  wine, 
And  made  the  symbols  of  atoning  grace 
An  office-key,  a  picklock  to  a  place. 
That  infidds  may  prove  theb  title  good 
By  an  oath  dipn'd  in  sacramental  mood  ? 
A  blot  that  will  be  still  a  blot,  in  spite 
Of  all  that  grave  apologists  may  write ; 
And  though  a  bishop  toil  to  deanse  the  stun, 
He  wipes  and  scours  the  silver  cup  in  vain. 
And  hast  thou  sworn  on  ev'ry  slight  pretence. 
Till  perjuries  are  common  as  bad  pence. 
While  thousands,  careless  of  the  damning  sin. 
Kiss  the  book's  outside,  who  ne'er  look  within  ? 

Hast  thou,  when  Heav'n  has  cloth'd  thSe  with  dis> 
And,  long  provok'd,  repaid  thee  to  thy  fece,  [grace. 
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(For  thou  hist  koowA  edmes,  sod  eodivM 

Dimness  and  axiguuibt  all  thy  beams  obscui'd, 

When  sin  has  shed  dishonour  on  thy  brow ; 

And  never  of  a  sahler  hue  than  now)« 

Hast  thou,  with  heart  perreise  ^nd  conadepce  seared* 

Dennsin^  aU  rebuke,  still  peiseTer^d, 

And  havmg  chosen  evil,  soom^d  the  voice 

That  cried.  Repent  { — and  gjloiied  in  thy  dioioe  ? 

Thy  ftstings,  when  caLnniQr  at  last 

Suggests  th*  expedient  of  a  yeady  fast. 

What  mean  they  ?  Canst  thou  dream  there  is  a  pow> 

In  lifter  diet  at  a  later  hour. 

To  (£arm  to  sle«>  the  threat'nings  of  the  skies> 

And  hide  past  fo&y  from  all-seeing  eyes  ? 

The  fiwt,  Uuit  wins  deUv'ranoe,  and  suspends 

The  stn^  that  a  vindictiTe  God  intends. 

Is  to  renounce  hypocrisy ;  to  draw 

Thy  life  upon  the  pattern  of  the  law ; 

To  war  with  pleasures  idolized  before ; 

To  vanquish  lust,  and  wear  its  yoke  no  more. 

All  fastmg  else,  whatever  be  the  pretence. 

Is  wooing  men^  by  renewed  ofi^oe. 

Hast  tnou  within  die  sin,  that  in  old  time 
Brought  fire  £rom  Heaven,  the  sex-abusing  crime. 
Whose  horrid  peipetration  stamps  disgrace. 
Baboons  are  me  nom,  upon  human  race  ? 
Think  on  thQ  fruitful  and  well  watered  spot. 
That  fed  the  flocki  and  herds  of  wealthy  Lot* 
Where  Paradise  seemM  still  voucfasaTd  on  earth. 
Burning  and  soorch'd  into  peq;»etual  dearth. 
Or,  in  ms  words  who  damir  d  the  base  de^re, 
SuflTring  the  vengeance  of  eternal  fire : 
Then  Nature  iiyurM,  scandalized,  defiled. 
Unveiled  her  blushins  cheek,  looked  on,  and  snul'd; 
Beheld  widi  joy  the  bvely  scene  defaced* 
And  praised  the  wrath  that  laid  her  beauties  waste. 

Far  be  the  thought  from  any  verse  of  mine. 
And  fiuther  still  the  formed  and  fiz*d  design. 
To  thrust  the  charge  of  deeds  that  I  detest 
Against  ap  innocent,  unconscious  breast: 
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The  man  that  daires  traduce,  because  he  can 
With  safety  to  himself,  is  not  a  man : 
An  individual  is  a  taaed  mark. 
Not  to  be  pierc'd  in  play,  or  in  the  dark ; 
Bnt  public  censure  speaks  a  public  foe» 
Unless  a  zeal  for  virtue  guide  tiie  blow. 

The  priestly  brotherhood,  devout,  sincere. 
From  mean  seif-int'rest  and  ambition  dear, 
Their  hope  in  heav*n,  servilitjr  their  scorn. 
Prompt  to  persuade,  expostulate,  and  warn. 
Their  wisdom  pure,  and  givhi  them  from  above. 
Their  usefulness  ensurM  by  zeal  and  love, 
As  medc  as  the  man  Moses,  and  withal 
As  hold  as  in  Agrippa*s  presence  Paul, 
Should  fly  the  world's  contaminating  touch. 
Holy  and  unpolluted : — are  thine  such  ? 
Except  a  few  with  £li*s  ^irit  blest, 
Hophni  and  Phineas  may  describe  the  rest 

Where  shall  a  teacher  look,  in  days  like  these. 
For  ears  and  hearts,  that  he  can  hope  to  please  ? 
Look  to  the  poor— -the  simple  and  the  plain 
Will  hear  perhaps  thy  salutary  strain : 
Hiunilxty  is  gentle,  apt  to  learn. 
Speak  but  the  word,  will  listen  and  return. 
.Aias,  not  so  !  ihe  poorest  of  the  flock 
Are  proud,  and  set  their  faces  as  a  rock ; 
Demed  that  earthly  opulence  they  choose, 
God*8  better  gift  they  scoff  at  and  refuse. 
The  xidi,  the  produce  of  a  nobler  stem. 
Are  more  inteiOigent  at  least-^try  them. 
O  vain  inquiry !  they  without  remorse 
Are  altogether  gone  a  devious  course ; 
Wherebeck*ning  pleasure  leads  them,  wildly  stmy ; 
Have  burst  the  bands,  and  cast  the  yoke  away. 

Now  borne  upon  the  wiims  of  truth  sublime. 
Review  diy  dim  original  and  prime. 
This  idand,  spot  of  unreclaim*d  rude  earth. 
The  cradle  that  received  thee  at  thy  birth. 
Was  TockM  by  many  a  rough  Norwegian  hlast. 
And  Danish  bowlings  scared  thee  as  mey  pasi*d ; 

o2 


169  BXPOSTULATiOK* 

For  Ifaou  waat  faom  mid  ibe  dm  of  anns. 
And  8uck*d  a  hntti  that  panted  wHh  alanna. 
While  yet  thou  wast  a  aRnrliog  pnliDg  chit* 
Thy  bones  not  frdii(HiM»  and  thy  joiaiB  not  knit. 
The  Roman  tau^  thy  stubborn  knea  to  bow, 
T^ougb  twice  a  Casar  could  not  bend  tbee  now. 
His  yictoiy  was  that  of  oiient  li^t, 
Whcsi  the  son's  shafis  diqpaae  the  g^kram  of  nig^ 
Thy  Ungnage  at  dua  distant  momcDt  ahowa 
How  mnish  Ae  oountiy  to  the  conqa'ior  owes; 
j£xpR8Bnre»  cmnene*  ana  lenn  a» 
It  ^Mu&lea  with  nie  gems  he  kft  bdiind : 
He  broug^  diy  land«  bfessing  idicn  he  came. 
He  foundthee  satage,  and  he  left  thee  tame  ; 
Tau^t  thee  to  dolfae  thy  pink'd  and  painted  hide. 
And  grace  tiiy  figne  wtdi  a  saldis*s  pdide ; 
He  sow'd  die  sens  of  order  when  he  went, 
IinpKO?*d  thee  fiur  beyond  his  own  intent. 
Ana,  while  he  mL*d  mee  by  the  swotd  akne. 
Made  diee  at  last  a  wanior  hke  his  own. 
Rdidon,  if  in  hcav^  tratfas  attizM, 
Needs  only  to  be  seen  to  be  adniir*d ; 
But  diine,  as  daik  as  witdi^iies  of  die  nig^ 
Was  fbnn*d  to  haidBn  hearts  and  flhock  die  sight ; 
Thy  Druids  stmdE  die  wdl-atmng  haips  they  bore 
Widi  fingeES  deenfy  <tyed  in  human  goie  ; 
And,  whue  die  VKtim  dowiy  bled  to  deadi. 
Upon  die  voDing  diinds  mng  out  his  ^^fii^  hreadk 

Who  broog^  die  honp,  diat  wtdi  awaking  beams 
DiqidlM  thy  ^bom,  and  fanke  away  thy  dicania. 
Tradition,  now  decR|Bt  and  womout. 
Babbler  of  ancient  ^les,  kaaes  a  doubt : 
ButstiQliditieadiMdiee;  and  dnae  gods  of  thine, 
Woden  and  Thor,  eadi  tntti'ring  in  hia  shiinc, 
Fdl  brakoi  and  defiK*d  at  his  own  door, 
AsDagonin  Fhilistia  kaiig  beftre. 
But  Rome,  wtdi  sMuiies  and  magie  wand. 
Soon  raisM  a  doud  diat  dsAen'd  cv^  land  ; 
And  diine  was  smotherM  in  die  stench  and  fog 
Of  Tibcr*s  manhes  and  die  p^pal  bog. 
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Then  priests,  with  baSh  iaidbiicA»  aadduivcnonnntt. 
And  gripinff  fists,  and  onnlcnting  ftovns. 
Legates  and  ddeffstes  with  inw'rs  ftom  hdl. 
Though  heanr'afy  in  pretension,  feee'd  thee  wall : 
And  to  this  hour,  to  keep  it  ftesh  in  mnd. 
Some  twigs  of  tfiat  old  seomge  aie  left  Mrind*. 
Thy  soldiery,  the  Pope's  weU-nuBUtt*d  pack. 
Were  tmai*d  beneath  his  lash,  and  knew  tfaeamack, 
And,  when  he  laid  them  on  the  acoit  of  Uood, 
Would  hunt  a  Sazaoen  through  ibe  and  flood. 
Lavish  of  Hfe,  to  win  an  empty  tendi. 
That  prov'd  a  mint  of  wealth,  a  mine  to  Baaae, 
They  left  their  bones  beneath  nnfiisnd]^  skies^ 
Hb  worthless  absohition  all  the  piizeu 
Thou  waat  the  veriest  slave  in  days  of  yore. 
That  ever  dragged  a  chain  or  tagg*d  an  oar ; 
Thy  monaichs,  avbitiaty,  fieioe,  unjust, 
Themsdves  the  slaves  of  bigotry  or  lust, 
Disdain'd  thy  counsels,  only  in  distress 
Found  thee  a  good^  sponge  for  Pow'r  to  pres& 
Thy  diieft,  the  lords  en  many  a  petty  fee, 
Provok'd  and  harass'd,  in  retmrn  plagued  diee ; 
CaUM  thee  away  fiom  peaceable  emj^oy. 
Domestic  happiness  and  rural  joy. 
To  waste  thy  life  in  arms,  or  lay  it  down 
In  causeless  feuds  and  bicl:*ringLof  thrir  own. 
Thy  parliaments  ador*d  on  bended  knees 
The  sov*reignty  they  were  oonvenM  to  please ; 
Whatever  was  aak'd,  too  timid  to  resist. 
Complied  with,  and  woe  graciously  dismissM ; 
And  if  some  Spartan  soul  a  doubt  ejqness'd. 
And,  blushing  at  the  tameness  of  the  rest» 
Dar'd  to  suppose  the  subject  had  a  choice. 
He  was  a  tnotor  by  the  een*ral  voice. 
Oh  slave !  with  pow'rs  mou  didst  not  dare  exert; 
Verse  cannot  stoop  so  low  as  thy  desert ; 
It  shakes  the  sides  of  splcnetie  Disdain, 
Thou  self-entitled  ruler  of  the  main, 

•  WMdi  maj  b9  CnuBd  M  Doctqa' Cmdiocih. 


To  trace  tkee  to<thedMe?  when  ytm  fiiir  tea* 

That  d^  «b]r  shcxras,  hud  no  Budi  chaimvCorther; 
When  other 'Badonft  flew  ftata  ooest  to  coast, 
And  die«  hadet  neillier  fleet  nor  flag  to  boast 
Kneel  now*  and  lay  thy  flxehead  in  the  dust ; 
Bludi,  if  tium  oinst ;  not  petrified,  thou  must : 
Act  but  an  honest  and  a  faithful  part ; 
Compare  what  ^en  thou  wast  with  what  thou  art; 
And  God*8  disposing  providence  oonfess'd. 
Obduracy  itself  must  yidd  die  vest— 
Then  thou  ait  bound  to  serve  him,  and  to  prove, 
Hour  fkfter  hour,  thy  gratitude  and  love. 

Haa  he  not  hid  thee,  and  thy  &vour*d  bmd. 
For  ages  safe  beneath  his  dielt*ring  hand, 
Giv'n  thee  his  blessing  on  the  clearest  proof. 
Bid  nations  leaguM  against  thee  stand  aloof. 
And  chaig'd  Hostility  and  Hate  to  roar 
Where  e&  they  would,  but  not  upon  thy  shore  ? 
His  pow*r  8ecur*d  thee,  when  presumptuous  Spain 
BaptizM  her  fleet  invincible  in  vain ; 
Her  gloomy  monarch,  doubtflU  and  rcsign*d 
To  ev*ry  pang  that  racks  an  anxious  mind, 
AskM  of  the  waves,  that  broke  upon  his  coast. 
What  tidings  ?  and  the  surge  repUed»All  lost ! 
And  when  the  Stuart  leaning  on  the  Scot, 
Then  too  much  fear*d,  and  now  too  much  fingot, 
PiercM  to  the  very  centre  of  the  realm. 
And  hop*d  to  seize  his  abdicated  hehn, 
'Twas  but  to  prove  how  quickly  with  a  fiown 
He  that  had  raised  thee  could  havepluck*d  thee  down. 
Peculiar  is  the  grace  by  thee  possess'd. 
Thy  foes  implaoible,  thy  land  at  rest ; 
Thy  thunders  travel  over  earth  and  seas. 
And  all  at  home  is  pleasnre,  wealtii,  and  eaas. 
'Tis  thus,  extending  his  tempestuous  aim, 
Thy  Maker  fills  the  nations  with  alaim. 
While  his  own  Heav*n  surveys  the  troubled  scene, 
And  feels  no  change,  unshaken  and  serene. 
Freedom,  in  other  lands  scarce  known  to  shine, 
Pours  out  a  flood  of  splendour  upon  thine ; 


Thou  hasfc  as  bnght  «o  iiii*iMt  IB  ha  n7« 
As  orar  Romiui  had  in  Rome's  beat  da^ 
True  freedom  is  where  no  xtatitmi  Js  hoomnt 
That  Scnpcnie,  justice,  and  good  sense  disaini. 
Where  oiuj  vice  and  injwy  are  tied* 
And  aU  ftmn  shore  to  shore  is  free  beside. 
Such  freedom  is— and  Windsor's  hoary  ftov'n 
Stood  trembling  at  the  bddness  of  thy  pov*is» 
That  won  a  njmph  on  that  immoKtal  pisin 
Like  her  the  nUed  Phoebns  woo'd  in  yain : 
He  found  the  kuiel  oaXj^^bspfia  you 
Th'  titife^ing  huueU  and  the  virgin  too  !* 

Now  think,  if  Pleasure  have  a  thought  to  spare ; 
If  God  himsdf  be  not  beoealh  her  care  $ 
If  Busineast  constant  as  the  wheels  of  time. 
Can  pause  one  hour  to  read  a  serious  rhyme ; 
If  the  new  mail  thy  merchants  now  leeeive. 
Or  expectation  of  me  next,  give  leave ; 
Oh  thimk  !  if  chargeable  wiSi  deep  arrears 
For  such  indulgence  gilding  all  thy  years. 
How  mu^,  though  long  ne^ected,  ihiiiing  yet. 
The  beams  of  heav'nly  truth  have  swell'd  9ie  debt. 
When  persecuting  zeal  made  royal  sport 
With  tortur'd  innocence  in  Manr's  court. 
And  fanner,  blytfae  as  shepherd  at  a  wake, 
Enjoy'd  the  diow,  and  danc'd  about  the  stake ; 
The  sacred  Book,  its  vsfaie  undoatood, 
Recdv'd  the  seal  of  martyrdom  in  bleod* 
Those  holy  men,  so  full  of  truth  and  grace. 
Seem  to  reflection  of  a  diflfrentraoe ; 
Meek,  modest,  venaahle,  wise,  sinoese. 
In  such  a  cause  they  could  not  dare  to  fear ; 
They  coidd  not  purdune  earth  with  such  a  piiae. 
Nor  spam  alife  tooshort  to  readi  the  skies. 
From  them  to  thee  eonvey'd  akng  the  tide. 
Their  streaming  hearts  pour'd  ftedy  when  they  died 
Those  truths,  which  nother  use  nor  years  impair. 
Invite  thee,  woo  thee,  to  die  bliss  they  share. 


«   A  Uttding  to  tin  snnt  of  Magna  Chaxta,  which  was  extorted  flrtmi 
Xing  Jshn  by  IteftttGnt  at  R«iiniaM^  Mar  WindMMr. 
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What  dotage  win  not  TBDity  Tnafritwn  ? 
What  web  too  weak  to  catdi  a  modem  brain  ? 
The  moles  and  bats  in  full  assembly  find. 
On  special  search,  the  keen-ey^d  eagle  blind. 
And  did  they  drttm,  and  art  thou  wiser  now  ? 
Prove  it— if  better,  I  submit  and  bow. 
Wisdom  and  goodness  are  twin-bom,  one  heart 
Must  hold  bodi  sisters,  never  seen  apart 
So  then — as  darkness  overspread  tibe  deep, 
Ere  Nature  rose  from  her  eternal  aleep. 
And  this  deliefatftil  earth,  and  that  fair  sky. 
Leaped  out  or  nothing,  cii]l*d  by  the  Most  Hi^ ; 
By  such  a  change  thy  darkness  is  made  lig^t. 
Thy  chaos  order,  ana  thy  weakness  might ; 
And  He,  whose  pow*r  mere  nullity  ob^. 
Who  found  thee  nothing,  fbrm*d  ihee  for  his  praise. 
To  praise  him  is  to  serve  him,  and  fulfil. 
Doing  and  suiTring,  his  unquestioned  will ; 
'Tis  to  bdieve  what  men  inspir'd  oi  old. 
Faithful,  and  fiiithfully  informed,  unfold  ; 
Candid  and  just,  with  no  false  aim  in  view. 
To  take  for  trath  what  cannot  but  be  tme ; 
To  learn  in  God's  own  school  the  Christian  part. 
And  bind  the  task  assign'd  thee  to  thine  heart. 
Happy  the  man  tliere  seeking  and  there  found, 
Happy  the  nation  where  such  men  abound. 

How  shall  a  verse  impress  thee  ?  by  what  name 
Shall  I  adjure  thee  not  to  court  thy  ahame  ? 
By  theirs,  whose  bright  example  tmimpeadi'd 
Directs  thee  to  that  eminence  they  readi'd. 
Heroes  and  worthies  of  days  past,  thy  sires  ? 
Or  his,  who  touch*d  their  hearts  with  hqllowM  fires  ? 
Their  names,  alas  !  in  vain  reproach  an  age. 
Whom  all  the  vanities  they  soom*d  engi^  ! 
And  His,  that  seraphs  tremble  at,  is  hung 
Disgracefully  on  ev*ry  trifler*s  tongue. 
Or  serves  the  champion  in  forensic  war 
To  flourish  and  parade  with  at  the  bar. 
Pleasure  herself  po-haps  su^ests  a  plea. 
If  interest  move  thee,  to  persuade  e*en  thee ; 
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By  ev'iy  diaim  that  smiles  upon  her  ^ice. 
By  joys  possessed,  and  joys  st^  held  in  chase. 
If  dear  society  be  worth  a  thought. 
And  if  the  feast  of  fieedom  doy  thee  not« 
Reflect  that  these,  and  all  that  seems  thine  own. 
Held  by  the  tenure  of  his  will  alone. 
Like  angels  in  the  service  of  their  Lord, 
Remain  with  thee,  or  leave  thee  at  his  word ; 
That  gratitude  and  temperance  in  our  use 
Of  what  he  gives,  unsparing  and  profuse. 
Secure  the  &vour,  and  enhuice  the  joy. 
That  thankless  waste  and  wild  abuse  destroy. 
But  above  all  reflect,  how  cheap  8oc*er 
Those  rights,  that  millions  envy  thee,  appear. 
And,  though  resolv'd  to  risk  them,  and  swim  down 
The  tide  of  Pleasure,  heedless  of  His  frown. 
That  blessings  truly  sacred,  and  when  giv^n 
Marked  with  the  signature  and  stamp  of  Heav*n, 
The  word  of  prophecy,  those  truths  divine, 
AVhich  make  that  Heaven,  if  thou  desire  it,  tliiae, 
(Awfiil  alternative !  believed,  belovM, 
Thy  glory,  and  thy  shame  if  unimprovM,) 
Are  never  long  vouchsafe,  if  pusli'd  aside 
With  cold  disgust  or  philosophic  pride  ! 
And  that  judicially  witlidrawn,  disgrace, 
Enour,  and  darkness,  occupy  their  place. 
A  world  is  up  in  arms,  and  thou,  a  spot 
Not  quickly  found,  if  negligently  sought. 
Thy  soul  as  ample  as  thy  boimds  are  small, 
Endur*8t  the  brunt,  and  dar'st  defy  them  all : 
And  wilt  thou  join  to  this  bold  enterprise 
A  bolder  still,  a  contest  with  the  skies  ? 
Remember,  if  He  guard  thee  and  secure. 
Whoe'er  assails  thee,  thy  success  is  siure ; 
But  if  He  leave  thee,  though  the  skill  and  pow*r 
Of  nations  sworn  to  spoil  thee  and  devour. 
Were  all  collected  in  thy  single  arm. 
And  thou  couldst  laugh  away  the  fear  of  harm. 
That  strength  would  ful,  opposed  against  the  push 
And  feeble  onset  of  a  pigmy  rush. 
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8i^  not  (md  if  the  llioiight  of  nich  defence 
Should  ipving  within  thy  bosom,  drive  it  thence) 
Whirt  natiaii  amongst  afl  iny  Ibes  is  free 
Fiom  crimes  as  base  as  any  charg*d  on  me  ? 
Their  measure  fln*d,  lliey  too  shaQ  pay  l)ie  debt, 
Which  God,  thoogh  long  fbrtxime,win  not  forget 
But  know  that  WiaA  divine,  when  most  severe. 
Makes  Justice  stOI  the  guide  of  his  career. 
And  will  not  punnh,  in  one  mingifid  crowd. 
Them  withdnt  light,  and  thee  wSiout  a  cSond. 

Muse,  hang  this  harp  upon  yon  i^ed  beech, 
8t01  munn*ring  with  the  solemn  truths  I  teadi ; 
And  while  at  intemds  a  cold  blast  sings 
Thnxig^  the  dry  leaves,  and  pants  upon  the  strings; 
My  soul  dtiall  sigh  in  secret,  and  lament 
A  nation  soourgM,  yet  tardy  to  repent. 
I  know  <he  warning  song  is  sung  in  vain ; 
That  few  will  hear,  and  fewer  heed  tlie  strain ; 
But  if  a  sweeter  voice,  and  one  designed  1 

A  Uessing  to  my  country  and  mankind. 
Reclaim  me  wand*ring  thousands,  and  bring  home 
A  flock  so  8catter*d  and  so  wont  to  roam. 
Then  place  it  aace  again  between  my  knees ; 
The  sound  of  truth  will  then  be  sure  to  please : 
And  truth  alone,  where'er  my  life  be  cast. 
In  scenes  of  plenty,  or  the  inning  waste. 
Shall  be  my  chosen  theme,  my  gloty  to  the  last 
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Ask  what  is  human  life— >tfae  nge  zeplieB* 

With  dnappoixitment  low'iing  in  his  ey«i» 

A  painful  passage  o*er  a  zestleas  flood* 

A  Tsin  pursuit  of  ftifptive  false  good* 

A  ioene  of  fuocied  bliss  and  hef^&lt  care* 

Qosng  at  last  in  darkness  and  despair* 

Tlie  poor,  iaur'd  to  drudgery  and  distzesif 

Act  without  aim,  think  little,  and  feel  less. 

And  no  where,  but  in  feign'd  Arcadian  scenes. 

Taste  happiness,  or  know  what  pleasure  means. 

Riches  are  pass*d  away  from  hand  to  hand. 

As  fortune,  vice,  or  fUly,  may  command  ; 

As  in  a  daaoe  the  pair  that  take  the  lead 

Turn  downward,  and  the  lowest  pair  succeed. 

So  shifting  and  so  various  is  the  plan. 

By  which  H«av'n  rules  the  mix^d  affairs  of  man ; 

Vidssitude  wheds  round  the  motley  crowd, 

Tlie  rich  grow  poor,  the  poor  become  purse-proud ; 

Bus*neBB  Is  labour,  and  man's  weokness  sudi, 

pleasure  is  labour  too,  and  tires  as  much. 

The  very  sense  of  it  fbregoes  its  use. 

By  repetition  poU'd,  by  age  obtuse. 

Youth  lost  in  dissipation  we  deplore. 

Through  life*s  sad  reomant,  what  no  sighs  restore ; 

Our  years,  a  fruitless  race  without  a  prize. 

Too  many,  yet  too  few  to  make  us  wise. 

Dangling  his  cane  about,  and  taking  snuff, 
Lothario  cries.  What  philosophic  stufE-- 
O  querulous  and  weak  \ — ^whose  usdess  brain 
Once  thou^t  of  nothing,  and  now  thinks  in  vain; 
Whose  eye  reverted  weras  o'er  aU  the  past. 
Whose  prospect  shows  thee  a  disheart'nii^  waste; 
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Woold  age  in  thee  tengn  his  vintiy  leign. 
And  youUi  inyigorate  l£at  frame  again. 
Renewed  demie  would  grace  with  oidier  speech 
Joys  always  prized,  when  plac*d  within  our  reach* 

For  lift  thy  palsied  head,  shake  off  the  giooin 
That  oveifaangs  the  borders  of  thy  tomb. 
See  Nature  gay,  as  when  she  first  began 
With  smiles  alluring  her  admirer,  man  ; 
She  qpreads  the  morning  over  eastern  hills. 
Earth  glitters  with  the  drops  the  night  distils ; 
The  Sim  obedient  at  her  call  appears. 
To  fling  his  elories  o*er  the  robe  she  wears ; 
Banks  dodi^d  with  flowers,  groves  MM  with  spright* 

ly  sounds, 
The  yellow  tilth,  green  meads,  rocks,  rising  grounds. 
Streams  edg'd  widi  osiers,  fiitt'ning  ev*ty  field. 
Where'er  they  flow,  now  seen  and  now  concealed ; 
From  the  blue  rim,  where  skies  and  mountains  meet, 
Down  to  the  very  turf  beneath  thy  feet. 
Ten  thousand  charms,  that  only  fools  despise, 
Or  Pride  can  locdc  at  with  indiff*rent  eyes. 
All  speak  one  language,  all  with  one  sweet  voice 
Cry  to  her  univerml  reidm,  Rejoice ! 
Man  feds  the  spur  of  passions  and  desires; 
And  she  gives  largely  more  than  he  requires ; 
Not  that  his  hours  devoted  all  to  Care, 
HoUow-eyM  Abstinence,  and  lean  Despair, 
The  wretdi  may  pine,  while  to  his  smell,  taste,  sight, 
She  holds  a  paradise  of  rieh  delight ; 
But  gently  to  rebuke  his  awkward  fear. 
To  prove  that  what  she  gives,  she  gives  sincere; 
To  tiamsh  hesitation,  and  piodaim 
His  happiness,  her  dear,  her  only  aim. 
'Tis  grave  philosophy's  absordest  dream. 
That  Heav*n's  intentions  are  not  what  they  seem« 
That  only  shadows  are  dispensed  below, 
And  Earth  has  no  reality  but  wa 

Thus  things  tenestrial  wear  a  difPrent  inie. 
As  youth  or  age  persuades ;  and  neHhes  true* 
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So  F]ora*s  mwath  Ihiough  coloured  crystal  seem 
The  rose  or  lily  appaoB  blue  or  graen. 
But  sdU  tfa'  implied  tints  axe  those  akoe 
The  medium  icpresents*  and  not  their  own. 

To  lise  a*  noon,  sit  slipshod  and  undressed. 
To  read  the  news,  or  fiddle,  as  seems  best. 
Tin  half  the  world  eomes  rattling  at  his  door. 
To  fill  the  dull  vacuity  till  foor ; 
And,  just  when  evening  turns  the  blue  vault  gray» 
To  spend  two  hours  in  dressinc  for  the  day ; 
To  make  the  sun  a  bauUe  wimout  use. 
Save  for  the  finiits  his  heav*nly  beams  produce  s 
Quite  to  forget,  or  deem  it  wolrth  no  thought, 
Who  bids  hun  shine,  or  if  he  shine  or  not ; 
Throuffh  mere  necessity  to  dose  his  eyes 
Just  when  the  larks  and  when  the  shepherds  ris^  ; 
Is  such  a  lifie,  so  tediously  the  sanie» 
So  void  of  all  utility  or  aun, 
lliat  poor  JonquUt  with  almost  ev^ry  breath 
Sighs  for  his  exit,  vulgarly  called  death  s 
For  he,  with  all  his  fdlies,  has  a  mind 
Not  yet  so  blank,  or  fashionably  blind. 
But  now  and  then  perhaps  a  feeble  ray 
Of  distant  wisdom  shoots  across  his  way. 
By  which  he  reads,  that  life  without  a  plan. 
As  useless  as  the  moment  it  began. 
Serves  merely  as  a  soil  for  discontent 
To  thrive  in ;  an  encumbrance  ere  half  spent. 
Oh  weariness  beyond  what  asses  feel. 
That  tread  the  circuit  of  the  dstem  wheel ; 
A  dull  rotation,  never  at  a  stay, 
Yesterday*s  &oe  twin-iooage  of  to-da}!!^ 
While  conversation,  an  euiausted  stock. 
Grows  drowsy  as  the  diddng  of  a  dock. 
No  need,  he  cries,  of  gravity  stuffed  out 
With  academic  dignity  devout. 
To  read  wise  lectures,  vanity  the  text : 
Prodaim  the  remedy,  ye  learned,  next ; 
For  truth  sdf-^vident,  with  pomp  impressed. 
Is  vanity  surpassing  all  the  rest. 
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That  remedf  » hot  Md  in  deep9  profound. 
Yet  sddom  sought  where  only  to  be  found, 
Mliile  passion  turns  aside  from  its  due  scope 
Th'  inquSier's  aim,  that  remedy  is  hope. 
Life  is  His  gift,  from  whom  whate*er  life  needs. 
And  ev*iy  good  and  perfect  gift,  proceeds ; 
Bestow'd  on  man,  like  all  that  we  partake, 
Bo3raIly,  freely,  for  his  bounty's  sake ; 
Transient  indeed,  as  is  the  fleeting  hour. 
And  yet  the  seed  of  an  immortal  nowV  ; 
Designed  in  honour  of  his  endless  love. 
To  fill  with  fragrance  his  abode  above ; 
No  trifle,  howsoever  short  it  seem. 
And,  howsoever  shadowy,  no  dream  ; 
Its  \nalue,  what  no  thought  can  ascertain. 
Nor  all  an  angel*s  eloquence  explain ; 
Men  deal  with  life  as  children  with  thdr  play 
Who  first  misuse,  thai  cast  thdr  toys  away ; 
Live  to  no  sober  purpose,  and  contend 
That  their  Creator  had  no  serious  end. 
When  God  and  man  stand  opposite  in  view, 
Man*s  disappointment  must  of  course  ensue. 
The  just  Creator  condescends  to  write. 
In  beams  of  inextinguishable  light. 
His  names  of  wisdom,  goodness,  pow*r,  and  love» 
On  all  that  blooms  below,  or  shines  above ; 
To  catch  the  wandering  notice  of  mankind. 
And  teach  the  world,  if  not  pervcrsdy  blind. 
His  gracious  attributes,  and  prove  the  share 
His  ofispring  hold  in  his  paternal  care. 
If,  led  from  earthly  tlungs  to  things  divine. 
His  oreature  thwart  not  his  august  design. 
Then  praise  is  heard  instead  of  reasoning  pride. 
And  captious  cavil  and  complaint  subside. 
Nature,  employed  in  her  allotted  place. 
Is  hand-maid  to  the  purposes  of  Grace ; 
By  good  vouchsafed  makes  known  superior  good. 
And  bliss  not  seen  bv  blessings  understood  : 
That  bliss,  revealM  m  Scripture,  with  a  glow 
Bright  as  the  covenant-ensuruig  bow  . 
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Tires  all  his  fediBgii  with  a  noble  aooni 
Of  sensual  evil,  and  thus  Hope  is  bom. 

Hope  sets  the  stamp  of  vanity  on  all 
That  men  have  deemed  substantial  since  the  fiUl» 
Yet  h«8  the  wondrous  virtue  to  educe 
From  emptiness  itsdif  a  real  use ; 
And  while  she  takes,  as  at  a  father's  hand. 
What  health  and  sober  appetite  demand. 
From  fiiding  good  derives,  with  chymic  ait« 
That  lasting  happiness,  a  thankful  heart 
Hope,  with  upluted  foot,  set  free  firom  earth. 
Pants  for  the  place  of  her  ethereal  birth. 
On  steady  wings  sails  through  tfa'  immense  abysa^ 
Fbcks  amaranthine  jays  from  bow'rs  of  bhss. 
And  crowns  the  soul,  while  yet  a  mourner  here. 
With  wrevkhs  Eke  those  triumphant  spirits  wear. 
Hope,  as  an  anchor  firm  and  sure,  holds  ftst 
The  Christian  vessel,  and  defies  the  blast 
Hope !  nothing  dae  can  nourish  and  secure 
His  new-born  virtues,  and  preserve  him  pure. 
Hope !  let  the  wretch,  once  conscious  of  the  joy, 
Whom  now  despairing  agonies  destroy. 
Speak,  for  he  can,  and  none  so  well  as  he. 
What  treasures  centre,  what  ddishts  in  thee. 
Had  he  the  gems,  the  spices,  and  the  land 
That  boasts  the  treasure,  all  at  his  command ; 
Tile  fin^ptant  grove,  th*  inesthnable  mine. 
Were  li^t,  when  weighM  against  one  smile  of  thine. 

Thou£^  dasp'd  and  cradled  in  his  nurse's  aims» 
He  shine  with  all  a  cherub's  artless  diaims, 
Man  is  the  genuine  offipring  of  revolt. 
Stubborn  and  sturdy,  a  wild  ass's  colt; 
His  passions,  like  the  wat'ry  stares  that  sleep 
Beneath  the  smiling  surface  of  the  deep. 
Wait  but  the  lashes  of  a  wintry  storm. 
To  frown  and  roar,  and^shake  his  feeble  form. 
Prom  in&ncy  through  diildhood's  piddy  maze, 
Proward  at  school,  and  fretful  in  hu  plays. 
The  puny  tyrant  bums  to  subjugate 
The  nee  repobfic  a£  the  whip-gig  state. 
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If  one,  his  eq&sH  in  al^iletid  frkuiie, '         ' 

Or,  more  provoking  still,  of  ncArler  name. 

Dare  step  across  hS  arbitrary  views. 

An  Iliad,  only  not  in  verse,  ensues : 

The  little  Greeks  look  trembling  at  the  scales. 

Till  the  best  tongue,  or  heaviest  hand,  prevails. 

Now  see  him  munchM  into  the  worla  at  laige ; 
If  priest,  supindy  droning  o*er  his  diarge. 
Their  fleece  his  pillow,  and  his  weekly  drawl. 
Though  short,  too  long,  the  price  he  pays  fbr  aU. 
If  lawyer,  loud,  whatever  cause  he  plead. 
But  proudest  of  the  worst,  if  that  succeed. 
Perhaps  a  grave  physidan,  gathering  fees. 
Punctually  paid  for  length*ning  out  disease ; 
No  Cotton,  whose  humanity  sheds  rays. 
That  make  superior  skill  his  second  pnise. 
If  arms  eneage  him,  he  devotes  to  sport 
His  date  of  iSe,  so  likely  to  be  short ; 
A  soldier  may  be  any  thing,  if  brave. 
So  may  a  tradesman,  if  not  quite  a  knave. 
Such  stuff  the  world  is  made  of ;  and  mankind 
To  passion,  int'rest,  pleasure,  whim  resigned. 
Insist  on,  as  if  each  were  his  own  pope. 
Forgiveness,  and  the  privilege  of  hope. 
But  Conscience,  in  some  aw^  silent  hour, 
When  captivating  lusts  have  lost  their  pow*r. 
Perhaps  when  sickness,  or  some  fearful  dream. 
Reminds  him  of  reli^on,  hated  theme ! 
Starts  from  the  down,  on  whidi  she  lately  slept. 
And  tells  of  laws  despised,  at  least  not  kept : 
Shows  with  a  pointing  finger,  and  no  noise, 
A  pale  procession  of  past  sinful  joys, 
AU  witnesses  of  blessings  foully  scom'd. 
And  life  abused,  and  not  to  be  suborned. 
Mark  these,  she  says ;  these  summoned  firom  afar, 
B^;in  their  march  to  meet  thee  at  the  bar ; 
There  find  a  Judge  inexorably  just. 
And  perish  there,  as  all  presumption  must. 

Peace  be  to  those  (such  peace  as  Earth  can  give) 
Who  live  in  pleasure,  dead  e*en  while  they  live ; 
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Bom  capable  indeed  of  heav'jUy  troth. ; 

But  down  to  latest  agCi  ffom  evliest  youth, 

Thev  mind  a  wilderness  through  want  ol  «:aie» 

The  plough  of  wisdom  never  enf  ring  there. 

Peace  (if  insensibijily  may  daim 

A  right  to  the  meek  honours  of  her  name) 

To  men  of  pedigree,  their  noble  race. 

Emulous  always  of  the  nearest  place 

To  any  throne,  except  the  throne  of  Gzac& 

Let  cottagers  and  unenlightenM  swains 

Revere  the  laws  they  dr^m  that  Heav*n  ordains ; 

Resort  on  Sundays  to  the  house  of  pray*r. 

And  ask,  and  fancy  they  find,  blesnngs  there. 

Themselves,  perhaps,  when  weary  th^  retreat 

T*  enjoy  cool  nature  in  a  country  seat, 

T*  exchange  the  centre  of  a  thousand  trades, 

For  clumps,  and  lawns,  and  temples,  and  cascades. 

May  now  and  then  their  velvet  cushicms  take* 

And  seem  to  pray  for  good  example*s  sake ; 

Judging,  in  charity  no  doubt,  the  town 

Pious  enough,  and  having  need  of  none. 

Kind  souls  T  to  teach  their  tenantry  to  prize 

What  they  themselves,  without  remorse,  despise : 

Nor  hope  have  th^,  nor  fear,  of  aught  to  come. 

As  well  for  them  had  prophecy  been  dumb ; 

Thejr  could  have  held  the  conduct  they  pursue. 

Had  Paul  of  Tarsus  liv'd  and  died  a  Jew ; 

And  truth,  proposed  to  reas*ners  wise  as  they. 

Is  apearl  cast — completely  cast  away. 

Theydie— Dealhlendsthem,  pleas*d,andasineport, 
AH  the  grim  honoius  of  his  ghastly  court 
Far  other  paintings  grace  the  chamber  now* 
Where  late  we  saw  ti^e  mimic  landscape  gbw : 
The  busy  heralds  hang  the  sable  scene 
With  mournful  'scutcheons,  and  dim  lamps  between ; 
Proclaim  their  titles  to  the  crowd  around. 
But  they  that  wore  them  move  not  at  the  soimd ; 
The  coronet,  placed  idly  at  their  head, 
Adds  nothing  now  to  the  d^pnded  d^ ; 
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And  e*ai  die  itv*  that  flatten  on  die  bkr. 

Can  aeij  wtf-^VMOtj  fia  hoe. 

Peace  to  aD  ndi— .*tvcre  pi^  to  cAnd, 

Bj  vdeH  cuuuie,  -vfaon  ve  oonot  mend ; 

Ufe  widiont  bope  can  dose  but  in  dtwptitt     [tfacv& 

Twag  dioe  ve  ioiind  tiion«  and  moat  leafc  dieai 

Asy  when  two  pilgrinia  in  a  finest  etxajr? 
Bodi  mi^  be  kit,  yet  eadi  in  bis  own  wiqr ; 
So  fines  it  witb  die  moltitndes  b^g^nil'd. 
In  vain  Opinkm's  waste  and  dang^row  wild; 
Ten  dMimaind  lote  die  Inakes  and  dais  amflng. 
Some  casiwaidf  and  some  weslwaid,  and  afl  wnng* 
Bnt  hefe,  alas !  the  fitfal  ditPiaioe  lies. 
Each  man's  bdief  is  n^  in  bis  own  e^cs  ; 
And  be  diat  blames  what  diey  bave  Uindfy  diOBe 
fiwrmw  sesentmcnt  for  die  love  be  shows. 

Smy^  botanist,  widnn  whose  province  fidi 
The  cedar  and  die  hyssop  on  Ae  wall. 
Of  an  diat  deck  die  lanes,  die  fields,  die  bow*ts. 
What  parts  die  kindred  tribes  of  weeds  and  flow*!*? 
Sweet  scent,  or  lovdy  form,  or  bodi  csmfainM* 
DistiiigmBh  ev*ry  oudvated  kind ; 
The  want  of  bom  denotes  a  meaner  breed. 
And  Cbloe  from  her  garland  picks  die  weed. 
Tfans  hopes  of  ev*iy  sort,  wbirtever  sect 
Bsteem  diem,  sow  them,  rear  diem,  and  piolecty 
If  wild  in  natare,  and  not  duly  found, 
Getfasemane  I  in  thy  dear  balbw'd  gromid. 
That  cannot  bear  the  blaze  of  Scr^tnre  li^t* 
Nor  cheer  the  spirit,  nor  refresh  die  nnit. 
Nor  animatp  the  soul  to  Christian  dee£, 
(Oh  cast  diem  from  diee  I)  are  weeds,  arrant  weedSf 

Ethehed's  boose,  die  centre  of  ax  ways, 
Dnrergmg  each  from  each,  like  equal  rays, 
Himaplf  as  boantiful  as  April  rains. 
Lord  paramoont  of  die  surrounding  phdns. 
Would  give  relief  of  bed  and  board  to  none 
Bnt  guests  diat  sou^t  it  in  tfa*  appointed  One  ; 
And  th^  might  enter  at  his  open  door. 
E'en  till  his  spacious  hall  would  hold  no  martu 
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He  sent  a  senrant  faitfa  by  er'iy  soacU 
To  sound  liU  ham,  and  publkb  it  abroad* 
That  an  mig^t  mark.— kmgbt,  meiual»  hig^»  and  Iow» 
Aa  oid*nanoe  it  oonoeni'd  tfaem  much  to  loKnr. 
Iff  after  aU,  some  headstrong  hardy  lout 
Would  diaoAiey,  thou^  sore  to  be  shut  oat* 
Could  he  with  reasoo  muimur  at  his  case. 
Himself  sole  aiulior  of  his  own  disgraee  ? 
No !  the  decree  was  just  and  withoot  flaw  ; 
And  be,  that  made,  had  right  to  make,  the  law  ; 
His  sovereign  pow*r  and  pleasure  unrestzain*d. 
The  wrong  was  his  who  wrongfully  complained. 

Yet  half  mankind  maiiitain  a  diurlish  stzile 
WUh  Him,  the  Dom»r  of  eternal  life. 
Because  the  deed,  by  which  his  love  confirms 
The  largess  he  b«tow8,  prescribes  the  tenns. 
Compliance  with  his  will  your  lot  ensures. 
Accept  it  only,  and  the  boon  is  yours. 
And  sure  it  is  as  kind  to  smile  and  give. 
As  with  a  frown  to  say,  Do  this  and  live. 
Lore  is  not  pedlar*s  trumpery  bought  and  sold : 
He  TviU  give  fredy,  or  he  will  withhold  ; 
His  soul  abhors  a  mercenary  thought. 
And  him  as  deeply  who  abhors  it  not ; 
He  stipulates  indeed,  but  merely  this, 
That  man  will  iredy  take  an  unboug^t  bliss. 
Will  trust  him  for  a  faithful  gen*rous  part. 
Nor  set  a  price  upon  a  willing  heart 
Of  an  the  wa3rs  that  seem  to  promise  fair. 
To  place  you  where  his  saints  his  presence  diare. 
This  only  can ;  for  this  plain  cause,  esqiress^d 
In  temis  as  plain.  Himself  has  shut  the  resL 
But  oh  the  strife,  the  bick'ring,  and  debate. 
The  tidings  of  unpurehas*d  Heaven  create ! 
The  flirted  &n,  the  bridle,  and  the  toss, 
AU  speakers,  yet  aU  language  at  a  loss. 
Prom  stuccoed  walls  smart  arguments  rebouml 
And  beaus,  adept  in  ev'ry  thmg  profound, 
Die  of  disdain,  or  whistle  off  the  sound. 
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Such  is  the  damour  of  rooks,  daws,  and  kites, 
Th*  ezplo^n  of  the  leveQM  tube  excites. 
Where  mouldering  abbey-walls  overhang  the  glade,' 
And  oaks  coeval  spread  a  moumful  shade ; 
The  screaming  natbns,  hov'ring  in  mid  air. 
Loudly  resent  tilie  stranger*s  freedom  there, 
And  seem  to  warn  him  never  to  repeat 
His  bdd  intrusion  on  their  dark  retreat. 

Adieu,  Vinosa  odes,  ere  yet  he  sips 
The  purple  bumper  trembling  at  his  lips. 
Adieu  to  all  morality !  if  Grace 
Make  works  a  vain  mgredient  in  the  case. 
The  Chiisdan  hope  is — ^Waiter,  draw  the  coiA;— 
If  I  mistake  not — Blockhead !  with  a  fork  ! 
Widiout  good  works,  whatever  some  may  boast^ 
Mere  folly  and  delusion — Sir,  your  toasL 
My  firm  persuasion  is,  at  least  sometimes. 
That  Heav*n  will  weigh  man^s  virtues  and  bis  aJmeB 
With  nice  attention*  m  a  righteous  scale, 
And  save  or  damn  as  these  or  those  previsuL 
I  plant  my  foot  upon  this  ground  of  trust. 
And  silence  ev*ry  fear  with — God  is  just. 
But  if  perchance  on  some  dull  drizzling  day 
A  bought  intrude,  that  says,  or  seems  to  say. 
If  thus  th^  important  cause  is  to  be  tried. 
Suppose  the  beam  should  dip  on  the  wrong  side ; 
I  soon  recover  firom  these  needless  frights. 
And  God  is  merdfuU- sets  all  to  rights. 
Thus  between  justice,  as  my  prime  support. 
And  mercy,  fled  to  as  the  last  resort, 
I  glide  and  steal  along  with  Heav'n  in  view. 
And, — ^pardon  me,  tl^  botde  stands  with  you* 

I  never  will  beUeve,  the  CoFnel  cries. 
The  sanguinary  schemes  that  some  devise. 
Who  muce  the  good  Creator  on  their  plan 
A  being  of  less  equity  than  man. 
If  apoetite,  or  what  divines  call  lust. 
Which  men  comply  with,  e*en  because  they  must. 
Be  punish'd  with  perdition,  who  is  pure  ? 
Then  theirs,  no  doubt,  as  wdl  as  mine,  is  aure. 
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If  KDtenoe  of  etexnal  pain  beloog 
To  ev'iy  sudden  slip  and  tmnnent  wrong. 
Then  Heav'n  enjoins  the  fidliUe  and  frul 
A  hopeless  task,  and  damns  them  if  they  fail. 
My  creed  (whatever  some  creed-makers  mean 
By  Athanasian  nonsense,  or  Nicene)— 
My  creed  is,  he  is  sa£e  that  does  his  best. 
And  death's  a  doom  sufficient  for  the  rest 

Ri^t,  says  an  ensign ;  and,  for  aught  I  see. 
Your  faith  and  mine  substandaUy  agree ; 
The  best  of  ev'ry  man's  performance  here 
Is  to  disduuge  the  duties  of  his  sphere. 
A  lawyer's  dealings  should  be  just  and  fair. 
Honesty  shines  with  great  advantage  there. 
Fasting  and  pray'r  sit  well  upon  a  priest, 
A  decent  caution  and  reserve  at  least 
A  soldier's  best  is  courage  in  the  field, 
Widi  nothing  here  that  wants  to  be  conoeal'd. 
Manly  deportment,  gallant,  easy,  gay ; 
A  hand  as  lib'ral  as  the  light  of  day. 
The  soldier  thus  endow'd,  who  never  shrinks. 
Nor  closets  up  his  thoughts,  whate'er  he  thinks, 
Who  scorns  to  do  an  injury  by  stealih. 
Must  go  to  Heav'n — and  I  must  drink  his  health. 
Sir  Smug,  he  cries  (for  lowest  at  the  board. 
Just  made  fifth  chaphun  of  his  patron  lord. 
His  i^oulders  witnessing,  by  many  a  shrug. 
How  mudi  his  feelings  sufier'd,  sat  Sir  Smug), 
Yomr  office  is  to  winnow  false  £rom  true ; 
ComSf  prophet,  drink,  and  tdl  us  what  think  you  ? 

Sigjiung  and  smiling  as  he  takes  his  glass. 
Which  they  that  woo  preferment  rarely  pass, 
Fallible  man,  the  church-bred  youth  replies. 
Is  stin  found  Mlible,  however  wise ; 
And  dififring  judgments  serve  but  to  declare. 
That  truth  hes  somewhere,  if  we  knew  but  where. 
Of  all  it  ever  was  my  lot  to  read. 
Of  cntics  now  alive,  or  long  since  dead. 
The  book  of  all  the  world  that  diarm'd  me  most 
Was.-'jwdladay,  the  titlepoge  was  lost ; 
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Th6  writer  wcH  tcbmmdi«  v  Imtt  liist  knows 
To  take  wilb  gmHtude  what  Heaven  bestows. 
With  pradcnce  always  ready  at  our  call. 
To  guide  our  use  of  it,  ia  aU  in  alL 
Doubtless  it  is.— To  which,  of  my  own  store, 
I  supeiadd  a  few  essentials  more ; 
But  dwae,  eKcose  the  libeity  I  take, 
I  wave  just  now,  for  conversation's  sake- 
Spoke  Wu  an  orade,  they  aU  exdaim. 
And  add  Right  Rev'iend  to  Smug*8  honoured  name. 

And  yet  our  lot  is  giv*n  us  in  a  land 
Where  busy  arts  are  never  at  a  stand ; 
Where  Science  points  her  telescopic  eye. 
Familiar  with  the  wonders  of  the  sky ; 
Where  bold  Inquiry,  diving  out  of  sight. 
Brings  many  a  predous  pearl  of  truth  to  light ; 
Where  nought  eludes  the  persevoing  quest 
That  fashion,  taste,  or  luxury,  suggest. 

But,  above  aU,  in  her  own  light  arrayM, 
See  Mercy*8  grand  apocalypse  display VI ! 
The  saoed  book  no  longer  sufiers  wrong. 
Bound  in  the  fetters  of  an  unknown  tongue ; 
But  speaks  with  plainness,  art  could  never  mend. 
What  sim^deet  minds  can  soonest  comprehend. 
God  gives  the  word,  the  preachers  throng  around. 
Live  from  his  lips,  and  spread  the  glorious  sound ; 
That  sound  bespeaks  Salvation  on  her  way, 
The  trumpet  of  a  life-restoring  day ; 
*Tis  heard  where  England's  eastern  glory  shines. 
And  in  the  gul&  of  her  Comubian  mines. 
And  still  it  spreads.    See  Germany  send  forth 
Her  sons*  to  pour  it  on  the  farthest  north : 
Fir'd  with  a  zeal  peculiar,  tfiey  defy 
The  rage  and  rigour  of  a  polar  sky, 
And  plant  successfully  sweet  Sharon*s  rose 
On  icy  plains,  and  in  eternal  snows. 

O  blest  witliin  th*  endosure  of  your  rocks. 
Nor  herds  have  ye  to  boast,  nor  bleating  flocks  ; 

•  The  Moravian  Miidonartoi  In  Greenland.    See  Krantx. 
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That  riiow  te^ea'd  the  viUss  on  tbett-ode;. 

No  groves  h«ve  y«  ;  no  dneorful  aiuod.of  biid,    "  ■ 

Or  voice  of  turtle,  in  foot  land  is  h«wd.|  1 

Nor  grateful  egjimtme  legides  theaaaeU  ' 

Of  those,  that  walk  at  evening  whoe  ye  dwetts 

But  Wmter,  annM  with  texioius  h«r»  uakiMvn* 

Sits  absolute  on  his  unshaken  thcone^ 

Piles  up  his  stores  amidst  the  frozok  waste* 

And  bids  the  moiintains  he  has  huiU  stand  ftst ; 

Beckons  the  legions  of  his  stonns  awity 

Prom  happier  scenes,  to  mali^  your  Ituod  a  prcgr « 

Proclaims  the  soil  a  conquest  he  has  won* 

And  scorns  to  diare  it  with  <hc  distant  sun> 

Yet  Trudi  is  yours,  remote,  uuenvied  itU  I 

And  Pcaoe,  the  genuine  offspring  of  her  smile ; 

The  pride  of  lettered  Ignoranoe,  that  binds 

In  duuns  of  errour  our  acoompUsh'd  minds. 

That  decks,  with  all  the  qplendour  of  the  true, 

A  false  rdigion,  is  unknown  to  yoo. 

Nature,  in&ed,  vouchsafes  for  our  ddig^t 

The  sweet  vicissitudes  of  day  and  night ;  . 

Soft  airs  and  genial  moisture  feed  and  cheer 

Fidd,  fruit,  and  flow*r,  and  ev'ry  creature  here  ; 

But  brighter  beams  than  his  who  fires  the  skies. 

Have  ris^n  at  length  on  your  admiring  eyes^ 

That  shoot  into  your  darkest  caves  the  day. 

From  which  our  nicer  optics  turn  away. 

Here  see  th*  encouragement  Grace  gives  to  vice. 
The  dire  efiect  of  mercy  without  pice ! 
What  were  they  ?  what  some  fools  are  made  by  art^ 
Th^  were  by  nature,  atheists,  head  and  heart. 
The  gross  idolatry  blind  heathens  teach  ' 

Was  too  refined  ror  them,  beycmd  their  reach. 
Not  e*en  thie  glorious  Sun,  thou^  men  reveve 
The  monarch  most,  that  seldom  will  appear,  i 

And  tho*  his  beams,  that  quicken  where  they  shine,. 
May  claim  scmie  right  to  be  csteon^d  divine. 
Not  e*en  the  sim,  £sirable  as  rare. 
Could  bend  one  knee,  engage  one  votary  there ; 
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Tbe  IUL«D^K^d  aonge,  at  his  oaoKOOs  feast. 
Spot  Uif  die  '«—*'**»,  and  wot'd  out  the  rest, 
Wat  one,  vkom  JwtieB,  «n  »  equal  plan, 

^)cnBBBCflMC  dea^B  UpflB  Ibe  SBIB  ef  1 

Mig^  aknoit  faacte  mdn|s*d  vidi  an 
Chaigeafale  onlf  vidi  a  fanmiBii  she^i^ 

WlMt  aR  dief  Bov  ^-^Mcnlitj  maj  apaxe 
Her  gpnc  coBocni.  hs  kind  Hs^arkins  mere : 
TlKweldi,«lMHBeeang«ildlf,daBc*d«8nd]an^M, 
And  flKkM  in  dixzj  inaitnfui  widi  fab  dmigbt, 
Hm  wept  a  sflent  Iknd,  lewcnM  fais  ways. 
Is  sober,  meek,  baKfeknt,  and  peays. 
Feeds  wpaaa^j^  cumuiuuicates  lus  sHRe, 
AUion  die  oaft  fae  boasted  of  bcfixe. 
And  he  diat  stole,  has  fcamM  Co  steal  no  mart, 
Wdl  spake  die  prophet.  Let  the  desert  aag^ 
Vfhen  sptang  die  tfaom,  die  spiy  fir  dtall  spring. 
And  idiere  uuM^dy  and  tank  diistles  grew. 
Shall  grow  die  myide  and  koniriant  tcw. 

Go  now,  and  widi  impoirtant  tone  demand 
On  lAat'feandalioBi  ▼iitne  is  to  stand. 
If  sdf-cxaliiB^  daims  be  tamM  adrift. 
And  giaee  be  ginoe  indeed,  and  fife  a  gift  ; 
Hie  poor  ledaimM  iniialiilant,  his  ejfs 
Gfisfning  at  cooe  widi  pi^  and  smprise, 
Amax*d  diat  shadows  ahoidd  obscure  die  sig^ 
Of  me,  wiiooe  biidi  was  in  a  land  of  light, 
shJI  answer,  Hope,  sweet  Hope,  has  set  me  five. 
And  made  aH  plnsaics  dse  mere  dross  to  me. 

These,  amidst  scenes  as  waste  as  if  disicd 
The  eoannon  care  diat  waits  on  all  beside. 
Wild  as  if  Natnre  diere,  void  of  all  good, 
Fbiy'd  onty  gambols  in  a  firandc  mood 
(Yet  dmge  not  hcavVdy  skill  widi  hsTing  planned 
A  playdiing  wodd,  nnwocdiy  of  his  hand). 
Can  see  his  love,  dioa^  secret  evil  hnks 
In  all  we  toachf  slan^*d  plainly  on  his  works. 
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Deem  life  a  Ueadng  with  ks  iram*niift  Woes, 
Nor  spam  away  a  gift  a  God  bestows. 
Hard  task,  indeed,  o*er  anrtic  seas  to  roam ! 
Is  hope  exotic  ?  g^ws  it  not  at  home  ? 
Yes,  but  an  oliject,  bright  as  orient  mom, 
Bfay  press  the  eye  too  closely  to  be  borne ; 
A  maxA  virtue  we  can  all  confess. 
It  hurts  our  pride,  and  nuyves  our  envy,  less. 

Leuoobomus  (beneath  weU-sounding  Greek 
I  shir  a  name  a  poet  most  not  speak) 
Stood  piUoried  on  In£uny*s  hi^  sti^e. 
And  bore  the  pdting  soom  of  half  an  age ; 
The  very  butt  of  Sluider,  and  the  Uot 
For  ev'ry  dart  that  Malice  ever  shot 
The  man  that  mention'd  him  at  once  dismissed 
AH  mercy  fix)m  his  lips,  and  sneered  and  hiss*d ; 
His  crimes  were  such  as  Sodom  never  knew. 
And  Perjury  stood  up  to  swear  all  true ; 
His  ann  was  mischief,  and  his  zeal  pretence. 
His  speech  rebellion  against  common  sense ; 
A  knave,  when  tried  on  honesty*s  plain  rule ; 
And  when  by  that  of  reason,  a  mere  fod ; 
The  World's  best  comfort  was,  his  doom  was  paasM, 
Die  when  he  might,  he  must  be  damn*d  at  last 

Now,  Tmth,  perform  thine  office ;  wait  aside 
The  curtain  dirawn  by  Prejudice  and  Pride, 
Reveal  (the  man  is  dead)  to  wondering  eyes 
This  more  than  monster,  in  his  proper  guise. 
He  ]ov*d  the  World  that  hated  him :  the  tear 
That  droppM  upon  his  Bible  was  sincere : 
Asnil'd  by  scandal  and  the  tongue  of  strife. 
His  only  answer  was  a  hlamelffls  life ; 
And  he  that  fore*d,  and  he  that  threw  the  dart. 
Had  each  a  bromer*s  interest  in  his  heart 
Paul's  love  of  Christ,  and  steadiness  unbribM, 
Were  copied  dose  in  him,  and  well  transcribed. 
He  foUow'd  Paul ;  his  zeal  a  kindred  flame. 
His  apostolic  charity  the  same. 
Like  bhn,  cross'd  cneerftillv  tempestuous  seas, 
FoKsaldng  country,  kindred,  friends,  and  ease  ; 
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With  vludi  bfjpoiusy  far 
CnMN^  odvr  ftffis  Atike  Ae  ffiAlie  c^ 
And  ni«  « lang^>.  |«  nwwteiri  by  ; 
But  ii^  mUHDoUe  in  iraird  mod  ihw^ht, 

A  mmt  iriirr.  a  num  vfaom  God  bas  tuq^ht, 
Wiifa  an  Ehiah*9  SffBtf  of  tone. 
And  all  the  kve  of  tbe  b^ovcd  Jofan* 
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To  stonn  ibe  dliddf  Ibej  bnflld  in  aar. 

And  smite  di'  aBtanpGr'd  vail ;  His  dealli  to  ipneii 

To  sweep  awa^  aU  veftigeaof  lies. 

And  place,  ^^ff**^^  of  quiifcs  'IhnrnwiilwB  devisB^ 

Lama  Sabadhami  htBotc  tfaeiv  ejws  ; 

Ta  vmvt,  diat  witlMiiit  Cbaatt  afl  gam  is  kss. 

An  hope  despair,  that  stands  not  on  his  enm; 

Except  the  £ew  his  God  nay  hsta  impRss^d, 

A  tenfold  frenzy  aeises  all  the  vest 

Thwwghoqt  mankind,  die  Chrisrian  kind  at  hast. 
Then  dweib  a  oonscionHncas  in  evVy  bxtaat, 
That  fidly  ends  when  gemiine  hope  begins. 
And  he  uat  finda  his  HeAV*n  nnist  lose  his  sins. 
Natnie  oppows  with  her  utnaost  force 
This  living  stroke,  this  TJltimate  divorce; 
And,  while  idi^on  seems  to  be  her  view. 
Hates  with  a  deep  sincectty  the  true  i 
For  this,  of  all  that  ever  influenced  man, 
Smoe  Abd  wonhipp*d,  or  the  world  be^sn. 
This  only  iPBrss  no  hist,  admita  no  plen^ 
But  maJDS  nim,  if  at  all,  completely  free  < 
Soundtt  forth  the  signal,  as  she  mounts  her  car. 
Of  an  eternal,  nnLvenal  war  ; 
Rejects  all  treaty,  penetrates  aH  wiles, 
Sooms  with  the  same  iBdiff*renoe frowns  and  smikss 
Drives  throng  the  retdms  of  Sin,  where  Riot  leelSt ' 
And  grinds  his  cmwii  beneath  her  burning  wfaccls ! 
Hence  all  that  is  in  man,  pride,  passion,  art, 
Pow*rs  of  the  mind,  and  CeeHngs  el  the  heart, 
T'fWffff'M*^  of  Troth's  almighty  channs, 
Starto  at  her  fint  approach,  and  soonds  to  annaf 
While  Bigotry,  witti  weR-diasembied  frars, 
Hia  eyes  shut  frst,  his  lingcnin  his  ears. 
Mighty  to  parry  and  posh  by  God's  word. 
With  sensdess  noise,  his  atj^mient  the  sword. 
Pretends  a  zeal  for  godUness  and  graee. 
And  spits  abhooence  in  the  Christian's  ihoe. 

Parent  of  Hope,  immortal  Truth  I  mdu  known 
Thy  deathless  wreaths,  and  tzhunphs  all  thine  own  t 
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The  sSeiit  yugiUirf  <iiy  pow^  k  sudi. 

Thy  mtrnm  m  frdde«  and  dofna^d  so  much. 

That  few  hciieve  tihe  wsodecs  thou  hast  wrought. 

And  Done  can  itacfa  than,  bat  idiom  thoa  hast  taught 

O  see  me  swam  to  save  tfaee,  and  oonmiand 

A  painter^  aidQl  inlo  a  poet's  hand. 

That*  while  I  trcmhUng  trace  a  weak  divinet 

Fan^  nay  stand  aloof  fifom  the  do^n. 

And  h^t,  and  shade*  and  6^*17  stroke*  be  thine. 

If  ever  ^mbkl  hast  £dt  anodier's  pain* 
If  ever  idien  he  aigh'd  hast  sij^'d  again. 
If  ever  on  thine  eyelid  stood  the  tear* 
That  pity  had  engendered,  drop  one  hoe. 
This  man  was  happy*^had  the  World's  good  word. 
And  widi  it  ev'iy  joy  it  can  afiord  ; 
Friendship  and  h>ve  seem'd  tendcdy  at  strifie. 
Which  most  should  sweeten  his  untroubled  life ; 
Politely  leam'd,  and  of  a  gentle  race* 
Good  breeding  and  good  sense  gave  all  a  grace. 
And  whether  at  the  toilette  of  £e  fiiir. 
He  laugh'd  and  trifled*  made  him  wdoome  there* 
Or  if  in  masculine  debate  he  shar'd. 
Ensured  him  mute  attention  and  regard. 
Alas  how  changed !  Expressive  of  his  mind* 
His  eyes  axe  sunk,  arms  folded,  head  redinM  ; 
Those  awful  syllables,  HeQ,  death,  and  sin* 
Though  whiq>er*d,  plainly  tdl  what  works  withm ; 
That  Consdenoe  than  penoims  her  proper  part. 
And  wntes  a  doomsday  sentence  on  his  heart ; 
Forsaking,  and  fisisaken  of  all  friends. 
He  now  peroeiTes  where  earthly  pleasure  ends  ; 
Hard  task !  for  one  who  lately  knew  no  care. 
And  harder  sdll  as  learnt  beneatlL  despair  ; 
His  hours  no  longer  pass  unmark*d  away, 
A  dark  importance  wwdwis  ev*ry  day  ; 
He  hears  the  notice  of  the  dock  peqderM* 
And  cries.  Perhaps  eternity  strikes  next ; 
Sweet  music  is  no  longer  music  here. 
And  laughter  sounds  Hke  madness  in  his  ear : 
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His  grief  the  World  of  all  hor  pDW*t  duanni:*      -    « 

Wine  has  no  taste,  and  beauty  Ma  no  ohanns  {• 

God*B  Holy  Woid«  onoe  tzirial  in  his  Tkir» 

Now  by  the  voice  of  bis  eocpeiicnce  tmey 

Seems,  as  it  is,  the  fountain  whence  akme 

Must  spring  that  hope  he  pants  to  makt  his  own. 

Now  let  the  bright  Toveise  be  known  abmod  ; 
Say  man*8  a  wonn,  and  pow'r  belongs  to  God. 

As  when  a  felon,  whom  hia  ootintxy*fl  law» 
Have  justly  doom'd  for  some  atxoeioas  csose. 
Expects  in  darkness  and  heart-<hiffing  fean. 
The  shameful  dose  of  all  his  misspent  yean ; 
If  chance,  on  heavy  pinions  slowly  borne, 
A  tempest  usher  in  me  dreadful  mom. 
Upon  his  dungeon  walls  the  lightnings  pky, 
lie  thunder  seems  to  summon  him  away. 
The  warder  at  the  door  his  key  applies, 
Shoots  back  the  bolt,  and  all  his  courage  dies : 
If  then,  just  then,  aU  thoughts  of  mercy  lost, 
When  Hope,  long  lingering,  at  last  yields  the  ghost. 
The  sound  of  pardon  pierce  his  startled  ear, 
He  drops  at  once  his  fettets  and  his  fear ; 
A  transport  glows  in  all  he  looks  and  sp^ks, 
And  the  first  thankful  tears  bedew  his  cheeks. 
Joy,  far  superior  joy,  that  much  outweighs 
The  comfort  of  a  few  poor  added  days. 
Invades,  possesses,  and  o*erwhe]ms  die  soul 
Of  him,  whom  Hope  has  with  a  touch  made  whole* 
'Tis  Heaven,  all  Heav'n  descending  on  the  wings 
Of  the  glad  legions  of  the  King  of  kings ; 
*Tis  more — ^ds  God  difibs'd  through  ev*ry  part, 
'Tis  God  himself  triumphant  in  his  heart 
0  welcome  now  the  Sun's  once  hated  light. 
His  noonday  beams  were  never  half  so  bright. 
Not  kindred  minds  alone  are  called  t'  emptoy 
Their  hours,  their  days,  in  listening  to  his  joy ; 
Unconscious  nature,  all  that  he  surveys,    - 
Rodcs,  groves,  and  streams,  must  join  liim  in  his  |»ra!se. 

These  ase  diy  gk«ious  works,  eternal  Truth, 
The  scoff  of  withered  age,  and  beardless  youth ; 
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These  move  die  eenfluve  and  iOib^nl  grin 
Of  fimby  that  hate  thee  and  deU^^t  in  sin : 
But  these  shall  last  when  night  has  quenched  the  pole, 
And  HeaT*n  is  all  departed  as  a  scroU. 
And  ivfaen,  as  Jnstioe  has  long  since  decreed* 
This  Earth  shall  blaze,  and  a  new  wodd  succeed, 
Then  these  Ay  gbrious  wodks,  and  they  who  share 
That  hope,  which  can  alone  exchide  deqnir, 
Shan  live  exempt  fiam  weakness  and  decay. 
The  ln^^i|iest  wonden  of  an  endless  day. 

Happy  the  hard,  (if  that  fior  name  bdong 
To  him,  that  bknds  no  fid>le  with  his  song,) 
Whose  lines  uniting,  by  an  honest  art. 
The  fiuthful  monitor*^  and  poet's  part, 
Sedc  to  ddi^t,  that  they  may  moid  mankind, 
And,  while  tfa^  cultivate,  inlbnn  the  mind : 
StiU  hi^er,  if  he  tin  a  thankfol  soil. 
And  fruit  reward  his  himounhle  toil : 
But  happier  fiur,  who  oomfiirt  those  that  wait 
To  hear  plain  truth  at  Judah*s  ha]low*d  gate : 
Their  language  simple,  as  their  aoanneis  meek. 
No  shining  oniaments  have  they  to  seek. 
Nor  labour  thor,  nor  time  nor  talents  waste. 
In  sorting  Bowts  to  suit  a  fickle  taste ; 
But  wh3e  they  speak  the  wisdom  of  the  skiesy 
Which  art  can  only  darken  and  diqguise, 
Th*  abundant  harvest,  leoompcnse  divine, 
Repays  their  woik-4he  leaning  only  mine» 
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QuA  nihil  mi^  meliiUTc  (onla 
Fat«donav«n  bonlquedivi, 
Nao  dabant,  quaoiTu  radeont  in  amui 
Tmxnon  priscum. 

Hor.  lib.  It.  Od.  9. 

Fairest  and  fioremosk  of  the  train,  that  wait 

On  man's  most  dignified  and  happiest  state, 

Whether  we  name  thee  Charity  or  Love* 

Chief  grace  below,  and  all  in  all  above. 

Prosper  (I  press  thee  with  a  powerful  plea) 

A  task  I  venture  on,  impellM  hy  thee : 

0  never  seen  but  in  thy  blest  effects, 

Nor  felt  but  in  the  soul  thatHeav'n  selects ; 

Who  seeks  to  praise  thee,  and  to  make  thoe  known 

To  other  hearts,  must  have  thee  in  his  own. 

Come,  pronapt  me  with  benevolent  desires, 

Teach  me  to  kindle  at  thy  gentle  fires, 

And,  though  dingracM  and  slighted,  to  redeem 

A  poet*s  name,  by  making  thee  the  theme. 

God,  working  ever  on  a  social  plan. 
By  various  ties  attaches  man  to  man : 
He  made  at  first,  though  firee  and  unconfinM, 
One  man  the  conmion  father  of  the  kind ; 
That  ev^iy  tribe,  though  placM  as  he  sees  best. 
Where  seas  or  deserts  part  them  firom  the  rest, 
Diff*ring  in  language,  manners,  or  in  face. 
Might  reel  themselves  allied  to  all  the  race. 
When  Cook — ^lamented,  and  with  tears  as  just 
As  ever  mingled  with  heroic  dust, — 
SteerM  Britain's  oak  into  a  world  unknown. 
And  in  his  cotmtry's  glory  sought  his  own. 
Wherever  he  found  man,  to  nature  true. 
The  rights  of  man  were  sacred  in  his  view  ; 
He  sooth'd  with  gifts,  and  greeted  with  a  smile, 
The  simple  native  of  the  new-found  isle ; 
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He  spumed  the  wretch,  that  alighted  or  withstood 
The  tender  argument  of  kindred  blood. 
Nor  would  endure,  that  any  should  control 
His  freebom  brethren  of  the  southern  pole. 

But  though  some  nobler  minds  a  law  respect, 
That  none  shall  with  impunity  n^lect. 
In  baser  souls  imnumber'd  e^ms  meet. 
To  thwart  its  influence,  and  its  end  defeat. 
While  Cook  is  lovM  for  sarage  lives  he  savM, 
See  Cortez  odious  for  a  world  enslav*d ! 
Where  wast  thou  then,  sweet  Charity  ?  where  thea, 
Thou  tutelary  friend  of  helpless  men  ? 
Wast  thou  in  monkish  cells  and  nunnMes  found, 
Or  building  hospitals  on  English  ground  ? 
No. — Mammon  makes  the  World  his  legatee 
Through  fear,  not  love ;  and  Heaven  abhors  the  fee. 
Wherever  found,  (and  all  men  need  thy  care,) 
Nor  age  nor  infancy  could  find  thee  there. 
The  hand,  that  slew  till  it  could  slay  no  more. 
Was  glued  to  the  sword-hilt  with  Indian  gore. 
Their  prince,  as  justly  seated  on  his  throne 
As  vain  imperial  Philip  on  his  own. 
Tricked  out  of  all  his  royalty  by  art. 
That  stripped  him  bare,  and  broke  his  honest  heart. 
Died  by  the  sentence  of  a  shaven  priest. 
For  scorning  what  they  taught  him  to  detest. 
How  dark  ue  veil,  that  intercepts  the  blaze 
Of  Heav^n^s  mysterious  purposes  and  ways ; 
God  stood  not,  though  he  seem'd  to  stand,  aloof; 
And  at  this  hour  the  conqueror  feels  the  proof: 
The  wreath  he  won  drew  down  an  instant  curse. 
The  fretting  plague  is  in  the  public  purse. 
The  cankerM  spoil  corrodes  the  pining  state. 
Starved  by  that  indolence  their  minds  create. 

Oh  coidd  their  ancient  Incas  rise  i^ain. 
How  would  they  take  up  IsraePs  taunting  strain  i 
Art  thou  too  faU*n,  Ibena  ?  Do  we  see 
The  robber  and  the  murderer  weak  as  we  ? 
Thou,  that  hast  wasted  Earth,  and  dar*d  despise 
Alike  the  wrath  and  mercy  of  the  skies. 
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Thy  pomp  is  in  the  gratre»  thy  glory  Uid 
Low  in  the  pits  thine  avarice  has  made. 
We  come  with  joy  from  our  eternal  rest* 
To  see  th*  oppressor  in  his  torn  oppressM. 
Art  thou  the  ood,  the  thunder  of  whoso  hand 
Rolled  over  aU  our  desoUtted  Lind» 
Shook  principalities  and  kingdoms  down, 
And  made  the  mountains  trcmhle  at  his  frown  f 
The  sword  shall  light  upon  thy  boasted  pow'rs. 
And  waste  them,  as  the  sword  has  wasted  ours. 
*Tis  thus  Chnnipotence  his  law  fulfils. 
And  Vengednce  executes  what  Justice  wills. 

Again — ^the  band  of  commerce  was  designed 
T*  associate  all  the  branches  of  mankind ; 
And  if  a  boundless  plenQr  be  the  robe. 
Trade  is  the  golden  girdle  of  the  globe. 
Wise  to  promote  whatever  end  he  means, 
God  opens  fruitful  naturc*s  various  scenes : 
Each  climate  needs  what  other  climes  produce. 
And  offers  something  to  the  gen*ral  use ; 
No  land  but  listens  to  the  common  call, 
And  in  return  receives  supply  from  all. 
Tins  genial  intercourse,  and  mutual  aid, 
Cheers  what  were  else  a  universal  shade, 
CaUs  Nature  from  her  ivy-mantled  den. 
And  softens  human  rock-work  into  men. 
Ingenious  Art,  with  her  expressive  face. 
Steps  forth  to  feshion  and  refine  the  race ; 
Not  only  fiUs  Necessity's  demand. 
But  ovocharges  her  capacious  hand : 
Capricious  Taste  itself  can  crave  no  more. 
Than  she  supplies  from  her  abounding  store ; 
She  strikes  out  all  that  luxury  can  ask. 
And  gains  new  vigour  at  her  endless  task. 
Hen  is  the  spacious  arch,  the  shapely  spire. 
The  painter's  pencil,  and  the  poet's  Ijrrc  ; 
From  her  the  canvass  borrows  lig^t  and  shade. 
And  vase,  more  lasting,  hues  that  never  fade. 
She  guides  the  finger  o'er  the  dancing  keys, 
Gives  difilculty  aU  the  grace  of  ease. 
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And  poun  ft  ttmcnt  cf  9woet  nom  avoond* 
Fast  18  the  thiMii^  ear  can  drink  the  mand. 

These  are  tibe  gite  of  Art,  and  Art  thrives  nmt 
Where  conimeiee  has  airich*d  the  hasf  coast ; 
He  catches  all  uupwfqinnts  in  his  fli^t* 
Spreads  foreign  wonden  in  his  tt>untry*s  flight. 
Imports  what  others  hare  invented  wdl. 
And  stirs  his  own  to  matdi  them,  or  eiecL 
'Tis  thus  rediMOcating,  eadi  with  cadi. 
Alternately  Ae  natiims  leain  and  teadi ; 
While  Providence  enjoins  to  ev^iy  soul 
A  union  with  the  vast  totaqueous  whole. 

Heaf*n  speed  the  canvass,  gaOantlv  unfurFd 
To  fumish  and  accommodate  a  worla. 
To  give  the  jxde  the  produce  of  the  sun. 
And  knit  tfa  unsocial  dimates  into  one.— • 
Soft  airs  and  gentle  heavings  of  the  wave 
Impd  the  fleet,  whose  errand  is  to  save. 
To  succour  wasted  regions,  and  replace 
The  smile  of  Opulence  in  Sorrow's  face.— - 
Let  nothing  adverse,  nothing  unforeseen. 
Impede  the  bark,  that  plou^s  the  deep  serene, 
Chazg*d  with  a  freight  transcending  in  its  worth 
The  gems  of  India,  Nature's  rare^  birth. 
That  flies,  like  Gabrid  on  his  Lord's  conunands, 
A  herald  of  6od*s  love  to  pagan  lands. 
But  ah  !  what  wish  can  prosper,  or  what  pray*r» 
For  merdiants  rich  in  cargoes  of  despair. 
Who  drive  a  loathsome  traffic,  gauge,  and  span» 
And  buy  the  musdes  and  the  bones  of  man  ! 
The  tender  tics  of  father,  husband,  friend. 
All  bonds  of  nature  in  that  mcnuent  end ; 
And  eadi  endures,  while  yet  he  draws  his  breath, 
A  stroke  as  fatal  as  the  scytiie  of  Death. 
The  sable  warrior,  frantic  with  regret 
Of  her  he  loves,  and  never  can  fbxgct. 
Loses  in  tears  the  far-receding  shore. 
But  not  the  thought,  that  they  must  meet  no  more  ; 
Dcpriv*d  of  her  and  freedom  at  a  blow, 
What  has  he  left  that  he  can  yet  fore^  ? 
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He  feeb  bis  body's  boidage  an  Ins  vmaA  i 
Puts  oflriiii  8fn*z«»  Mture  ;  «nd*ti»suit 
His  manners  with  his  fiitSt  puts  on  the  bmiti 

0  most  degnding  of  all  iUSt  that  wait 
On  man,  •  moamBt  in  hit  besfc  estate ! 
All  other  sorrows  Virtue  aoay  enduie* 
And  find  sohnussira  num  than  half  a  cups  t 
Grief  is  itself  a  med'cinet  and  bertow'd 
T  improve  the  liortitude  that  bears  the  lowU 
To  teach  the  wand'xer,  as  his  wpes  incrsase, 
The  padi  of  Wisdom,  all  whose  paths  an  peacs « 
But  dav'ry  !— Virtue  dreads  it  as  her  gcave  t 
Patience  itself  is  meanness  in  a  slave ; 
Or  if  the  wiU  and  sov*reignty  of  God 
Bid  so£fer  it  a  while,  and  kiss  the  rod. 
Wait  for  the  dawning  of  a  brighter  day» 
And  snap  the  chain  ttie  mooaent  when  you  mafw 
Nature  imprints  upon  whate'er  we  see» 
That  has  a  heairt  and  Itfe  in  it.  Be  frse  ; 
The  beasts  are  chaiter*d-^neither  age  nor  forse 
Can  queU  tho  love  of  fireodom  ia  a  horse : 
He  brealcs  the  ooxd  that  held  him  at  the  rack  ; 
And,  conscious  of  an  unencumbered  back, 
Snufis  up  the  morning  air,  forgets  the  rein ; 
Loose  fly  his  forek)ck  and  his  ample  mane  ; 
Responsive  to  the  distant  nekh  ho  neighsi 
Nor  stops  dll^  overiesping  aU  dekvs. 
He  finds  the  pasture  wheie  his  fellows  graxe. 

Canst  diou«  and  honoured  with  a  Christiaa  name* 
Buy  what  is  woman-bom,  and  led  no  shamo  ; 
Trade  in  the  blood  of  innocmc?,  and  plead 
ExpedicnoB  aa  a  warrant  for  the  deed  ? 
So  may  Uie  w6If»  whom  £unine  has  made  bold* 
To  quit  the  fonst  and  invade  the  fold  i 
So  may  the  mflSan,  who,  with  g^iostly  glide, 
DsgKer  in  hand,  steals  close  to  your  bed-sidcf 
Noihe»  but  Us  emerpence  fore d  the  door. 
He  found  it  inoonvcment  to  be  poor,. 
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Nol  Mcxko  cooU  inndine  kmgi  m  dam 

yiiifiiiii|m  HcBf^i  Ins  si  vnoao^  nd : 
To  anile  die  poor  b  txeeson  aganst  GH^ 

Tioahle  is  grad^Dg^  and  baid]^  bioek^U 
Wlnle  fift^  aiMhncst  joys  ve  ofcdook'd : 
We  vander  o'er  a  snnbamt  diiisty  soil, 
Mmm'iii^  tfid  vcaiy  of  oar  da£h^  toil, 
Foq^  f  enjoy  die  palm-tree's  omr'd  dnde. 
Or  taate  die  fixmtam  in  die  nei^b^ring  ^bde : 
nil*  vlio  voold  lose,  diat  bad  die  powS  t'  improve, 
Th' 4MCBskm  of  tiansnmdng  fear  to  lofe  ? 
O  *ds  a  godlike  pmilege  to  sare, 
And  be  dist  soocns  it  is  Inmseif  a  sbcre. 
Infimn  bis  nund ;  one  flash  of  beav^  day 
WoqIA  hod  bii  bievt,  and  mdt  bis  cfaions  away. 
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<<  Benit^  Ibr  aiha**  is  a  g^  mdeecU 

And  s2ave>»  by  tmth  enlaig'cU  aze  doiihly  fxeed. 

Then  would  he  say,  wihmismve  at  thy  feet* 

While  gzadtade  and  lore  made  aervioe  sweet«^> 

My  dett  deliT*ier  out  of  hopdeaB  oi^^t, 

WboK  bounty  bon^t  me  hat  to  give  me  li^t* 

I  wat  a  bondman  en  my  native  plain. 

Sin  fixg^d,  and  Ignoianoe  made  fiat,  the  chain ; 

Thy  lips  have  shed  instmction  as  the  dev, 

Taog^t  me  what  path  to  shim,  and  what  puisne; 

Farewell  my  fimner  joy> !  I  s^  no  mote 

For  Afiica^s  once  lov'd,  benighted  diore  ; 

Saving  a  benefiu^tor  I  am  free ; 

At  my  best  home,  if  not  ezil'd  finxm  thee. 

Some  men  make  gain  a  fountain,  whence  pmoeeds 
A  iticam  of  lib'ial  loid  heroic  deeds ; 
The  sweQ  of  pity,  not  to  be  confin'd 
Widiin  the  scan^  limits  of  the  mind. 
Disdains  the  bank,  and  throws  the  golden  sands, 
A  rich  depodte,  on  die  boid'ring  lands : 
TheK  have  an  ear  for  his  paternal  caU, 
Who  makes  some  rich  for  the  supply  of  all ; 
God's  gift  writh  pleasure  in  his  praise  employ  ; 
And  Thornton  is  familiar  with  the  jov. 

0  could  I  worship  au^t  beneath  the  skies. 
That  earth  has  seen,  or  fimcy  can  devise. 
Thine  altar,  sacred  Liberty,  should  stand. 
Built  by  no  mercenary  wiffa  hand. 
With  fiagrant  tuif,  and  flow'rs  as  wild  and  fiur 
As  ever  £e8s*d  a  bank,  or  scented  siimTner  air. 
Duly,  as  ever,  on  the  mountain's  height 
The  peep  of  Morning  shed  a  dawning  h^t. 
Again,  when  Ev'ning,  in  her  sober  vest, 
oicw  the  gray  curtain  of  the  fiiding  west. 
My  soul  should  yield  thee  willing  &anks  andpcaise. 
For  the  chief  biasings  of  my  fairest  days : 
Bat  that  vrere  sacrilege   .praise  is  not  thine, 
But  his  who  gave  thn,  and  preserves  thee  mine : 
Else  I  would  say,  and  as  1  qnke  bid  ily 
A  aq^ve  bird  into  the  boundless  sky. 
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WefrddiSr 
While 

Tlij  i^^ifei  httfc  mdSB^dt  and  our  Jand*  too  kipg. 
TcKii  mtacf  to  tm  ihommii  hcaits*  Ifaat  duce 
The  feiB  aad  iMpn  of  a  oaBmanal  can- 
Pnoof  opoefc  the  viokcd,  and  wcK  hoik 
To  bind  dfie  hndea»  and  to  madi  mlfc ; 
Bat  di^wnck,  caithi|iB]Ee»  battk»  &i«b  and  flood* 
Aie  niiyi^  madikfe,  not  to  be  withrtnnri ; 
And  honeii  Mcnt  etands  on  d^p^  gBonnd, 
Where  eowrt  gaile  and  aartifioe  ehonnd 
Let  jiMt  Hiiiiiiiini,  fiv  riM*^  peaoe  deag^*dt 
Cham  119  the  voives  anii  ti|^  of  inankand  ; 
The  foe  of  vixtne  has  no  dtfm  to  ^hae. 
But  let  hi«i¥ent  Tnnonmne  go  fiee. 

Patron  of  dee  die  noott  de^*d  of  men. 
Accept  the  tnbiite  of  a  strangec'e  pen  ; 
Verse,  hhe  the  hnad.  Us  hnniortjd  meed. 
Should  be  the  gocsdon  of  a  noUe  deed; 
I  may  alaim  diee,  hot  I  fear  the  shame 
(Chari^  diosen  as  my  theme  and  aim) 
I  must  mcatf  iuigettmg  JSoward^s  namfr 
Blest  with  aU  wedth  oan  give  thee,  to  xcsign 
Joys  doubly  sveet  to  feelingi  qukk  as  thine. 
To  quit  the  bliss  thy  rand  scenes  beslov* 
To  seek  a  nobler  amidst  scenes  of  voy 
To  trnvaEie  seas,  range  Jdngdomsy  and  faring  hoDMi 
Not  die  proud  moniHiients  of  Greece  or  Roni^ 
But  knowledge  such  as  only  dungeons  teach*  . 
And  only  synqnlhy  like  tmne  could  reach  ; 
That  gnef » sequester'd  ham  the  puUic  sti^e, 
Mi^t  smooth  net  feathets,  and  e^joy  her  cage  t 
Spoks  a  divine  ambition,  and  a  zol, 
Tne  boldest  mtriot  miebt  be  nnud  to£KL 
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OdtttthevoieeofdinioiiratiddebMe;    ' 
That  pleads  Ibr  peace  till  it  distuitn  the  slate. 
Were  nush'd  in  favour  of  tfay  gen'mis  plea, 
The  poor  thy  dienti,  and  Heav  Vs  imile  thy  fee  I 
PhfloMphy,  that  does  not  dxeam  or  sttay,    - 
Walks  aim  in  ann  with  Nature  all  his  way  $ 
Compasses  earth,  dives  into  it,  ascends 
Whoever  steep  Inouify  reeommends ; 
Sees  planetaiy  wonders  flmoothly  loli 
Round  other  systems  under  her  eontiol ; 
Drinks  wisdom  at  the  milky  stream  of  l^t. 
Hist  dieers  the  slent  journey  of  the  night* 
And  brings  at  his  return  a  bosom  cfaacg*d 
With  lidi  instruiotum,  and  a  soid  calaig^d* 
The  treasor'd  sweets  of  the  capacious  pkn, 
That  Heav*n  spreads  wide  bemre  the  view  of  man, 
AH  prompt  his  pleas'd  pursuit,  and  to  pursue 
StOl  prompt  him,  with  a  pleasitre  alwftys  new : 
He  too  has  a  oonnecting  pow*^,  and  draws 
Man  to  the  centre  of  the  common  cause, 
Aiding  a  dubious  and  deficient  sight 
With  a  new  medium  and  a  purer  he^t 
An  truth  is  predous,  if  not  an  divine ; 
And  what  ddiftes  the  pow*n  must  needs  refine.    ' 
He  reads  the  sides,  aiw,  watching  ev*iy  diaage, 
PlTDvide^  die  Acuities  an  ampler  range  ; 
And  win^  mankind,  as  lus  attempts  prevail, 
A  prouder  station  on  the  gen'ral  scale. 
But  Reason  still,  unlev  divhiely  taught, 
Whate'cr  she  leans,  leans  nothing  as  die  ou^ ; 
The  limp  of  revelation  only  shows. 
What  human  wisdom  cannot  but  oupose. 
That  man,  in  nature's  richest  mantte  dad. 
And  grac'd  widi  aU  philosophy  can  add, 
Thouffh  Mt  without,  and  luminous  within. 
Is  still  the  protfeny  and  heir  of  sin. 
Thus  tau^it,  down  ftlb  the  pluma^  of  his  pride; 
He  feds  his  need  of  an  unemng  guide. 
And  knows  that  felling  he  shaB  rise  no  more, 
Unless  the  pow^r  that  bade  him  stand  restore. 

r3 


the  dofliig  luBi, 


Bat,  vtnle  likprafiKsrii  the 
Hm  itill  a  vdl  of  nndiii^  OB  Ini  hoHt : 
Tis  TnUfa  diviiie,  esMbitad  on  caidi. 
Gives  Chvity  her  hm^  mid  hm  Uith. 

Suppose  (when  dMn^t  k  w»m,  and  ftacy  flows, 
'What  wffl  not  MgiBMM  aoiMtiiMB  nmne  ?) 
An  isle  pmiiwss'd  by  cmitacs  of  oar  VkA, 
Endued  wtdi  letian,  yet  Iit  natqre  bfind* 
Let  Supposition  lend  her  aid  onoo  move. 
And  ImmI  some  giavB  optkiaB  on  die  ahote : 

He  daps  hk  Ins,  if  fai^df  dMT  ■■'^  "^ 
Close  to  the  port  whae  vision  on^t  to  be ; 

But  finds,  Aat,  Aoa^  his  taftics  asalBt  the  s^t. 

They  canaot  give  it,  or  make  daifcnesi  light. 


ghjlBitv.'  im' 

He  reads  wim  ledum,  and  doHolba  ctoud 

A  sense  Ihey  know  nol*  to  the  mmd'iiag  tmwd ; 

He  talks  of  light,  and  the  pnmatic  fanes. 

As  men  of  depth  in  erudttifla  use; 

But  an  he  gains  fcnr  bis  harangue  i^^Well,— 

What  monstzouB  lies  some  tmvdieis  wSk  teU  f 

The  soul,  whose  oght  aU-quick'ning  grace  naews^ 
Takes  the  resemblance  of  the  good  she  viem. 
As  diamonds,  stripp*d  of  their  opaq^  disguise, 
Reflect  the  noonday  g^ry  of  the  skies. 
She  speaks  of  him,  &  author,  guardian,  iUend, 
Whoee  love  knew  no  beginning,  knows  no  end. 
In  language  warm  as  all  that  foive  inspires. 
And  in  the  glow  of  her  intense  desirss. 
Pants  to  communicate  her  noUe  fires. 
She  sees  a  wodd  stark  blind  to  what  employs 
Her  eager  thoi^t,  and  feeds  her  flowing  joys ; 
Though  Wisdom  hail  them,  heedless  of  her  call. 
Flies  to  save  s(»ne,  and  M$  a  ^ang  for  all  t 
Heneif  as  weak  as  her  support  is  strong, 
SHae  feds  that  frailty  she  d^ed  so  long ; 
And,  ftom  a  knowledge  of  her  own  diMase, 
Lenms  to  oompassiopate  the  sick  she  sses. 
Here  see,  acnuitted  of  all  nun  pretenoe. 
The  reig^  or  gauine  Charity  oommenoew 
Though  scorn  repay  her  sympathetie  tears, 
Sbt  still  is  kind,  and  still  she  perieveies ; 
The  truth  she  loves  a  sightluss  world  blaspheme, 
'TIS  childish  dotaae,  a  delirious  dream ; 
The  danger  they  discern  not,  they  deny ; 
Laugh  at  their  only  temedy,  and  die. 
But  still  a  soul  thus  touch  d  can  never  oease. 
Whoever  threatens  war,  to  speak  of  peaes. 
Pure  in  her  aim,  and  in  her  temper  mild. 
Her  wisdom  seems  the  weakness  of  a  diild  s 
She  makes  excuses  where  she  might  condemn, 
Revil'd  by  those  that  hate  her,  prays  for  them ; 
Suspicion  lurks  not  in  her  artless  breast. 
The  woBit  suggested,  she  believes  the  best ; 


In 

TIk  gde  mfinns  «,  Um  indi  die  aoent. 

To  Inn  die  pBofiil  mUf  vidi  afant ; 

Bat  ciunij  nocmgnii  nwnMii  uone 

Anodiari gDOQi  dieni CTWtwii n dmr ovn $ 

And*  too  diort  ]iv*d  to  icodi  die  ladnoo  of  peooep 

Bf Hit  eeoK  fiv  ctv  vbcu  die  poor  dnD  ceese. 

Flsvia,  moit  tender  cf  htt  own  goodnamcy 

Is  ladier  cndev  cf  hs  nis's  fime  ; 

Her  111— flinty  die  poor  cappbES* 

Bnty  if  die  toodi  m  diander,  it  &B. 

^le  eeeming'  mtue  weig^M.  ogwhiiit  die  ^oe^ 

She  deems  dl  safe,  fv  die  hoi  paid  the  prioe : 

Mb  cfaanty  bat  afans  an^it  vatoes  di^ 

Bxcept  in  poic'laai  en  ner  mantel-tree^ 

How  nuB^  deeds,  wiifa  wlndi  die  vodd  has  nmg, 

Fiom  Pride,  in  leagne  wiifa  Ignoranoe,  have  apnmg ! 

Bat  God  o'emilB  aJl  fanman  IbOics  still. 

And  bends  the  toog^  materials  to  his  win. 

A  conflagratiop,  or  a  wintry  flood. 

Has  left  some  hondreds  widioat  home  or  fiiod ; 


CHARITY.  801 

Eztravagance  and  Afnet  ituSl  fuhMrifae^ 
Whfle  £ne  and  sdf-oomplacenoe  are  the  bribe 
The  brief  pBodaim^d,  it  visits  ev'ry  pew. 
But  first  the  squise's,  a  oomplmient  but  dua : 
With  dow  delioerBtum  he  unties 
His  i^'ring  purse,  that  envy  of  all  ejes. 
And,  while  the  dock  just  pussies  out  the  pnlm* 
Slides  guinea  behind  guinea  in  his  pahn ; 
Tin  finding,  what  he  misht  have  Ibund  bcfovet 
A  gmftHpT  piece  ■wMf*'  the  preoous  store, 
PinchM  doK  between  his  miger  and  his  thumb. 
He  half  eshibits,  and  then  drops  the  sum. 
Gold  to  be  sure !— Tfooughout  the  town  *tis  told^ 
How  the  good  squire  gives  never  less  than  gold. 
From  motives  suich  as  his,  though  not  the  best. 
Springs  in  due  time  supply  for  me  distieis*d ; 
Not  less  effectual  than  what  love  bestowBy 
Except  that  office  dips  it  as  it  gDes. 

But  lest  I  seem  to  sin  aguast  a  friend. 
And  wound  the  grace  I  mean  to  recommend, 
(Though  vice  dended  with  a  just  design 
Implies  no  trespass  against  love  divine,) 
Once  more  I  would  i^pt  the  graver  style, 
A  teacher  should  be  sparing  of  his  smile. 
Unless  a  love  of  virtue  li^t  the  flame. 
Satire  is,  more  than  those  he  brands,  to  blame  I 
He  hides  bdund  a  magisterjal  air 
His  own  offences,  and  strips  others  bare  ; 
Affects  indeed  a  most  humane  concem. 
That  men,  if  gently  tutor'd,  will  not  leam* 
That  mulish  FoUy,  not  to  be  redaim'd 
By  softer  methods,  must  be  made  asbam*d; 
But  (I  might  instance  in  St  Patrick's  dean) 
Too  often  raSs  to  fpndiif  his  spLeen. 
Most  satirists  are  mdeea  a  public  scourge ; 
Their  mildest  physic  is  a  fiuiier*s  purge ; 
Their  acrid  temper  turns,  as  soon  as  sdrr'd. 
The  milk  of  their  good  purpose  all  to  curd. 
Their  seal  begotten,  as  their  works  rehearse^ 
By  Icttft  deepab  upon  an  empty  puxBe» 


an  CHABITT. 

Tlie  vild  «■■■>  Mait  into  die 
Picpai^d  to  poniKd  vhaanoe'cr  tfaej 
No  ddll  in  — grfumwiiip,  bow 
Can  be  meam  agniMt  a  madman's  douit; 

i  uuiimiv  matcn  d* 

be  pdck'd  or  acnidiU 
minied  an  old  lie;. 


Or  tox*d  ininiliuii  fiv  a  fiedi  AVftyt 

voddas 


*Tis  cdTd  a  totiic,  and  die  vodd  afpean 
Gadi*nng  anwiid  it  sidi  ended  ean : 
A  dionmnd  namw  aie  tas'd  into  die  cxowd ; 
Some  wbi^er'd  aofdf  and  aome  twang'd  alood; 
Jvt  aa  die  H^picnce  ok  an  anlhog's  bain 
Soggtols  it  tofe  or  dangerous  to  be  pUm. 
Stiange!  bov die ikequuit iutoijeitod dadi 
Qniduni  a  maiket,  and  bc^  off  die  tiaab  ; 
Th*  iuiportaiU  leUos,  diat  indude  die  xest» 
Scrre  as  a  kej  to  diose  diat  aie  aiqtpreas'd; 
Conjecture  gi^pcs  die  vicdms  in  bis  paw, 
Tbe  worid  is  diann'd,  and  Smb  escapes  die  hw. 
So*  when  die  oold  damp  diades  of  nigbt  prevaO* 
Wonns  may  be  can^  by  ddier  head  or  tail ; 
Forcibly  diatni  ham.  many  a  dose  lecen. 
They  meet  with  little  pity,  no  redzess  ; 
Fhmg*d  in  the  stream  they  lodge  upon  the  mud. 
Food  for  the  fionish'd  nnrcB  of  the  flood. 
AH  zeal  for  a  refom,  that  gives  ofienos 
To  peace  and  chanty,  is  mere  pretence  s 
A  bold  remark,  but  iduch,  if  wcQ  iqpplied. 
Would  humble  many  a  tow*riii^  poet's  pijde. 
Perhaps  the  man  was  in  a  qnrtiye  fit. 
And  luid  no  other  play-pUuse  for  his  wit ; 
Periiaps  fflcftantfd  with  the  love  of  fome. 
He  sou£^  the  jewd  in  his  nei^ibour's  shame  ; 
Feiliaps— whatever  end  he  mi^t  j^ursoe. 
The  cause  of  virtue  could  not  be  his  view* 
At  ev'ry  stroke  wit  flashes  in  our  eyes  ; 
The  turns  are  quick,  die  pdish'd  points  suzpnse. 
But  shine  with  crud  and  tremendous  cfaaima. 
That,  while  thqr  please*  possess  va  with  alanos  ; 
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So  have  I  seen  (and  luuten'd  to  the  n(^ 

On  an  the  wings  of  hcdlday  ddii^t), 

Wboe  stands  that  numument  of  ancient  pow*r, 

Nam*d,  with  emphatic  dignity,  the  Tow^, 

Guns,  halberts,  swords,  and  pistols,  great  and  smaQ, 

In  starry  fonns  diqxw'd  upon  the  wSH ; 

We  wonder,  as  we  gazing  stand  hdow. 

That  brass  and  sted  shoidd  make  so  fine  a  show ; 

But  thou^  we  praise  th'  exact  deogner's  skin, 

Acooont  mem  implements  of  mischief  stilL 

No  works  shall  find  acceptance  in  that  day. 
When  an  disguises  shaU  be  rent  away. 
That  square  not  truly  with  the  Scripture  phm. 
Nor  spring  horn  love  to  God,  or  love  to  man. 
As  he  ordains  things  sordid  in  theur  fairdi 
To  be  resolv*d  into  their  naient  eaitfa ; 
And,  though  the  soul  shall  seek  superior  orbs, 
Whate'er  ttiis  world  produces,  it  absorbs ; 
So  self  starts  nothing,  but  what  tends  apace 
Home  to  the  goal,  where  it  began  the  race. 
Sodi  as  our  motive  is,  our  aim  must  be ; 
If  this  be  servile,  that  can  ne*er  be  free : 
If  sdf  employ  us,  whateoe^er  is  wxousht. 
We  glorify  that  sdf,  not  him  we  ought ; 
Such  vutues  had  need  prove  their  own  reward. 
The  judge  of  aU  men  owes  them  no  regaid. 
Trae  Quai^,  a  plant  divinely  nurs'd. 
Fed  by  the  bve  nom  which  it  rose  at  first. 
Thrives  against  hope,  and,  in  the  rudest  scene, 
Stomis  but  enliven  its  unfading  green : 
Ezub'rant  is  the  shadow  it  su^klies, 
Its  fruit  on  earth,  its  growth  above  the  skies. 
To  look  at  Him,  who  foxm'd  us  and  redeem'd. 
So  glorious  now,  though  once  so  disesteemM, 
To  see  a  God  stretch  forth  his  human  hand, 
T*  uphdd  the  boundless  scenes  of  his  command ; 
To  reooUect,  that,  in  a  form  like  ours, 
He  bruised  beneath  his  feet  th*  infernal  pow*r8» 
Captivity  led  captive,  rose  to  daim 
The  wreadi  he  won  so  dearly  in  our  name ; 
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That,  dnmM  Ame  aiD  li^[^  lie  oondoeendr 
To  eril  Ihe  fev  dm  fnat  in  bBi  Id*  fiiodi ; 
nat,  m  die  Hof^  of  bcBf^  that  flpaee  he  domi 

Too  noilj  ftr  A*  aatiaa  of  hb  beams. 
And  duBtty  ai  if  aujpaiiuit  to  hcrtov 
Life  and  a  IdBgdom  tipoa  votms  hdov  ; 
Tliat  ai|^  importi  a  nafor-djing  fbme, 
ThpnA  fiadde  in  deeree.  In  kind  Ae  flODft 
Like  nm  die  mily  dmi  k^fi^^^  finn  abofc, 
^Rads  wide  her  ami  of  vfldvoad  lave ; 
And*  fldll  enln^d  ai  Ae  neeitei  die  giaoe, 
Indndei  aeadon  in  her  dcM  cmbnee. 
Bciiald  a  Cfamlian !  and  widnat  die  firai 
The  firanier  of  diat  name  alone  inqpiiw, 
llioiig^  aU  aeoomjpfidmMnn,  all  knowledge  meet. 
To  make  die  dmnng  prodigy  eomplele. 
Whoever  haarta  diat  nane— behold  a  cheat ! 
Were  love,  in  dicM  die  wntUTt  lait  dodng  yeais. 
As  finqnentai  die  wantof  it  apfieais. 
Hie  cfanRhcs  waim'd,  diey  would  no  longer  hdU 
Sadifiozenfigiiici,idffaidie^areeald;   ~ 
Bdfrting  feont  woidd  loae  dicir  pov*r,  or  eeiM; 
And  e*en  die dinp'd  and  tpiinlded  live  in  peaee: 
Eadi  hcazt  wDud  quit  ils  pnam  in  die  breast. 
And  flow  in  ftee  osnmmnioB  widi  die  resL 
The  f****""— »,  skSTd  in  pioiecti  dack  and  deep 
Mi^  bom  his  oseieH  Maduavd,  and  ifecp  ; 
His  bodgei  often  fiB*d,  yet  always  poor, 
Mig^  swing  at  eue  behind  his  itody  door. 
No  longer  prey  upon  our  annoal  rents, 
Vor  sestethe  natioo  with  its  bigoontenti : 
Disbanded  Icfpoos  fieeiy  nn^  depart. 
And  slayiitf  man  would  cease  to  bie  an  art. 
No  leamea  diipalants  woaM  take  die  field. 
Sore  not  to  eonqncr,  and  msc  not  to  yidd  ; 
Bodi  aides  deeeiv'd,  if  rig^dy  vndentood, 
prfriiw  eadi  odier  tat  die  pabtie  good. 
DidSwi^ prevail,  die preaa  woi^ prove 
A  Tchide  of  Tirtne,  tmdi,  and  love ; 
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And  I  wa^si  mare  myidf  the  paint  to  show 
What  few  can  learn,  and  all  suppose  th^  know* 
Thus  have  I  sought  to' grace  a  serious  Uy . 
Widi  many  a  wud,  indeed,  but  flow'iy  Knay, 
In  hopes  to  gain,  what  else  I  must  have  lost, 
Th*  attentjon  ploMure  has  so  much  engioss'd. 
But  if,  unhappily  deceiv'd,  I  dream. 
And  prove  too  weak  for  so  divine  a  Uieme, 
Let  Charity  forgive  me  a  mistake,  * 
That  zeal,  not  vanilj,  has  cfaanc*d  to  make. 
And  ipaie  tiie  poet  m  his  sabject*s  «ke; 
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CONVERSATION. 


na0»am0mrm»mtm  «i«mi»ww«wm»— — »»— — ■■»«  wtioww* 


Nac  perciuia  >innit  fluota  tarn  Uton*  ace  qu» 
BasMM  iaMr  decnnont  flunias  tSUm. 

¥lis.BcL«. 

Though  natiue  weig^  our  talents,  and  diqpeost 

To  ev*iy  man  his  modicum  of  sense. 

And  Conversation  in  its  better  part 

May  be  esteemed  a  gift,  and  not  an  art. 

Yet  mudi  depends,  as  in  the  tiUer*s  toil. 

On  culture,  and  the  sowing  of  the  soiL 

Words  leamM  by  rote  a  parrot  may  rehearse. 

But  talking  is  not  always  to  converse  ; 

Not  more  distinct  from  harmony  divine. 

The  constant  creaking  of  a  country  sign. 

As  alphabets  in  ivory  empby. 

Hour  after  hour,  the  yet  unlettered  boy. 

Sorting  and  puzzling  with  a  deal  of  gLee 

Those  seeds  of  science  called  his  A  B  C  ; 

So  language  in  the  mouths  of  the  adult. 

Witness  its  ins^nificant  result. 

Too  often  proves  an  implement  of  play, 

A  toy  to  sport  with,  and  pass  time  away. 

Collect  at  ev*ning  what  the  day  brought  foriht 

Compress  the  sum  into  its  solid  worth. 

And  if  it  weigh  th*  importance  of  a  fly. 

The  scales  are  fidse,  or  algebra  a  lie. 

Sacred  interpreter  of  human  thought. 

How  few  respect  or  use  thee  as  they  ought ! 

But  all  shall  give  account  of  ev'ry  wrong. 

Who  dare  dishonour  or  defile  the  tongue ; 

Who  prostitute  it  in  the  cause  of  vice. 

Or  sell  their  gloxy  at  a  market-price ; 

Who  vote  for  hire,  or  point  it  with  lampoon. 

The  dear-bought  placftnan,  and  the  cheap  bufSxHi* 
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Theie  is  a  pniiienoe  in  the  ipteeh  of  tome, 
Wntfa  8tav8liim,or  elieGod would  strike  Umi  dumb: 
His  wise  nvbeiiaiioe  has  tfadr  end  in  view, 
They  fiU  their  measure,  and  receive  their  due. 
The  faeslhai  law-given  of  ancient  days. 
Names  almoat  winthy  of  a  Christian's  praise. 
Would  drive  them  mrtfa  from  the  resort  of  men, 
And  shut  up  ev'ry  satyr  in  his  den. 
0  come  not  ye  near  innooenee  and  troth. 
Ye  wonns  that  eat  into  the  bud  of  youth ! 
Intadiow  aa  impuie,  your  bliglitinff  powV 
Taints  in  its  nimments  the  pvomis'd  now'r  $ 
Its  odour  perish'd  and  its  channing  hue. 
Thenceforth  'tis  hateftil,  for  it  wnells  of  yoo. 
Not  e*cn  the  vigorous  and  headlong  rage 
Of  adolnoenoe,  or  a  fiimer  age, 
A£Snds  a  plea  allowable  or  just 
For  making  speedi  the  pampeier  of  lust ; 
But  when  the  breath  of  age  commitB  the  fkolt, 
'Tis  nauseous  as  the  vapour  of  a  vauk. 
So  withered  stumps  dimace  the  sylvan  scene. 
No  longer  fruitfiu,  and  no  longer  green; 
The  sapJoB  wood,  divested  of  the  bark. 
Grows  fungous,  and  takes  fire  at  ev'ry  niark. 

Oaths  terminate,  as  Paul  observes,  all  strife— 
Some-men  have  sorely  then  a  peaceftil  life ; 
Whatever  aibject  occupy  diseoiirse. 
The  feats  of  Vcstris,  or  the  naval  force. 
Asseveration  Uust'ring  in  your  fees 
Makes  oontiadictian  sudi  a  hopeless  case : 
In  ev'ry  tale  they  tell,  or  felse  or  true. 
Well  known,  or  sudi  as  no  man  ever  knew, 
Thev  fix  attention,  heedless  of  your  pain. 
With  oaths  like  rivets  forc'd  into  die  brain ; 
And  e'en  when  sober  troth  prevails  thiou^out. 
They  swear  it,  till  aifiimanoe  breeds  a  doubt. 
A  Persian,  humble  servant  of  the  sun. 
Who,  though  devout,  yet  bigotry  had  none, 
Hearing  a  lawyer,  gmve  in  his  address. 
With  adjnnlMns  ev'ry  word  impccM, 
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Suppoe'd  Ifae  num  « lniliop»  or»  at  katt, 
Gods  name  ao  much  upon  hia  lips*  a  indat; 
Bow'd  at  the  doee  with  aU  hia  gnoefiu  aiza» 
And  bc;gg*d  an  int*zert  in  hia  fiequcnt  pay*!!. 

Go,  quit  the  rank  to  which  ye  stood  ptdSBKr*d« 
Henceforth  assnriat/e  in  one  onminon  hod  ; 
Religion,  viztae»  reason,  common  senae« 
Pronounce  your  human  form  a  false  meteaoe; 
A  mete  iliqgiiise,  in  which  a  deviL  hina* 
Who  yet  bSzaya  his  aeoet  hy  his  wurkk 

Ye  pow'rs  who  rule  the  tongue,  if  audi  tfaeie  aie^ 
And  make  colloquial  hiq^ptness  your  caie,  t 
Preserve  me  fiom  the  tlnng  I  dread  and  hala^ 
A  duel  jn  the  &nn  of  a  d£ate. 
The  dash  of  arguments  and  jar  of  wofds. 
Worse  than  the  mortal  brunt  of  rival  awada. 
Decide  no  question  with  their  tedkros  kngth. 
For  opposition  gives  opinion  strength. 
Divert  the  champions  prodigal  of  breath ; 
And  put  the  peaoeably-disposM  to  .death. 

0  thwart  me  not.  Sir  Soph,  at  ev^ry  turn. 
Nor  carp  at  ev'ry  flaw  you  may  discern; 
Thou^  syHogisms  hao^  not  on  my  tongue* 

1  am  not  surely  always  m  the  wrong ; 
'Tis  hard  if  aU  is  ftlse  that  I  advance, 

A  fool  must  now  and  then  be  n^  by  cshanoe. 

Not  that  all  fireedom  of  dissent  I  bhune ; 

No— there  I  grant  the  privily  I  daim. 

A  disputable  point  is  no  man*s  ground ; 

Bove  where  you  please,  *tis  common  all  around. 

Discourse  may  want  an  animated— No, 

To  brush  the  surfiure,  and  to  make  it  flow; 

But  still  remember,  if  you  mean  to  pkaae. 

To  press  your  point  with  modes^  and  esae* 

The  mark,  at  which  my  juster  aim  I  take» 

Is  contradiction  fixr  its  own  dear  sake. 

Set  your  opinion  at  whatever  pitdi. 

Knots  and  impediments  make  something  hifedi  { 

Adopt  his  own,  'ds  equally  in  vain. 

Your  tiiread  of  aq^nnent  IS  smqip'd  agMn ; 
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The  wnDfjLeit  nttlier  than  aoond  with  you, 

Will  judge  UiBeelf  deori^'d,  end  prove  it  too. 

Vocifenited  legie  kiUs  me  miite, 

A  noisy  man  ie  always  in  me  lig^t : 

I  twirl  my  thmnbs,  fidl  back  into  my  chair, 

Fix  on  the  wainaoot  a  distieBSftd  stare. 

And,  when  I  hope  his  blimderB  are  all  out. 

Reply  diseieedy-^To  he  sure— no  doubt ! 

DtMus  is  such  a  aonnniloas  good  man — 

Yes—you  may  catch  him  trippmg,  if  you  can. 

He  woidd  not,  with  a  peremptory  tone. 

Assert  the  nose  upon  ms  fiioe  his  own ; 

With  heBtatkm  admirably  slow, 

He  htnnhly  hopes— presume8—-it  may  be  so. 

His  evidence,  if  he  were  call'd  by  law 

To  swear  to  some  enonnity  he  saw. 

For  want  of  prominence  and  just  relief. 

Would  hang  an  honest  man,  and  save  a  fhief 

Through  constant  dread  of  giving  truth  offence. 

He  ties  up  all  his  hearers  in  suspense ; 

Knows  what  he  knows,  as  if  he  knew  it  not ; 

What  he  mnemben,  seems  to  have  forgot ; 

His  sole  opinion,  whatsoe'er  be&n, 

Centering  at'  last  in  having  none  at  aU. 

Yet,  thimgh  he  tease  and  balk  your  listening  ear, 

He  makes  one  useful  pomt  exceeding  dear ; 

Howe'er  ingenious  on  his  darling  theme 

A  sceptic  in  philosophy  may  seem, 

Reduc'd  to  practice,  ms  beiloved  rule 

Would  only  (novo  him  a  consummate  iocA ; 

Useless  in  him  alike  both  brain  and  speech. 

Fate  having  plae*d  all  truth  above  his  reach. 

His  ambiguities  his  total  sum. 

He  migjht  as  well  be  bHnd,  and  deaf,  and  dumb. 

Where  men  of  judgment  creep  and  fbel  their  way. 
The  positive  pronounce  without  dismay ; 
Their  want  of  light  and  intellect  supplied 
By  sparks  absmmty  strikes  out  of  pnde. 
Widiout  the  means  of  knowing  right  fiom  wrong, 
Th^  always  aie  deciiivey  denr,  and  strong ; 

s8 


tlO  OemVERflATIOK.' 

Where  othen  toil  vMi  pfafloMvphielbroe, 
Their  nimbk  nensenBe  takes  a  shorter  oourse; 
Flings  at  your  head  convicdon  in  the  lump. 
And,  gains  remote  oond^dons  at  a  jmnp ; 
Their  own  defect,  inviable  to  them. 
Seen  in  another,  thej  at  once  oondoBn ; 
And,  thovigh  setf-imiz'd  in  e9*ry  case. 
Hate  their  own  likeness  in  a  brother's  ftoe. 
The  cause  is  pUmi,  and  not  to  be  denied. 
The  proud  are  always  most  pzovok'd  by  pride  $ 
Few  competitions  but  engender  spite ; 
And  those  the  most,  where  neither  has  a  lig^t. 
The  point  of  honour  has  been  deem*d  of  use. 
To  teach  good  manners,  and  to  curb  abuse; 
Admit  it  true,  the  consequence  is  dear. 
Our  polish'd  manners  are  a  mask  we  wear, 
And,  at  the  bottom,  barb*nnu  still  and  rude. 
We  are  restrained,  indeed,  but  not  subdued. 
The  very  remedy,  however  sure. 
Springs  from  the  mischief  it  intends  to  core. 
And  savage  in  its  principle  appears. 
Tried,  as  it  should  be,  by  the  fruit  it  bears. 
'Tis  hard,  indeed,  if  nothing  will  defend 
Mankind  from  qtiairels  but  their  fatal  end  ; 
That  now  and  then  a  hero  must  decease. 
That  the  surviving  world  may  live  in  peace. 
Perhaps  at  last  dose  scrutiny  may  diow 
The  practice  dastardly,  and  mean,  and  low ; 
That  men  engage  in  it  oompdl'd  by  force. 
And  fear,  not  courage,  is  its  proper  source ; 
The  fear  of  tyrant  custom,  and  me  fear 
Lest  fops  should  censure  us,  and  tools  should  meer. 
At  least,  to  trample  on  our  Maker's  laws. 
And  hazard  fife  fer  any  or  no  cause. 
To  rush  into  a  fix'd  eternal  state 
Out  of  the  very  flames  of  rage  and  hate. 
Or  send  another  shiv'rins  to  the  bar 
With  all  the  guilt  of  sum  unnat*ral  war, 
Whatever  Use  may  urge,  or  Honour  plead. 
On  Reason*8  veidict  is  a  madman*!  deed. 
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Am  I  to  set  m J  life  upon  B  tfaxow, 
BecBuge^a  bear  is  rude  andsarly  ?  Mb—  • 
A  piocal,  sensibls,  and  wdl-lirad  man 
Win  not  affiontme ;  and  no  other  can. 
Were  I  empowVd  to  regulate  the  lists* 
They  should  encounter  with  weil*loaded  fists ; 
A  Ttojan.  oomhat  would  be  something  new. 
Let  Dares  beat  EtUeihu  hUwk  and  blue; 
Then  each  might  ahow,  to  his  JMJmiring  fiifiods. 
In  hoDoniable  bumps  his  rich  amends. 
And  carry,  in  contusions  o£  his  skull, 
A  satisfoctnry  receipt  in  fiill. 

A  slOEy,  in  which  native  humour  reigns, 
Is  often  useftd,  always  entertains : 
A  graver  fact,  enlisted  on  your  nde. 
May  fomiah  illustration,  well  t^pipSatdi 
But  sedentary  weavers  of  kng  tales 
Give  me  the  fidgets,  and  my  patience  &ils. 
Tis  the  most  asinine  cmph^  on  earth. 
To  hear  tbem  tell  of  parentage  and  buth. 
And  echo  oonveisations,  dull  and  dry, 
EmbeUish'd  wiUb^He  taid,  and  iSb  Mid  /. 
At  ev*ry  interview  their  route  the  same. 
The  repetition  makes  attention  lame : 
We  bustle.up  with  unsuocessfiil  speed. 
And  in  the  saddest  part  txy-^DroU  indeed  ! 
The  patii  of  nanative  witii  care  pursue, 
Still  making  probabOity  your  dew ; 
On  aU  the  vestiges  of  truth  attend. 
And  let  them  guide  you  to  a  decent  end. 
Of  an  ambitions  man  may  entertain. 
The  worst,  tiiat  can  invade  a  sickly  bniB, 
Is  that,  which  angles  hourly  finr  surprise. 
And  baits  its  hook  with  prodigies  and  lies. 
Credulous  infimc^^,  or  age  as  weak. 
Are  fittest  auditois  for  such  to  sedc. 
Who  to  please  others  will  themselves  disgrace. 
Yet  please  not,  but  afiront  you  to  your  face.  | 

A  great  retailer  of  tiiis  curious  ware  j 

Having  unloaded  and  made  many  staie,  . 


Can  this  be  tme  ?-p«d  ndi  utamnui  crio. 
Yes  (rather  nov'd),  I  law  it  widi  these  eyes; 
^I  I  bdieveitGHlihatgraiiiidaJoiie} 
I  could  not,  had  I  seen  it  widi  my  own. 

A  tale  dundd  be  jndinboB,  dear,  suodnct ; 
The  language  plain»  and  inc&dcntt  well  link'd ; 
Tell  not  as  new  what  ev^ry  body  knows. 
And,  new  or  old,  still  hastoi  to  a  dose ; 
There,  centiing  in  a  fiiens  lound  and  neat. 
Let  all  your  lays  ofinfimnatkm  meet 
What  neither  yidda  ns  prafit  not  d/SStfjtit 
Is  like  a  nurse's  lullaby  at  niriit ; 
Guy  Earl  of  Warwiek  and  ha  Eleanore, 
Or  giant-kiUing  Jad:,  would  please  me  iporei 

The  pipe,  with  adamn  interposing  puff, 
Makes  half  a  sentence  at  a  time  coingh ; 
The  dozing  sages  drop  the  dsoviey  strain. 
Then  pauses  and  pn£i-«nd  speak,  and  pause  agaiik 
Such  often,  like  the  tube  they  so  admire. 
Important  tddos !  have  move  onoke  than  fir& 
Pernicious  weed !  whose  scent  the  fidr  annoys, 
Unfiiendly  to  iociety's  chief  jers. 
Thy  worst  efiiact  is  banishing  va  hours 
The  sex,  whose  prssence  ernlizes  ours. 
Thou  art  indeed  the  drug  a  gaxd'lier  wants. 
To  poison  vemin  that  iiSfest  his  plants ; 
But  are  we  so  to  wit  and  beauty  blind. 
As  to  despise  the  giory  of  our  kind. 
And  show  the  softest  minds  and  fldrast  forms 
As  little  mercy,  as  he  grubs  and  wonns? 
They  dare  not  wait  the  riotous  abuse. 
Thy  thirst-CBsatin^  steams  at  length  produce. 
When  wine  has  g^*n  indecent  language  birth. 
And  fbrc*d  the  floodgates  of  lioentieuB  miith ; 
For  sea-bom  Venus  her  attadunent  diowa 
Still  to  that  dement,  item  which  she  lose. 
And  with  a  quiet,  which  no  ftones  disturb, 
Sips  meek  infiisions  of  a  milder  herb. 

Th*emidiaticsp«ker  dearly  knrest' oppose 
In  contact  mcGiiTCBient»  noee  to  nosOi 
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As  if  the  gncimnp  on  liit  na^boaa^s  phiz, 
Toucli*d  with  the  magnet,  had  attzacted  his. 
His  whispered  tiheme,  dihited  and  at  large, 
Ptoves  after  all  a  wind-gun's  tary  chaige, 
An  extmct  of  his  diary-— no  more, 
A  tasteksB  journal  of  the  day  bcAne* 
He  walk'd  abroad,  overtaken  in  the  nin, 
CaU'd  on  a  friend,  drank  tea,  stepp'd  heme  again, 
Resum'd  his  purpose,  had  a  world  of  talk 
With  one  he  stumbled  on,  and  lost  his  walk. 
I  intenrupt  him  with  a  sudden  bow. 
Adieu,  dear  sir !  lest  yoa  should  lose  it  now. 

I  cannot  talk  with  civet  in  the  room, 
A  fine  muB-gentleman  that's  all  pezfome ; 
The  simt's  enoo^k-*4io  need  to  smell  a  beaii~« 
Who  mrusts  his  nose  into  a  raree<«how  ? 
His  odoriferous  attempts  to  please 
Perhaps  might  pioeper  with  a  swarm  of  bees; 
But  we  that  make  no  honey,  thoueh  we  sting,         ^ 
Poets,  are  sometimes  apt  to  manl  uie  thing. 
Tis  wrong  to  bring  into  a  mix'd  resort. 
What  maj/xs  some  sick,  and  others  ii^a^nort  t 
An  argument  of  oi^genoe,  we  may  say. 
Why  such  a  one  should  keep  himself  away. 

A  graver  ooioomb  we  may  sometimes  see, 
Quite  as  absurd,  though  not  so  light  as  he : 
A  shallow  brain  behind  a  serious  mask, 
An  oracle  within  an  enmty  cask. 
The  solemn  fop ;  sigmficant  and  budge ; 
A  fool  with  judges,  amongst  fools  a  judge ; 
He  says  but  litde,  and  that  little  said 
Owes  all  its  weight,  like  kndfliil  dice,  to  lead. 
His  wit  bvites  you  by  his  looks  to  come. 
But  when  you  knock,  it  neVer^is  at  home. 
'Tis  Jike  a  parcel  aent  you  by  the  stage. 
Some  handsome  present,  as  your  hopes  presage; 
*Ti8  heavy,  bidky,  and  bids  foir  to  prove 
An  absent  friend's  fidelity  and  love ; 
But  when  unpacked,  your  disappointment  gioans 
To  find  it  stuCd  wkh  briddiats»  earth,  and  itOMS.^ 
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III  "^^^Tif  loHWK  Iw  flft  ibty  DMe  bem  ncky 

OOClBt  1  OOBHBi  RB  WHIIfllll;  1116  lOCSy 

Brirte  haw  mao j  weds  tiny  loBpt  tiicir  bod* 

How  m  cmctk  «r  ofduBlie  iped ; 

lifoiiliiiig  is  iH^bAf  toBBiMf  uniBh  Ifli  voxgut^ 

Vciw  the  dirteODGrt  ipito  df  oiiMht  or  pult 
Vktorians  seam  VU  nd  nov  die  doctor's  ddH ; 

Th^  put  OB  ft  cboup  n^tansp  snd  iHspwi  $ 
Tlie^^nioii^itdM^inastliMnB^KnU  A^fvoo  ootnd  s 
Thdr  peefiA  hevon  ahnost  nh  tfaejr  had. 

Sone  ftolliil  ttiBjww  vidob  st  cv'ky  toudi» 
YoQ  always  do  too  nttlo  or  too  modi : 
Yoa  tpBUi  witii  n£tf  in  Immb  to  oBftotaniy 
Your  dcffitod  ipoico  gptB  thwmgn  tno  fawn  $ 
Yoa  6n  at  onoe  into  a  lower  kiqr. 
That's  wano-»dio  draoo-^pipo  of  an  Imuible  besk 
The  soulhein  sadi  admiis  too  sfiong  a  lig^hty 
Yoa  rise  and  drop  the  cmtmi    now  'tis  mfjtHL 
He  shakes  with  toM    you  stir  die  fire  and  strive 
To  make  a  hlatfi    that's  nesting  him  alive. 
Serve  him  widi  venison,  and  he  chonsBs  fidi  $ 
With  snlt  ■  i*ihat*s  jiat  the  sort  he  wonld  not  wish. 
He  takes  what  he  at  fiist  prafess'd  to  kiath. 
And  in  dne  time  ibeds  heartily  en  both ; 
Yet  stiDf  o'eRdooded  with  a  constant  fiown* 
He  does  not  swaDow*  but  he  gni^  it  down. 
Your  hope  to  please  him  vain  on  ev'iT  plan. 
Himself  shoidd  work  that  wander,  if  he  csn^ 
Ahu!  his  eibfts  double  his  distress. 
He  likes  youn  littie,  and  his  own  still  less. 
Thus  idways  teasfaig  othort,  always  teas'd. 
His  only  plensnie  is—to  be  dispiieas'd. 

I  pity  baahftd  men,  who  led  the  pain 
Of  fSandod  seom  and  midoserv'd  disoain. 
And  bear  the  nariu  imon  a  hhishing  fim 
Of  needless  Bhame*  end  edfoimpos'd  diycr. 


CONVERSATION*  fU 


Onr  BeBflbuities  are  ao  acnte* 

The  Dbk  of  being  nlmt  makes  us  unite. 

We  sometimeB  tbiok  we  eould  a  fpcech  produce 

Much  to  tbe  pui|MMe,  if  our  tongues  were  loose  ; 

But  being  ttiBd«  it  diss  upon  ihe  lip. 

Faint  as  a  chicken^s  note  that  baa  uie  pip : 

Our  wasted  ail  unpiofifeabfy  buns. 

Like  bidden  lamps  in  old  sepukiiral  unis. 

Few  Frenchmen  of  thia  evil  naTe  comp]am*d ; 

It  seems  aa  if  we  Britons  were  ordain'd. 

By  way  of  wholesome  curb  VBpaa  our  pride. 

To  fear  each  other,  fearing  none  besides 

Tlie  cause  peibaps  inqniry  may  descry, 

Sdf-seardung  with  an  introverted  eye, 

Conceal'd  wiSiin  an  unsuspected  part. 

The  vainest  comer  of  our  own  vam  heart : 

For  ever  aiming  at  the  world's  esteem. 

Our  self-importance  nana  its  own  scheme  ; 

In  other  eyes  our  talents  rarely  shown. 

Become  at  len^  so  flpkadid  in  our  own. 

We  dare  not  nsk  them  into  public  viow. 

Lest  they  miscany  of  what  seems  their  due. 

True  modesty  is  a  disoeming  grace. 

And  only  Uudies  in  the  proper  plaiDe ; 

But  counterfeit  is  blind,  and  sculks  thznig^  StUt 

Where  'tis  a  shame  to  be  adiam'd  t'  appear: 

Humility  the  parent  of  the  first, 

Tbe  last  by  vanity  prodne'd  and  nurs'd. 

The  circle  finm'd,  we  sit  in  sikBt  state, 

Like  figures  drawn  upon  a  dial  plate ; 

Yes  ma'am,  and  no  ma'am,  utta'd  soAly,  show 

Ev'ry  five  mfanitfii  how  the  Tnimitmm  go ; 

Each  individual,  suffering  a  oonatBaint 

Poetry  may,  but  odours  cannot  point ; 

As  if  in  dose  committee  on  lint  8Ky» 

Reports  it  hot  or  ooldf  or  wet  or  dry ; 

And  finds  a  «4»«ngmg  clime  a  happy  somoe 

Of  wise  reflection,  ai^  well-tim'a  discourse. 

We  next  inquire,  but  softly  and  by  stealth, 

Like  oonscrvattna  of  the  pttbhe  health. 


Of  epidonic  thiMits,  if  such  tfaoe  ase. 

And  coughs,  and  rheums,  and  j^thisic,  and  catanik' 

That  theme  exhausted,  a  wide  chasm  enniesv 

FiU'd  up  at  last  with  interesting  news. 

Who  dancM  with  whom,  and  who  are  like  to  wed. 

And  who  is  hang'd,  and  who  is  brought  to  bed : 

But  fear  to  call  a  more  important  cause. 

As  if  *twere  treason  against  Knglish  laws. 

The  visit  paid,  with  ecstacy  we  come. 

As  from  a  sevM  yean  tEansportation,  home^ 

And  there  resume  an  unemharrass'd  brow. 

Recovering  what  we  lost  we  know  not  how. 

The  faculties,  that  seem'd  reduc'd  to  nought, 

Esropession  and  the  priTilq;e  of  thought. 

The  reeking,  roarmg  hero  of  the  chase* 
I  give  him  over  as  a  desperate  case. 
Physiaians  write  in  hopes  to  work  a  aire. 
Never,  if  honest  ones,  when  dea&  is  sure ; 
And  though  the  fan  he  follows  may  be  tam*d, 
A  mere  fox-fbUVer  never  is  redaim*d. 
Some  fiurier  should  prescribe  his  proper  course. 
Whose  only  fit  companion  is  his  harse  ; 
Or  if,  deserving  of  a  better  doom. 
The  noble  beast  judge  otherwise,  his  groom. 
Yet  e'en  the  rogue  tlwt  serves  him,  tboudihe  stand» 
To  take  his  honour's  orders,  cap  in  hand. 
Prefers  his  fellow  grooms  wilih  much  good  sense. 
Their  skill  a  truth,  his  master's  a  pretence. 
If  neither  horse  nor  groom  affect  the  squire* 
Where  can  at  last  his  jockeyship  retire  ? 
O  to  the  dub,  the  scene  of  savage  joys. 
The  school  of  coarse  good  feDowship  and  noise ; 
There,  in  the  sweet  society  of  those. 
Whose  friendship  from  hu  boyish  years  he  cfaosct 
Let  him  improve  his  talent  if  he  can* 
Till  none  but  beasts  acknowledge  him  a  man. 

Man*s  heart  had  been  impenetrably  seai'd. 
Like  theirs  that  cleave  the  flood  or  graze  the  field*  ' 
Had  not  his  Maker's  all.bestowing  hand 
Giv*ki  him  a  soul*. and  bade  ^  understandi 
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The  iea8*miig  powV  TOtichsBTd  of  oouise  inferred 

The  pow*r  to  dothe  that  reason  with  hk  word  ; 

For  ful  is  perfect,  that  God  works  on  eartli. 

And  he,  that  gives  conception,  aids  the  birdu 

If  tfus  be  plain,  'tis  phumy  understood. 

What  uses  of  his  boon  the  Giver  would. 

The  Mind,  despatch'd  upon  her  busy  toily 

Should  range  where  Providence  has  bless'd  the  soiU  ; 

Visiting  ev'iy  flow*r  with  labour  meet,' 

And  flirtfa'nng  all  her  treasures  sweet  by  sweet. 

She  mould  imbue  the  tonsue  with  what  she  sips. 

And  shed  the  bafany  blessmg  on  the  lips. 

That  good  difius'd  may  more  abundant  |(row, 

And  speedi  may  praise  the  pow'r  that  bids  it  flow. 

Wm  die  sweet  warbler  of  the  livelong  nig^t. 

That  fills  the  list'ning  lover  with  delight, 

Foiset  his  harmony,  with  rapture  heard. 

To  leam  the  twitt*ring  of  a  meaner  bird  ? 

Or  make  the  parrot's  mimicry  his  choice. 

That  odious  libd  on  a  human  voice  ? 

Ko— Nature,  unsophisticate  by  man. 

Starts  not  aside  from  her  Creator's  plan ; 

The  midody,  that  was  at  first  design*d 

To  cheer  the  rude  fore&thers  of  mankind, 

Ii  note  fbr  note  deliver'd  in  our  ears. 

In  the  last  scene  of  her  six  thousand  years. 

Yet  Fashion,  leader  of  a  diatt'ring  train. 

Whom  man,  for  his  own  hurt,  permits  to  reign. 

Who  shifts  and  changes  an  thmgs  but  his  shape. 

And  would  degrade  her  vot'xy  to  an  ape. 

Hie  fruitful  parent  of  abuse  and  wrong. 

Holds  a  usurp'd  dominion  o'er  his  tongue ; 

There  sits  and  urompts  him  with  his  own  disgrace, . 

PreseribeB  the  meme,  Ae  tone,  and  the  srimace. 

And,  when  acoomplish'd  in  her  wavwara  school. 

Calls  gentleman  whom  she  has  made  a  fooL 

'TIS  an  unalterable  fix'd  decree. 

That  none  could  frame  or  ratify  but  she. 

That  heav'n  and  hell,  and  righteousness  and  sin* 

Snares  in  his  path,  and  foes  Uiat  lurk  within, 
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God  and  hb  attEibDlai  (a  fidd  of  day 

Wheie  'Ik  an  angel's  happineii  to  itny). 

Frails  of  his  love  and  wooden  of  his  mi^t. 

Be  nevar  nam*d  in  eaa  esteemed  pofite. 

Tliat  ha  who  dana,  wbea  she  finUds,  be  gniTe» 

ShaU  stand  pBoacrib'd,  a  madman  or  a  knave*  . 

A  doae  designer  not  to  he  hdiev*dt 

Or,  if  aons^  that  diaige,  at  least  deceiT*d»'^, 

Oh  ftOy  vordiy  of  the  nurse's  hspt 

Give  it  Ae  breast,  or  stop  its  mooQl  wiA  P^^* 

Is  it  inaedibk,  or  can  it  seem 

A  dream  to  any,  except  those  Aat  dream. 

That  man  shoiud  love  his  Maker,  and  thai  fire. 

Wanning  his  heart,  shoold  at  his  fips  tiaiuipire  ? 

Know  then,  and  modestly  let  fiJl  yoor  eyea. 

And  veil  your  daring  crest  that  himves  me  akiBB  ; 

That  air  of  insolence  affimts  your  God, 

You  need  Ins  pardon,  and  profbke  his  rod : 

Now,  in  a  jpostore  that  becomes  you  more 

Than  that  heroic  stmt  asnmiM  before. 

Know,  your  anears  with  ev'ry  hour  aooue 

For  mercy  shown,  while  wram  is  jnsdy  dnsw 

The  time  is  short,  and  there  are  souls  on  eaidi. 

Though  future  pain  may  serve  Ar  present  mir^ 

Acquainted  with  the  woes,  that  fear  or  shame. 

By  Fa^iofi  taught,  forbade  them  once  to  name. 

And,  havinff  fdt  die  panga  yon  deem  a  jest. 

Have  pKov'd  them  truths  too  bis  to  be  ezpress'd. 

Go  sedc  on  reveladon*s  haBow'd  ground. 

Sure  to  succeed,  the  remedy  ihsj  found ; 

Touch'd  by  that  powV  that  you  nave  dar'd  to  mock 

That  makes  seas  stable,  and  dissolves  the  rode. 

Your  heart  shall  yield  a  hfo-renewing  stream. 

That  focJs,  as  you  have  done,  shall  adl  a  dream. 

It  hiippen*d  on  a  solemn  eventide. 
Soon  after  He  that  waa  our  Surety  died. 
Two  bosom  fiiends,  eadi  pennv^  indin*d. 
The  scene  of  all  those  sonows  left  behind, 
Soo{^t  their  own  village,  busied  as  they  went 
In  musings  worthy  of  the  great  event : 
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They  mke  of  Mm  ihiej  lov'd,  of  him  whose  life. 
Though  Uamden,  had  incuirM  perpetual  ttrife. 
Whose  deeds  had  left,  in  spts  of  hostile  arts, 
A  deep  memorial  oaven  on  their  hearfiL 
The  zeoollectiaii,  fike  a  vein  of  oie. 
The  fiirther  tnu;*d,  enridi*d  them  still  die  mofe ; 
They  thought  him,  and  they  justly  thou^t  him,  one 
Sent  to  do  more  than  he  appear'd  t'  have  done  { 
T'  exalt  a  people,  and  to  plaoe  them  hig^ 
Above  all  dse,  and  wonder'd  he  should  die. 
£ze  yet  they  brought  their  journey  to  an  end, 
A  stranger  joinM  Uiem,  oouiteoos  as  a  ftiend. 
And  ask'd  them,  with  a  Idnd,  engaging  anr. 
What  their  affliction  was,  and  bem*d  a  share. 
Informed,  he  gatfaerM  up  the  faiokai  thread. 
And,  truth  and  wisdom  gracing  all  he  said, 
EiplainM,  illustzated,  and  seaich'd  so  well 
The  tender  theme,  on  which  they  diose  to  dwell. 
That,  reaching  home.  The  night,  diey  said,  is  near. 
We  must  not  now  he  parted,  sojourn  nera— 
The  new  acquaintance  soon  braime  a  guest. 
And,  made  so  welcome  at  their  simple  fbut. 
He  bless'd  the  bread,  but  vanish'd  at  the  word. 
And  left  them  both  exdaiming,  Twas  the  Loid  ! 
Did  not  our  hearts  feel  all  he  deign*d  to  say  ? 
Did  they  not  bum  within  us  by  me  way  ? 

Now  theirs  was  converse,  such  as  it  behoves 
Man  to  maintain,  and  such  as  God  approves : 
Their  views,  indeed,  were  indistinct  and  dim. 
But  yet  successftd,  bong  aim*d  at  him. 
Christ  and  his  character  their  only  scope. 
Their  object,  and  thdr  subject,  and  Uieir  hope, 
Thejr  felt  what  it  became  tnem  much  to  feel, 
Ana,  wanting  him  to  loose  the  sacred  zeal. 
Found  him  as  prompt,  as  their  desbe  was  true. 
To  spread  the  newborn  ^^oiies  in  their  view. 
WelL— what  are  ages  and  the  lapse  of  time, 
Match'd  against  truths,  as  lasting  as  snUime  ? 
Can  length  of  years  on  God  himself  exact? 
Or  make  that  fiction^  which  was  once  a  Act  ? 
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No  ■winWemndiBcoiding  bnss  decaqft 
And,  like  die  gnver's  memory,  pass  away ; 
The  wmlcB  of  man  iBhent,  as  is  just. 
Their  author^  fiaflty,  and  letom  to  dust : 
But  truth  divine  for  ever  stands  secure. 
Its  headasgOBided  as  its  base  is  sure ; 
Fix*d  in  the  roDing  flood  of  endless  years. 
The  pilhr  of  tfa*  eternal  plan  appears. 
The  raving  storm  and  dashii^  wave  defies. 
Built  by  that  architect  who  built  the  sides. 
Hearts. may  be  finmd,  that  harbour  at  this  hour 
That  love  of  Christ,  and  all  its  quick'ning  pow*r  ; 
And  tips  unstain'd  by  folly  ot  by  strife. 
Whose  wisdom,  drawn  firom  the  deep  well  of  life. 
Tastes  of  its  iMalthfol  or^in,  and  flows 
A  Jordan  for  th*  abhition  of  our  woes. 
O  days  of  heav*n,  and  nights  of  equal  praise. 
Serene  and  peaceful  as  those  heav*nly  days. 
When  souls  drawn  upward  in  communion  sweet. 
Enjoy  the  stillness  of  some  dose  retreat. 
Discourse,  as  if  releas*d  and  safe  at  home. 
Of  dangers  past,  and  wondeis  yet  to  come. 
And  spread  the  sacred  treasures  of  the  breast 
Upon  the  lap  of  covenanted  Rest 

What,  always  dreaming  over  heav*nly  things. 
Like  angd-heads  in  stone  with  pigeon-wings  ? 
Canting  and  whining  out  all  day  Uie  word. 
And  half  the  night  ?  Fanatic  and  absurd ! 
Mine  be  the  friend  less  frequent  in  his  pray*!!. 
Who  makes  no  bustle  with  his  80ul*s  affidrs. 
Whose  wit  can  brighten  up  a  wintry  day. 
And  diase  die  splenedc  diJl  hours  away  $ 
Content  on  earth  in  earthly  things  to  shine. 
Who  waits  for  heav*n  ere  he  be^mes  divine. 
Leaves  saints  t*  enjoy  those  altitudes  they  teach. 
And  plucks  the  fruit  placed  more  within  his 

Well  spoken,  advocate  of  sin  and  shame^ 
Known  by  thy  bleating.  Ignorance  thy  name. 
Is  sparklmg  wit  the  world's  exdusive  right  ? 
The  fix'd  fee-nmide  of  the  vain  and  light? 
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Can  hopes  of  1imv*ii*  bright  prospeots  of  an  hour. 
That  oome  to  waft  us  out  of  Sonow's  pow'r. 
Obscure  Of  quench  a  fiunilty,  that  finds 
Its  happiest  soil  in  the  sorenest  rainds  ? 
Religion  curbs  indeed  its  wanton  pla^t 
And  brings  the  trifler  under  iig*rous  swfty, 
But  gives  it  useAdhess  unknown  before^ 
Andy  ]^iirifying,  makes  it  shine  the  monk 
A  Christian's  wit  is  inofitosive  light* 
A  beam  that  aids,  but  never  pieves  the  sight ; 
Vigorous  in  age  as  in  the  fla£  of  youUi, 
Tis  always  active  on  the  side  of  tnith ; 
Temp'ranoe  and  peace  ensure  its  healtfaful  state. 
And  make  it  bri^itest  at  its  latest  date. 
Oh  I  have  seen  (nor  hope  perhaps  in  vain, 
Ere  life  go  down.  Id  see  siich  n^ts  again) 
A  vetVn  wanior  in  the  Christian  fieU, 
Who  never  saw  the  sword  he  could  not  wield ; 
Grave  without  dulness,  learned  without  pride. 
Exact,  yet  not  precise,  thon^  meek,  k»en-ey*d ; 
A  man  that  would  have  finl'd  at  iheur  own  play 
A  dozen  would-be*s  of  the  modem  day ; 
Who,  when  oocasion  justified  its  use. 
Had  wit  as  brigjht  as  ready  to  produce. 
Could  fetch  mm  records  of  an  earBer  age, 
Or  horn  philosophy's  enlightcn*d  page. 
His  rich  materials,  and  r^ale  your  ear 
With  strains  it  was  a  privilege  to  heart 
Yet,  above  all,  his  luxury  supreme. 
And  his  chief  gkny,  was  the  Goqid  theme ; 
There  he  was  copious  as  old  Greece  or  Rome, 
Hia  happy  doquenoe  seem'd  there  aft  home, 
Ambitious  not  to  shine  cor  to  excel. 
But  to  treat  justly  what  he  lov*d  so  wdL 

It  moves  me  more  perhaps  than  fidly  ou^t. 
When  some  green  heads,  as  void  of  wit  as  tiiought. 
Suppose  themtetoa  monopolists  of  sense, 
And  wiser  men*s  ability  pretence. 
Though  time  will  wear  us,  and  we  must  giow  old, 
Such  men  are  not  forgot  as  soon  as  eold ; 

t2 
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I  giant  it  dangVoiKt  and  fMrove  yaat  fear. 
That  fire  B  oHhiung  if  joa  annr  too  near  ; 
Bat  nne  a^erfCB  eft  BuMake  the  fiame. 


To  txonble  (as  ihe  ocataire  of  an  hour 

Om^  at  ^b€  fiev  of  an  afani^tj  po«r*i) 

Be&e  his  pnsenoe,  at  whose  awfiu  thxane 

An  tranhle  in  aQ  arodds,  cze^  oar  own. 

To  snppBcate  Us  mocy*  love  his  wacvsy 

And  pnze  dMm  above  pkasoR,  weahh«  or  pmise^ 

ThaoA  eommon  sense,  afloir'd  a  casting  vaioe* 

And  nee  firom  bias,  must  ^vprove  the  <jiaioeB 

Convicts  a  man  fioiatic  in  th*  cztrone. 

And  wild  as  madness  in  the  wcrid^s 

Bat  diat  disease,  when  sobcdy  defin'd. 

Is  the  islse  fire  of  an  overheated  mind  ; 

It  views  the  truth  with  a  distorted  eye. 

And  either  waips  or  lays  it  usekM  by ; 
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*Ti8  naiww,  adfiab,  aii»g«Bt,  «nd  danii 
Its  sordid  nouxishment  ftom  man's  applsuBe  ; 
And  whilfi  «t  heart  sin  unidinqaish'a  Bes, 
Presumes  itsdf  chief  fav'rite  cfdie  aidcsw 
'Tis  such  a  light  as  putic£Ktioa  breeds 
In  fly-blown  flesh,  whereon  the  magj^oi  feeds. 
Shines  in  the  dark,  but,  usher'd  into  day, 
The  stench  remains,  the  histre  dies  away. 

Tme  bliss,  if  man  may  reach  it,  is  oompoB^d 
Of  hearts  in  imion  mutually  disdos'd ; 
And,  £ueweU  else  all  hope  of  pure  deUg^t, 
Those  hearts  should  be  ledaim^d,  renew*d,  upiigfat. 
Bad  men,  profiming  fiiendsbip's  hallow'd  name. 
Form,  in  its  stead,  a  covenant  of  shame, 
A  dark  oonfed'ra<7  against  the  laws 
Of  virtue,  and  religion's  gloiious  cause : 
They  build  each  other  up  with  dreadful  skill, 
Aa  bastions  set  point  blank  against  God's  will ; 
Enlarge  and  fortify  the  dread  redoubt. 
Deeply  resolv'd  to  shut  a  Saviour  out ; 
Call  legions  up  ficom  hdl  to  back  the  deed ; 
Aod,  curs'd  with  conquest,  finally  succeed. 
But  souk,  that  carry  on  a  blest  exchange 
Of  joys,  they  meet  with  in  their  heav*nly  range, 
And  with  a  fearless  confidence  make  known 
The  sorrows,  sympathy  esteems  its  own. 
Daily  derive  increasing  light  and  fixrce 
From  such  communion  in  their  pleasant  ooune. 
Fed  less  the  journey's  rou^mess  and  its  length. 
Meet  their  oroosers  with  united  strength, 
Ax^,  one  in  neart,  in  int'rest,  and  design. 
Gird  up  each  other  to  the  race  divine^ 

But  Convenation,  choose  what  theme  wa^may. 
And  chiefly  when  religion  leads  the  way. 
Should  flow,  like  waters  after  sununer  sbow'rs. 
Not  as  if  rais'd  by  mere  mechanic  pow'is. 
The  Christian,  in  whose  soul,  though  now  distress'd. 
Lives  the  dear  thought  of  joys  he  once  possess'd. 
When  all  his  gk)wing  language  issu'd  mrth 
With  God's  de^  stamp  i^wn  its  cuixent  worth. 
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Wm  speak  witbout  djaguiae,  and  nutft  impart. 
Sad  as  it  u,  his  nndissemUing  heart, 
Ahhcm  oonstiaint,  and  daies  not  feign  a  zeal. 
Or  seem  to  boast  a  fire  he  does  not  leeL 
The  song  of  Zion  is  a  tasteless  thix^. 
Unless,  when  rising  on  a  }oyful  wing. 
The  soul  can  mix  with  the  celestial  bands. 
And  give  the  sixain  the  compass  it  demands. 

Strange  tidkgs  these  to  tell  a  world,  who  treat 
All  but  their  own  experience  as  deceit  I 
Will  they  believe,  though  credulous  enou^ 
To  «walk)w  much  upon  much  weaker  proof, 
That  there  are  blest  inhabitants  of  earm. 
Partakers  of  a  new  ethenal  both. 
Their  hopes,  desires,  and  poiposes  estrangM 
From  thmgs  tencestrial,  and  mvindy  changM, 
Their  very  language,  of  a  kind,  that  speaks 
The  soul's  sure  int'vest  in  the  good  she  seeks, 
Who  deal  with  Scrqrture,  iu  importance  felt. 
As  Tully  with  philosophy  once  dealt, 
And  in  the  silent  watdies  of  the  night. 
And  through  the  scenes  of  toil-renewing  light. 
The  social  walk,  or  solitary  ride. 
Keep  still  the  dear  companion  at  their  side  ? 
No— shame  upaa  a  sdi-disgradng  age, 
God's  work  may  serve  an  ape  upon  a  stage 
With  such  a  jest,  as  fill'd  with  hellish  gtee 
Certain  invisibles  as  shrewd  as  he{ 
But  veneration  or  respect  finds  nooe, 
Save  from  the  subjects  of  that  work  akme. 
The  Worid  sown  old  her  deep  disoemment  diows, 
Claps  spectades  on  her  saoadous  nose. 
Peruses  dosdy  the  true  Cniistian's  ftee, 
And  finds  it  a  mere  mask  of  sly  grimace ; 
Usurps  God's  oflice,  lays  his  bosom  bare. 
And  finds  hypocrimr  dose  lurking  there  ( 
And,  serving  God  henelf  tfarooda  mere  constraint, 
Condudes  his  unfdgn'd  love  of  him  a  feint 
And  yet,  God  knows,  look  human  nature  through, 
(And  in  due  time  the  World  shall  know  it  too) 
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That  floee  tbe  floir*n  of  Eden  felt  the  Mast, 

That  after  man's  defection  laid  all  waste, 

^noeiiiy  towards  the  heart-seardimg  God 

Has  made  the  new-born  creatore  her  abode» 

Nor  shall  be  found  in  mnegen'iate  souk, 

T31  the  last  fire  bom  all  b^een  the  poles. 

Sincerity  !  why  *tb  his  only  pride. 

Weak  wad  impofect  in  all  grace  beside. 

He  knows  that  God  dmiands  his  heart  entire, 

And  gives  him  all  his  jnst^demands  require. 

Without  it  his  pretensions  were  as  vain. 

As  having  it  he  deems  the  Wodd's  disdain ; 

That  great  defect  would  cost  him  not  alone 

Man's  favourable  judgment,  but  his  own ; 

His  birthri^t  shaiken,  and  no  longer  dear. 

Than  while  his  conduct  proves  his  heart  sincere. 

Retort  the  charge,  and  let  the  World  be  told 

She  boasts  a  confidence  she  does  not  hold ; 

That,  conscious  of  her  crimes,  she  feels  instead 

A  cold  misgiving,  and  a  killing  dread : 

That  while  in  health  the  ground  of  her  support 

Is  madly  to  forget  that  life  is  short ; 

That  sick  she  trembles,  knowing  she  must  die. 

Her  hope  presumption,  and  her  faith  a  lie ; 

That  while  die  dotes,  and  dreams  that  she  believes. 

She  mocks  her  Maker,  and  herself  deceives. 

Her  utmost  reach,  historical  assent. 

The  doctrines  waip'd  to  what  they  never  meant ; 

That  truth  itself  is  in  her  head  as  dull 

And  useless  as  a  candle  in  a  skull. 

And  an  her  love  of  God  a  groundless  daim, 

A  trick  upon  the  canvass,  painted  flame. 

Tell  her  again,  the  sneer  upon  her  fine. 

And  all  her  eensures  of  the  work  of  grace. 

Are  insincere,  meant  only  to  conceal 

A  dread  she  would  not,  yet  is  finc'd  to  fed ; 

That  in  her  heart  the  Christian  she  reveres. 

And  while  she  seems  to  scorn  him,  only  feais. 

A  poet  does  not  work  bv  square  or  Ime, 
As  smiths  and  joiners  petnct  a  design ; 
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At  least  we  modons,  our  atfeeDticni  ]an« 

Beyond  tfa'  example  of  our  nmi  digrewy 

And  dahn  a  rig^t  to  wamper  and  ran  wide, 

Wherevex  chance,  caprice,  or  frncy  guide. 

The  World  and  I  fiirtuitouaUr  met ; 

I  ow*d  a  trifle,  and  have  paid  tlie  debt ; 

She  did  me  wrong,  I  reoompcnsM  the  deed. 

And,  having  struck  the  balance,  now  pioceed. 

Perhaps,  however,  as  some  years  have  passed. 

Since  she  and  I  oonvcn'd  together  hat. 

And  I  have  ]iv*d  reduse  in  rural  shades, 

VfYadi  seldom  a  distinct  report  pervades. 

Great  changes  and  new  manneis  have  occorrM, 

And  blest  refimns,  that  I  have  never  hesvd. 

And  she  may  now  be  as  disGreet  and  wise. 

As  once  absozd  in  all  discerning  eyes. 

Sobriety  perhaps  may  now  be  round. 

Where  once  Intoxication  press*d  the  ground ; 

The  subtle  and  injurious  may  be  just. 

And  he  grown  chaste,  that  was  the  daTO  of  lust ; 

Arts  once  esteemed  may  be  with  shame  dismissM ; 

Charity  may  rehuc  the  miser*s  fist ; 

The  gamester  may  have  cast  his  cards  away. 

Forgot  to  curse,  and  only  kned  to  may. 

It  lus  indeed  been  tdd  me  (with  what  weight. 

How  credibly,  'tis  hard  for  me  to  state) 

That  fables  old,  that  seem'd  for  ever  mute^ 

Reviv'd  are  ha8t*ning  into  fredi  repute. 

And  gods  and  goddesses,  discarded  long 

Like  usdess  lumber,  or  a  stroller's  song. 

Are  bringing  into  vogue  their  heathen  train. 

And  Jupiter  bids  fair  to  rule  again ; 

That  certain  ftasts  are  instituted  now. 

Where  Venus  hears  the  lover's  tender  vow ; 

That  all  Olympus  through  the  country  roves. 

To  consecrate  our  few  remaining  groves. 

And  Echo  learns  politdy  to  repeat 

The  praise  of  names  for  ages  obsolete  t 

That  having  prov'd  the  weakness,  it  diould  seem. 

Of  revelation's  ineffectual  bearo» 


CONYBBSiiTION.  ttf 


TobtbtgAe 

And  pvs  ihtt  iiiflnl  nwiiigii  llMir  |— ipci  pbfi 
Tliej  mam  to  tijr  vlMit  maj  at  lait  be  doDcw 
B  J  stout  wihrtamai  gods  of  wood  and  stODe» 

^wfl  IVuCtuS  WUOBOtUk  COBB  DHHT  Dflt  BBDQDGB 

The  ▼irtnes  offlld  Bome  iv  Ei^lUi  use. 
Maj  mndi  suecisai  atcead  die  i£ms  plaD» 
Buy  BScRiBjr  QBoe  more  cnlicttHli  ntan^ 

daoe  jbidi  webid  witb  iwhp— fipwHFttHi  aits* 
Bwlaim  his  taste*  and  ^'"'g^'**"  i^  his  pattSt 
Bfake  hnn  adilrtic,  as  in  dajs  of  oldy 
Lcam'd  at  die  bar,  m  die  pahestim  bidd. 
Divest  die  roomier  sex  of  frmale  ain. 
And  teadi  die  soAs  not  to  oopjr  dioias 
The  cfaange  diaU  please,  nor  dudl  it  matter  aoght 
Who  woffcs  die  irandcr,  if  it  be  but  wioqglht. 
Tis  time,  however,  if  the  case  studs  tfaos. 
For  US  plain  fidks,  and  all  who  side  widi  iis» 
To  biiikl  our  ahar,  eonfidcnt  and  bold* 
And  aaj  as  stem  Efijahsaidof  old. 
The  8tn&  now  stands  i^on  a  fidr  award. 
If  Israel's  Lord  be  God,  dien  serve  die  Lord  3 
If  he  be  aiknt,  fridi  is  aU  a  whim. 
Then  Baal  is  die  God,  and  worship  him. 
Bigiession  is  BO  much  in  modem  use, 
Thou^t  is  so  rare,  and  ftncy  so  prafbae. 
Some  never  seem  so  wide  of  dieir  intoit. 
As  when  letnnring  to  the  theme  tfaejr  meant ; 
As  mendicants,  whose  bosniesB  is  to  roam. 
Make  evlty  parish  but  dieir  own  their  home. 
Thoui^  socn  oontimial  zigzags  in  a  book. 
Such  drunken  ledingB  have  an  awkward  look. 
And  I  had  radier  ctiep  to  what  is  true. 
Than  love  and  sCagoer  widi  no  maik  in  view  t 
Yet  to  consult  a  hSe,  seem*d  no  crime. 
The  freftkish  humour  of  die  jj^esent  time : 
But  now  to  sadier  up  what  seems  dii|ienM, 
And  touch  £e  subject  I  desig^'d  at  fint. 
May  prove,  tfaou^  much  b^de  the  rules  of  art* 
Best  for  the  pubhc,  and  my  wisest  part. 
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And  fint,  let  no  man  duoge  me,  Aat  I  mean' 

To  doae  in  saUes  ev*ry  aodal  acenc^ 

And  give  good  ooiD|ianj  a  ifaoe«even^ 

As  if  they  met  around  a  father's  bier ; 

For  tdl  some  men,  that  pleagiiiT!  ail  thdr  bent. 

And  laughter  all  their  wod^  ia  Jife  misspent. 

Their  wisdcnn  bmsts  into  diis  sage  reply. 

Then  mirth  is  sin,  and  we  sfaooM  ahrm  cry. 

To  find  the  medium  asks  some  share  o£  wit. 

And  therefore  *tis  a  mark  fools  ne?er  hit 

But  though  life*s  valley  be  a  vale  of  tears, 

A  brighter  scene  beyond  that  vale  appears. 

Whose  glory,  wiih  a  light  that  never  fades. 

Shoots  between  8catter*d  rocks  and  opening  shades* 

And,  while  it  shows  the  land  the  soul  desires. 

The  language  of  the  land  she  seeks  inspire& 

Thus  toudi*d,  the  tongue  receives  a  sacred  cure 

Of  all  that  was  absurd,  profime,  impure  ; 

Hdd  within  modest  bounds,  the  tide  of  speech 

Pursues  the  course  that  Truth  and  Nature  teach ; 

No  longer  labours  merely  to  produce 

The  pomp  of  sound,  or  tinkle  without  use : 

Where'er  it  winds,  ihe  salutary  stream. 

Sprightly  and  fresh,  enriches  ev'rv  theme. 

While  aJl  the  happy  man  possess  d  before. 

The  gift  of  nature,  or  the  classic  store. 

Is  maide  subservient  to  the  erand  design. 

For  which  Heav'n  form*d  me  foculty  divine* 

So,  should  an  idiot,  while  at  large  he  strmt 

Find  the  sweet  lyre,  on  which  an  artist  plays. 

With  rash  and  awkward  force  the  duods  be  ahakob 

And  grins  with  wonder  at  the  jar  he  makes  ; 

But  let  die  wise  and  wdl-instnlcted  hand 

Once  take  the  shell  beneath  his  just  coomaand. 

In  gentle  sounds  it  seems  as  it  oomplain'd 

Of  the  rude  injuries  it  late  sustained. 

Tin  tun'd  at  length  to  some  immortal  song. 

It  sounds  Jehovah's  name,  and  poun  his  pmiae  liki^ 
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HAcnrsT^  in  bnfflnen,  wearied  at  the  oar. 
Which  thooawndg,  onoe  fiat  chained  to,  quit  no  moitv 
But  idiidi,  when  life  at  ebb  runs  weak  and  low, 
AH  widi,  or  aeem  to  wish,  they  could  forego ; 
Tlie  statesman,  lawyer,  merchant,  man  of  trade, 
Pauls  for  the  reftige  of  some  rural  shade, 
Where,  all  his  long  anxifrifs  forgot 
Amid  die  channs  of  a  sequestered  spot. 
Or  recollected  only  to  gild  o*er. 
And  add  a  smile  to  what  was  sweet  before. 
He  may  possess  the  joys  he  thinks  he  sees, 
Lay  his  old  age  upon  the  lap  of  Ease, 
Improve  the  remnant  of  his  wasted  span. 
And,  haying  livM  a  trifler,  die  a  man. 
Thus  CoDsaenoe  pleads  her  cause  within  the  breast* 
Though  long  rebelled  against,  not  yet  suppressed, 
And  calls  a  creature  form*d  for  God  alone. 
For  HeavVs  fai§^  purposes,  and  not  his  own, 
CaUs  him  away  from  selfish  ends  and  aims, 
Prom  what  debilitates  and  what  inflames. 
Prom  cities  humming  with  a  restless  crowd. 
Sordid  as  active,  ^norant  as  loud. 
Whose  hi^est  praise  is  that  they  five  in  vain. 
The  dupes  of  pleasure,  or  the  slaves  of  gain. 
Where  works  of  man  are  clustered  dose  around. 
And  wtnks  of  God  are  hardly  to  be  found. 
To  regions  where,  in  smte  of  sin  and  wo, 
Tiaoes  of  Eden  are  stifl  seen  bdow. 
Where  momitain,  river,  forest,  fidd,  and  grove, 
Bamiud  him  of  Ids  Maker's  pow'r  and  love. 
'TIS  wdl  if,  k>oVd  for  at  so  late  a  day. 
In  the  last  scene  of  sodi  a  sensdess  jday, 
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True  wifldom  win  attend  his  feeble  gbII, 
And  grace  his  action  ere  the  curtain  £fiU. 
Souls,  that  have  long  despis'd  their  hea;ir*nly  birtSiy 
Their  wishes  all  impregnated  with  earth. 
For  thxeesGoro  yea»  emp]oT*d  wiA  eeaaeless  cars 
In  catching  smoke  and  leemng  iqMm  air, 
Conyersant  only  with  the  ways  of  men, 
Rarely  redeem  the  short  remaining  ten. 
InyetVate  habits  choke  th'  unfruitftil  heart. 
Their  fibres  penetrate  its  tend*iest  pact. 
And,  draining  its  nutritious  pow*n  to  feed 
Their  noxious  grow^,  starve  ey'ry  better  seed. 

Happy,  if  fi2l  of  days-*>but  h^^ner  fer. 
If,  ere  we  yet  discern  Ufe*8  ey'ning  star. 
Sick  of  the  service  «f  a  world,  that  feeds 
Its  patient  drudges  with  dry  chaff  and  weeds. 
We  can  escape  nom  Custom's  idiot  sway. 
To  serve  the  Sovereign  we  were  bom  t*  obey. 
Then  sweet  to  muse  upon  his  skill  di^day*d 
(Infinite  skill)  in  all  that  he  has  made ! 
To  trace  in  Nature's  most  minute  design 
The  signature  and  staot^i  of  pow'r  divine. 
Contrivance  intricate,  express'd  with  ease. 
Where  unassisted  o^  no  beauty  sees. 
The  shapely  limb  and  lubricated  joint 
Within  the  small  dimcmions  of  a  point. 
Muscle  and  nerve  mliaculausly  spun. 
His  mighty  woric,  who  speaks,  and  it  is  doney 
Th'  invisilijle  in  things  scarce  seen  reveal'd. 
To  whom  an  atom  is  an  ample  field ; 
To  wonder  at  a  thousand  insect  ferms. 
These  hatch'd,  and  those  resuscitated  worms. 
New  life  ordain'd  and  brighter  scenes  to  diaie. 
Once  prone  on  earth,  now  buoyant  v^on  air. 
Whose  shape  would  make  themfhadtheybulkandsizey 
More  hideous  foes  than  &jacy  can  devise ; 
With  helmed  heads  and  dra^^-scaks  adoifB*d, 
The  mighly  myriads  now  securely  soom*d. 
Would  nock  the  ma)esty  of  man^i  high  bij«)i. 
Despise  his  bulwark^  and  lopeople  earth. 
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Then  with  a  ^onee  oihaaiSy  tb  toitey. 

Far  as  the  faoilty  tm  atteteh  awaj, 

Ten  thousand  riven  potir*d  al  hk  ctnhmand 

FioBi  ums,  that  Mvaf  ftal,  ihiMgfa  ev'iy  land ; 

These  Uke  a  dehige  with  impetooiis  ibice. 

Those  winding  modtttly  a  suent  ooime ; 

The  doud-suxmoanting  A]pe»  the  fhiitl^  Tdes ; 

Seas,  on  which  ev*iy  natkm  spieads  her  sails ; 

Tlie  sun,  a  wodd  whenee  offaer  worlds  drink  light. 

The  cxeseent  hmmi,  the  diadem  of  ttig^t ; 

Stars  countless^  each  in  his  a|ipainted  place, 

Fast  ancfadr'd  in  the  dee^  abyss  of  4«c&^ 

At  such  a  si^^  to  catch  the  poet*s  flame. 

And  with  a  rapture  like  his  own  exehdm. 

These  ane  thy  gloriouA  wodks,  thou  Soured  of  Good, 

How  dimly  seen,  how  fiutatly  understood ! 

Thine,  and  uphdd  by  Ay  palenial  care. 

This  unhrecBfll  frame,  thus  wondrous  fair ; 

Thy  pow*c  divine,  and  bounty  beyond  thou^t, 

Adiord  and  prais'd  in  all  that  thou  hast  wrou^t. 

Absorb'd  in  that  immenrity  I  see^ 

I  shrink  abas*d,  and  yet  amiie  to  thee ; 

Instruct  me,  guide  me  to  thait  heav^y  day, 

Thy  words  more  deariy  dum  thy  worn  display. 

That,  while  thy  tntfhs  my  grossct  thoughts  reftne, 

I  may  resemble  thee,  and  c^  thee  niine. 

O  blest  profiekncy !  tfinpaBsiflg  all, 
Tliat  men  taMmeoudiy  thdr  glory  call^ 
The  reoonmense  that  arts  or  arras  can  yidd. 
The  bar,  the  sanate^  or  the  t^ted  fidd. 
Compared  with  this  sabUmest  life  below. 
Ye  kmgs  ahd  imkn^  iriiat  have  eourts  to  show  ? 
Thus  studifli,  us*d  and  eonseerated  thus. 
Whatever  is,  seems  forai'd  indeed  for  us : 
Not  as  the  i^ything  of  a  froward  child, 
Fretful  unless  diverted  and  begnilM, 
Much  less  to  feed  imd  fiin  the  fattd  fires 
Of  pride,  ambiliati,  or  impure  desires, 
But  as  a  scale,  by  whidi  the  soul  ascends 
From  vt^ffity  means  to  mere  important  ends, 
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Securely,  tfaoufl^  1^  tteps  Ymtxu^  trod, 
Moonfei  from  imenor  bongs  up  to  God, 
And  tees,  by  no  faUaeious  light  ox  dim. 
Earth  made  for  vaatk,  and  man  himself  fbi  him. 
Kot  that  I  mean  t*  improve,  or  would  enfiiroe, 
A  superstitious  and  monastic  oooxse : 
Truth  isnot  local,  God  alike  pervades 
And  fills  the  world  of  traffic  and  the  shades. 
And  may  be  feax*d  amid  the  busiest  scenes. 
Or  scom'd  where  business  never  intervenes. 
But  'tis  not  easy  with  a  mind  like  ouzs. 
Conscious  of  weakness  in  its  noblest  pow'ia. 
And  in  a  world  where,  other  ills  apart, 
The  roving  eye  misleads  the  careless  heart. 
To  limit  Thought,  by  nature  prone  to  stray 
Wherever  fiwJdsh  Fancy  pcrints  the  way  ; 
To  bid  the  pleadings  of  Self4ove  be  still. 
Resign  our  own  and  seek  our  Maker*s  will ; 
To  spread  the  page  of  Scripture,  and  compare 
Our  conduct  with  the  laws  engraven  there  ; 
To  measure  all  that  passes  in  the  breast, 
Faithfullv,  fiiirly,  by  that  sacred  test ; 
To  dive  mto  the  secret  deeps  within, 
To  spare  no  passion  and  no  favorite  flin* 
And  search  the  themes,  important  above  all. 
Ourselves,  and  our  recovery  from  our  hSL 
But  leisure,  silence,  and  a  mind  rdeas*d 
From  anxious  thoughts  how  wealth  may  be  inczeas*d. 
How  to  secure,  in  some  propitious  hour. 
The  point  of  mt'rest,  or  the  post  of  pow'r, 
A  soul  serene,  and  equally  retir*d 
From  objects  too  much  dreaded  or  desir'd. 
Safe  from  the  clamours  of  perverse  dispute. 
At  least  are  friendly  to  the  great  pursuit.  • 

Opening  the  map  of  God's  extensive  plan. 
We  find  a  little  isle,  this  life  of  man  ; 
Eternity's  unknown  expanse  appears 
Circling  around  and  limiting  his  years. 
The  busy  race  examine  and  explore 
Each  creek  and  cavern  of  the  dang'rous  shwe. 


With  care  eblkct  What  m  Ibeir  efes  ek^efa. 
Some  ihimDg  pebbles,  and  tome  weeds  and  sheDs  t 
Tims  kden,  dream  tluift  thtj  are  rich  and  great, 
Afid  happiest  he  that  groans  beneath  his  iv«ig^t 
The  waves  •'eartike  them  in  their  serious  ph^, 
And  ev'ry  hour  sweep  mnltitadM  away ; 
They  shriek  and  shkk,  surtirors  start  and  weep, 
Puxsue  tbdr  spoft,  and  fidlew  to  the  deep. 
A  few  Ibtsake  the  throng ;  with  lifted  eyes 
AdL  wealth  of  Heav*n,  and  gain  a  real  prize. 
Truth,  wisdom,  grace,  and  peace  like  mat  above. 
Sealed  with  his  signet  whom  they  serve  and  love ; 
Scom*d  by  the  rest,  with  patient  hope  they  wait 
A  kind  rdease  from  thehr  unpeifect  state. 
And  unreg^wtted  are  soon  snatch'd  away 
From  scenes  of  sorrow  into  gloriods  day. 

Nor  these  alone  prefer  a  me  reduse. 
Who  seek  retirement  for  its  proper  use ; 
The  love  of  change,  that  lives  in  er'ry  breast. 
Genius  and  temper,  and  dettre  of  rest. 
Discordant  motives  in  one  centre  meet. 
And  each  inclines  its  vot'ry  to  retreat 
Some  minds  by  nature  are  averse  to  noise, 
And  hate  the  tumult  half  the  world  enjoys. 
The  lure  of  av'rke,  or  the  pompous  pnze. 
That  courts  display  before  ambitious  eyes ; 
The  fruits  that  nang  on  |dea8ure*s  flow'ry  stem, 
Whate*er  enchants  them,  are  no  snares  to  them. 
To  them  the  deep  recess  of  dusky  groves. 
Or  forest,  where  the  deer  securdy  roves. 
The  &n  of  waters,  and  the  song  of  birds. 
And  hills  that  echo  to  the  distttit  herds. 
Are  luxuries  ckeeOing  all  the  ^are 
The  world  can  bdast,  and  her  chief  fkv*rites  shares 
With  eager  step,  and  cndessly  anay*d. 
For  such  a  cause  the  poet  seeks  the  shade. 
From  all  he  sees  he  catches  new  delight, 
Pkas*d  Fancy  daps  her  pinions  at  tM  sight. 
The  rising  or  the  setting  orb  of  day. 
The  douOB  that  flai,  or  atowly  float  away. 
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Nature  in  ail  the  TBtious  shapes  she  wears, 

Fzownisg  in  stonns,  or  bieatSiing  gentle  aixs ; 

llie  snowy  lobe  her  wintry  state  assumes* 

Her  summer  heats,  her  fruits,  and  her  pofumes  ; 

All,  an  (dike  transport  the  glowing  baid« 

Success  in  rhyme  his  g^ry  and  lewarcL 

O  Nature !  whose  Elynan  scenes  disclose 

His  bright  perfections,  at  whose  word  they  rose. 

Next  to  that  powV,  who  fimn'd  thee  and  sustains. 

Be  thou  the  great  inspirer  of  my  strains. 

StiU,  as  I  toaieh  the  lyre,  do  thou  expand 

Thy  genuine  charms,  and  guide  an  artless  hand. 

That  I  may  catch  a  fire  but  rarely  known. 

Give  useful  light,  though  I  should  miss  renown. 

And,  poring  on  thy  page,  whose  ev'ry  line 

Bean  proofs  of  an  mtelhgenoe  divine. 

May  &el  a  heart  enrich'd  by  what  it  pays. 

That  builds  its  glory  on  its  Maker's  praise. 

Wo  to  the  man,  whose  wit  disclaims  its  use, 

Glitt*ring  in  vain,  or  only  to  seduce. 

Who  studies  nature  with  a  wanton  eye, 

Admires  the  work,  but  slips  the  lesson  by ; 

His  hours  of  leisure  and  recess  employs 

In  drawing  pictures  of.  forlndden  joys, 

Retires  to  bhzon  his  own  worthless  name. 

Or  shoot  the  careless  with  a  surer  aim. 

The  lover  too  shuns  business  and  alarms. 
Tender  idolater  of  absent  charms. 
Saints  offer  nothing  in  their  warmest  prayers. 
That  he  devotes  not  with  a  zeal  like  tneirs ; 
'Tis  consecration  of  his  heart, -soul,  time. 
And  ev'rv  thought  that  wanders  is  a  crime. 
In  sig^  he  woi^ps  his  supremely  fair. 
And  weeps  a  sad  libatum  in  despair ; 
Adores  a  creature,  and,  devout  m  vain. 
Wins  in  return  an  answer  of  disdain. 
As  woodbine  weds  the  plant  within  her  reach. 
Rough  elm,  or  smooth-grain'd  ash,  or  glossy  beecfa« 
In  spiral  rings  ascends  the  trunk,  and  lays 
Her  golden  tassels  on  the  leafy  spmys. 


But  does  a  miiduaf  while  8b«  Iflods  ft  fipmoey 
Straifnine  its  growth  by  such  a  striet  embnice )  ' 
So  love,  that  clings  around  the  noblest  minds* 
Forbids  th*  advancement  of  the  soul  he  hinds  r 
The  suitor's  air  indeed  he  soon  improTes, 
And  forms  it  to  the  taste  of  her  he  loves. 
Teaches  his  eyes  a  language,  and  no  less 
Refines  his  speech,  and  fashions  his  addicas ; 
But  farewell  promises  of  h^pier  fruits. 
Manly  designs,  and  leanung*s  grave  punuiti : 
Girt  with  a  diain  he  cannot  wish  to  faredc. 
His  only  bliss  is  sorrow  for  her  sake ; 
Who  will  may  pant  for  ^ry,  and  excel. 
Her  smile  his  aim,  all  higher  aims  fiureweU ! 
Thyrsis,  Alexis,  or  whatever  name 
May  least  offend  against  so  pure  a  flame. 
Though  sage  advice  of  fiiends  the  most  sincere 
Sounds  harshly  in  so  delicate  an  ear. 
And  lovers,  of  all  creatures,  tame  or  wild. 
Can  least  brook  management,  however  mUd ; 
Yet  let  a  poet  (poetry  disarms 
The  fiercest  animals  with  magic  dbaims)  , 
Risk  an  intrusion  on  thy  pensive  mood. 
And  woo  and  win  thee  to  thy  proper  good. 
Pastoral  images  and  still  retreats. 
Umbrageous  walks  and  solitary  seats. 
Sweet  birds  in  concert  with  harm<niious  stieamsy 
Sof^  airs,  nocturnal  vigils,  and  day  dreams. 
Are  all  enchantments  in  a  case  like  thine, 
Conspire  against  thy  peace  with  one  desiipi. 
Sooth  thee  to  make  thee  but  a  surer  prey. 
And  feed  the  fire  that  wastes  thy  pow'rs  away. 
Up— God  has  fbrm*d  thee  with  a  wiser  view, 
Not  to  be  led  in  chains,  but  to  subdue; 
Calls  thee  to  cope  with  enemies,  and  figist 
Points  out  a  conflict  with  thyself,  the  worst 
Woman  indeed,  a  gift  he  would  bestow 
When  he  designed  a  Paradise  below. 
The  richest  euthly  boon  his  hands  afford, 
Deserves  to  be  belov'd,  but  not  ador'd. 
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rt^^  d«n»  too  little,  ril  he  can, 
T^^^W  '^'ding,  of  ,  broken  hint. 

M«  »  a  h^^'^f^  \'''~"  "f  '»- 5 
,     E«i  vidS^V"™*'  **°*  dude  the  ogbt. 

Ten  4,^^??  "««»"  »Wi  ease), 

'     A.  CT^^*"**? 'iM".  not  aSie.  as  &ii 

Nor  Sr^w'"'??"  d  'rith  flow'ry  beds, 

'     And  4^J?^'JS^  ^^  who  mi^ 

ImS,^,''^  ?  *^^«  touch  of  human  »kUl, 
'     A  fSL?1^^  °**^'»»  understand 
'     To  th^if  ?^»  "id  kin  his  chaBt'ning  hand. 
'     Theiwi       ,y!P™^'«»dthehh«cofnoon 
'     lie  SS^*v*^'^8  "id  resplendent  moon, 
'     SelTL^  -prinkl'd  o'er  the  vault  of  ni| 
S^«?^^  ^  »  *ow'r  of  light, 
Sem  tw!i;  ?  ^destt'd  and  hated  shine, 
,     "^  uttough  the  medium  of  a  doud  like  thine ; 


noon, 
ight. 
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Post  away  sfVtttty  to  moie  actire  wenes. 
Collect  the  matter'd  tmtihB  that  atiidj  g^ans. 
Mix  with  the  world)  but  with  its  wisar  part. 
No  longer  slve  an  image  all  thine  heart ; 
ItB  empire  h  not  hen,  nor  is  it  thine, 
'Tis  God*8  jiiBt  daim,  prerogatiTe  divine. 

Virtuous  and  fidthful  H£BK&i>fiK»  whose  skill 
Attempto  no  task  it  cannot  wdl  fulfil, 
Giyes  mdancfaoly  up  to  Nature's  eate. 
And  sends  the  patient  into  purer  ain 
Look  where  he  eomes^^in  this  embdw  Vd  aloove 
Stsnd  dose  ooneeal*d)  and  see  a  statue  mofre : 
Lips  busy,  and  ^es  fix'd,  fixit  feOing  slow, 
Anns  hanging  idljF  dowta,  bands  dasp*d  below. 
Interpret  to  &e  marking  eye  distress. 
Such  as  its  symptoms  can  alone  eimress. 
That  tongua  is  silent  now  $  that  siient  tongue 
Could  argue  once,  could  jot  or  jom  the  song. 
Could  give  advicd,  could  eensure  or  commend. 
Or  chtam  die  sorowb  of  a  droopmg  friend. 
Renounc*d  alike  its  office  and  its  sport, 
Its  brisker  and  its  graver  strains  fful  short ; 
Both  fail  beneath  a  fever's  secret  sway, 
And  like  a  summer  brook  are  past  away* 
This  is  a  sigiht  for  Pity  to  peruse. 
Till  she  resemble  fidndy  wnat  she  views. 
Till  Symjpaithy  contract  a  kindred  pain, 
Pierc*d  with  tile  woes  that  she  laments  in  vain. 
This,  of  all  maladies  that  man  infest. 
Claims  most  compassion,  and  receives  the  least : 
Job  fdt  it,  when  he  groanM  beneath  the  rod 
And  the  bfttb*d  arrows  of  a  ftowning  God ; 
And  such  emollients  as  his  finends  ^uld  sparer 
Friends  such  as  his  for  modem  Jobs  preparet 
Blest,  rather  curst,  with  hearts  that  never  ibd. 
Kept  snug  in  caskets  of  dose-hammer*d  stcd. 
With  mouths  made  only  to  giin  wide  and  eat. 
And  minds,  that  deem  deri£d  pain  a  treat* 
With  limbs  of  British  oak,  and  nerves  of  wire. 
And  wit  that  puppet^promptera  might  inspae. 
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Their  80v*reifla  noetmm  is  a  dnnisy  joke 

On  pangB  eimirc^d  with  6od*8  feverest  stroke. 

But  wim  a  Kml,  that  ever  felt  the  adng 

Of  sorrow,  sorrow  is  a  sacnd  thing : 

Not  to  molest,  or  irritate,  or  raise 

A  lau^  at  his  expense,  is  slender  praise; 

He,  that  has  not  usnip'd  the  name  of  man. 

Does  all,  and  deems  too  litde,  all  he  can, 

T*  assuage  the  throbbings  of  the  festered  part. 

And  staunch  the  Mfla<iitiga  of  a  broken  heart* 

Tis  not,  as  heads  that  never  ache  suppose, 

Foig'iy  of  fancy,  and  a  dream  of  woes ; 

Man  is  a  haip,  whose  chords  dude  the  sight, 

Eadi  yielding  harmony  disposed  aright ; 

The  screws  reversed  (a  task  which,  if  he  please, 

God  in  a  moment  executes  with  ease). 

Ten  thousand  thousand  strings  at  once  go  loose. 

Lost,  till  he  tune  them,  all  their  pow*r  and  use. 

Then  neither  heathy  wSds,  nor  scenes  as  fair 

As  erer  recompensed  the  peasant's  care, 

Nor  soft  declivities  witH  tufted  hills. 

Nor  view  of  waters  turning  busy  mflls. 

Parks  in  which  Art  preceptress  Nature  weds. 

Nor  gardens  interspersed  with  flow'ry  beds. 

Nor  gales,  that  catm  the  scent  of  blooming  grovesi 

And  waft  it  to  the  mourner  as  he  roves* 

Can  call  up  life  into  his  faded  eye. 

That  passes  all  he  sees  unheeded  by ; 

No  wounds  like  those  a  wounded  spirit  feds. 

No  cure  Ibr  such,  till  God,  who  makes  them,  heals. 

And  thou,  sad  si^rer  under  nameless  ill. 

That  3ridds  not  to  the  touch  of  human  sMll, 

Improve  the  kind  occasion,  understand 

A  Father's  fiown,  and  kiss  his  diast'ning  hand. 

To  thee  the  dayspring,  and  the  blaze  of  noon. 

The  purple  ev'ning  and  resplendent  moon. 

The  stars,  that,  q|»inkl'd  o'er  the  vault  of  night. 

Seem  drops  descending  in  a  show'r  of  light, 

Shine  not,  or  undesir'd  and  hated  shine. 

Seen  through  the  medium  of  a  doud  like  thine : 
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Yet  seek  luni,  in  nii  fkfoor  Bfe  b  nNflnot 
AH  Ui»  beside  a  dudi>ir«r  a  socmd : 
Then  heay*ii»  edipsM  00  ldii|^,  and  this  dull  eattfa^ 
Shan  seem  to  start  into  a  seoood  Inrdi ; 
Nature,  aasinnnig  a  more  lofdy  fiase, 
BonrNnng  a  beau^  from  tiie  iraifa  of  grace» 
Shan  be  despisM  iaA  orerlookM  no  mote, 
Shan  fin  thee  widi  de^^  imfUt  belbre. 
Impart  to  things  manhnate  a  TOiee, 
And  bid  her  moontains  and  her  hiUs  xcjmee ; 
The  soond  dudl  nm  dang  ihe  irindmg  vales. 
And  thoa  enjor  an  Eden  ete  it  finh. 

Y<%  grores  (the  statesmaB  at  his  desk  exchim^ 
Sick  of  a  thoosand  disapfxnnted  aims), 
My  patnmonial  treasme  and  my  pride. 
Beneath  your  shades  your  gtay  posgessot  hMe, 
Receive  me  languishing  for  that  repose 
The  servant  of  me  puMiti  never  know^ 
Ye  saw  me  once  (nn,  thoae  regretted  dwri. 
When  boyish  innocence  was  ful  my  prahe !) 
Hour  after  hour  del^itftiHy  allot 
To  studies  dien  famihar,  smce  rotgot. 
And  cu)tivftte  a  taste  fbr  andent  song. 
Catching  its  ardour  as  I  mus*d  along ; 
Kor  selaom,  as  ptojations  Heav^  m^t  send* 
What  once  I  Tahi'd  and  could  boast,  a  Mend, 
Were  witnesses  how  oordiaUy  I  press'd 
His  undissembling  virtue  to  my  oreast ; 
Recdve  me  now,  not  incorrupt  as  then, 
Nor  guiltless  of  corrupting  omer  men. 
But  vers*d  in  arts,  that,  vmile  they  seem  to  stay 
A  falling  empbe,  hasten  its  decay. 
To  the  rair  haven  of  my  native  home. 
The  wreck  of  what  I  was,  fiitigued  t  come ; 
For  onoe  I  can  approve  the  patriot  s  voice. 
And  make  the  course  he  recommends  my  choice : 
We  meet  at  last  in  one  sincere  desire. 
His  wish  and  mine  both  prompt  me  to  retire 
Tis  done— he  steps  into  the  welcome  diaise. 
Lolls  at  his  ease  bdiind  foot  handsooie  baya. 
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That  whirl  simy  fimn  buainew  ani  debate 

The  duenoimber'd  Atlas  of  the  statft 

Ask  not  the  boy*  vho,  when  the  breeze  of  mom 

First  shakes  the  gUtt'ring  drops  fiom  ev*iy  thonif 

Unfi>lds  his  flock,  liicn  nader  bank  or  budi 

Sits  linking  cheny-stones,  or  platting  nuh» 

How  fiiir  is  Freedom  ?-«he  was  always  &ee : 

To  caire  his  xwtic  name  upon  a  tree* 

To  snare  the  mole,  or  with  i]l*iashion*d  hook 

To  draw  th*  incautioiis  mamow  from  the  brook. 

Are  life*s  prime  pleasures  in  his  simple  view. 

His  flock  the  chief  ooooem  he  evev  loiew ; 

She  shines  but  little  in  his  heedless  eyes. 

The  good  we  never  miss  we  laidy  prize : 

Bpt  ttk  the  noble  dmdge  in  state  affiurs, 

Escap'd  fiwm  oflioe  and  its  constant  cares. 

What  channs  he  sees  in  Freedom's  smile  express'd. 

In  FreedoDi  lost  ao  kn^,  now  repossds'd ; 

The  tongue,  whose  straws  were  cogent  as  commands* 

Rever*d  at  home,  and  fdt  in  £are^  lands. 

Shall  own  itsdf  a  stammerer  in  that  cause, 

Or  plead  its  silenee  as  its  best  applause. 

He  knows  indeed  that  whether  dress'd  or  rude. 

Wild  without  art  or  artfolly  subdued. 

Nature  in  ev'rr  fiNOoa  inspises  dehght. 

But  never  mau'd  her  with  so  just  a  sight 

Her  hedge-row  shrubs,  a  validated  store. 

With  woodbine  and  wild  rases  mantled  o'er, 

GreenbalksandluiB0w*d]and8,thestream«that8iNreads 

Its  codling  vapour  o'er  Ike  dewy  meads. 

Downs,  that  almost  eso^  th'  inquiring  eye. 

That  melt  and  fade  into  the  distant  skr. 

Beauties  he  lafedy  sHghted  as  he  pass'dy 

Seem  aU  created  once  he  tnveU'd  last. 

Master  of  all  th'  ci^yments  he  design'd. 

No  rougli  annoyance  rankling  in  his  mind. 

What  eady  philosophic  hours  he  keeps. 

How  reguJar  his  meals,  how  sound  he  sleeps  I 

Not  sounder  he,  that  on  the  mainmast  head. 

While  momivg  kindles  with  a  windy  red. 
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iscgins  ft  liBff  looB^Ntt  nnr  qmiinf  Janaf 
Nor  quits  tOTevUig  mUdi  his  gidd]f  stand, 
Then  swift  descending  with  a  seaman*s  haste, 
Slips  to  his  hammock,  and  ^Mgets  the  blast. 
He  diooses  oompa&jr,  but  not  the  sqidie's. 
Whose  wit  is  rodeness,  whose  good-breeding  tires ; 
Kor  yet  iIm  panen's,  who  wocdd  gladly  oome, 
Obseqoious  when  abroad,  though  proud  at  home ; 
Nor  can  he  much  afiect  tiie  ne^b*ring  peer. 
Whose  toe  of  enralation  tieads  too  near ; 
But  wisdy  sedcs  a  more  oDnvenient  friend. 
With  whom,  dismissing  forms,  he  may  unbend ! 
A  man,  wIkmbi  mariu  dTceodesoending  grace 
Teadi,  while  they  flatter  him,  his  proper  j^ace ; 
Who  comes  when  caiU*d,  and  at  a  word  withdraws. 
Speaks  with  reserve,  and  listens  with  applause  ; 
Some  plain  medianic,  who,  without  pretence 
To  birth  or  wit,  nor  gives  nor  takes  oflfence ; 
On  whom  he  rests  wdl-pleas'd  his  weary  pow'rs. 
And  talks  and  laughs  away  his  vacant  hours. 
The  tide  of  life,  swift  always  in  its  course* 
May  run  in  cities  with  a  brisker  fbioe. 
But  no  where  with  a  current  so  serene. 
Or  haJf  so  dear,  as  in  Ae  rural  seene^ 
Yet  how  fallacious  is  aU  earthly  bliss. 
What  obvious  truths  the  wisest  heads  may  miss ; 
Some  pleasures  live  a  month,  and  some  a  year. 
But  short  the  date  of  all  we  gather  here ; 
No  happiness  is  felt,  except  Sie  true. 
That  does  not  charm  the  more  fbr  being  new. 
This  observation,  as  it  chanc'd,  not  made. 
Or,  if  the  thought  occurr'd,  not  duly  weigh'd. 
He  sighs— for  after  all  by  slow  degrees 
The  spot  he  lov'd  has  lost  the  pow*r  to  xtese  ; 
To  cross  his  ambling  pony  day  by  day. 
Seems  at  the  best  but  dreaming  life  away ; 
The  prospect,  such  as  mi^t  enchant  deqaair. 
He  views  it  not,  or  sees  no  beauty  there ; 
With  aching  heart,  and  discontented  kx^. 
Returns  at  noon  to  billiards  or  to  bookst 


But  feds,  wUi«  Mipi«g.M  In*  ftM  jof», 
A  lecyet,  ibint  «f )u4  nepouac'd  eni|do^ 
H«  dudes  the  taidigaess  <if  ev'ry  post* 
PiiatB  to  be  txiM  of  b«ttles  won  w  lostt 
Blames  his  own  iiid9leQ«ek  obserres*  though  Ule» 
Tis  crimiosl  to  leave  a  sinking  statei 
Flies  to  the  levee,  and,  jreoeiv^d  with  gnus* 
Kneels,  kisses  hands,  and  shinsa  sgain  in  plMa 

Suburban  villas,  highvay-side  MfcrfMts, 
That  dread  th*  enccoacbment  o£  ouv  gaawing  stxee^ 
Tight  boxes  neatly  saabM,  and  in  a  blassa 
With  all  a  Jiily  sun's  eoUeeted  wyut 
Delight  the  dtjeeny  who,  gasping  thorat 
BreiShes  clouds  of  dust,  and  calls  it  eountry  ail* 
O  sweet  retizcKDent,  who  would  balk  ths  thought. 
That  QoM  affotd  letiremott,  of  oould  not  i 
'Tis  such  an  easy  walk,  so  smooth  and  straight. 
The  second  sulsstona  fkonta  the  garden  gate ; 
A  stro  if  fair,  and,  if  a  show'r  apipHNich, 
You  nnd  safe  shelter  in  the  next  stage<<i9ach< 
There,  pnson'd  in  a  parlouv  snug  and  small. 
Like  bottled  wa^  upon  a  socithem  wall. 
The  man  qf  business  and  his  friends  compressM 
FOTget  their  labouia,  and  y«t  find  no  rest ) 
But  stin  'tis  nual-^tvees  are  to  be  seen 
From  9r*rf  window,  and  the  fields  are  gsecn ; 
Ducks  paadle  in  the  pond  before  the  dwr. 
And  what  could  a  remoter  scene  show  mora ! 
A  sense  of  deganoe  we  zarely  find 
The  portion  (»  a  mean  ox  viUgar  mind. 
And  ignoranee  of  better  things  makes  man. 
Who  cannot  much.,  n^'oice  in  what  he  can ; 
And  he,  that  deems  his  leisure  well  bestow'd 
In  omtemnlation  of  a  tumpik^^road. 
Is  occupied  ^  well,  employs  his  hoius 
As  wisdy,  and  as  much  imj^ves  his  pow*is> 
As  he,  that  slumbers  ia  pavilions  grsc  d 
With  all  the  chsnns  of  an  aeoompush^d  taste. 
Yet  hence,  alas  !  insolvencies ;  and  henoe 
Th*  iwpitied  victim  of  ill-judg*d  expense, 
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Fran  all  his  wearisome  engagements  freed, 
Shakes  hands  with  business,  and  letiies  Indeed. 

Your  prudent  grand-mammas,  ye  modem  beUes, 
Content  with  Biistol.  Bath,  and  Tunbridge-weDs, 
When  health  required  it  would  consent  to  roam, 
E]se  more  attadrd  to  pleasures  found  at  home. 
But  now  alike,  gay  widow,  viigin,  wife, 
Ingenioas  to  divenify  dull  life. 
In  coaches,  chaises,  caravans,  and  hojrs. 
Fly  to  the  coast  for  daily,  ni^tly  joys ; 
And  all,  impatient  of  diy  land,  agree 
With  one  consent  to  mm  into  the  sea.— 
Ocean  exhibits,  fiithomless  and  broad. 
Much  of  the  pow*r  and  majesty  of  God. 
He  swathes  about  the  swelhng  of  the  deep. 
That  shines  and  rests,  as  in&nts  smile  and  sleep ; 
Vast  as  it  is,  it  answers  as  it  flows 
The  breathings  of  the  lightest  air  that  blows ; 
Curling  and  whit*ning  over  all  the  waste. 
The  lising  waves  obey  th*  increasing  blast. 
Abrupt  and  horrid  as  the  tempest  roars. 
Thunder  and  flash  upon  the  stedfiut  shores. 
Tin  he,  that  rides  the  whirlwind,  checks  the  rein, 
Then  all  Ifae  world  of  waters  sleeps  again.— 
Nereids  or  Diyads,  as  the  fashion  IcSAs, 
Now  in  the  floods,  now  panting  in  the  meads, 
Vot'ries  of  Pleasure  still,  where'er  die  dwells. 
Near  barren  rocks,  in  palaces,  or  ceDs, 
O  grant  a  poet  leave  to  recommend 
(A  poet  fond  of  Nature,  and  your  friend) 
Her  8light.ed  works  to  your  aamiring  view ; 
Her  works  must  needs  excel,  who  fashion*d  you. 
Would  ye,  when  rambling  in  your  morning  ride. 
With  some  umneanii^  coxcomb  at  your  side. 
Condemn  the  prattler  for  his  idle  pains. 
To  waste  unheazd  the  music  of  his  strains. 
And,  deaf  to  all  th*  impertinence  of  tongue. 
That,  while  it  courts,  affionts  and  does  you  wrong, 
Mark  wdl  the  finish'd  plan  without  a  foult. 
The  seas  globose  and  huge,  th*  o'enurdiing  vault. 


RETIBEMENT.  fl3 

Eaxth's  mOlkins  daily  fed,  a  wodd  employ*d 

In  gath^iing  plenty  yet  to  be  enjoyM, 

TiU.  gratitude  grew  vocal  in  the  praise 

Of  God,  beneficent  in  all  his  ways; 

Grac'd  with  such  wisdom,  how  would  beauty  sliine  I 

Ye  want  but  that  to  seem  indeed  divine. 

Anticipated  rents,  and  bills  unpaid. 
Force  many  a  shining  youth  into  the  shade, 
Not  to  redeem  his  time,  but  his  estate, 
And  play  the  fool,  but  at  a  cheaper  rate. 
There,  lud  in  loathed  obscurity,  removM 
From  pleasures  left,  but  never  more  beIov*d, 
He  just  endures,  and  with  a  sickly  spleen 
Sig^  o'er  the  beauties  of  the  chaxming  scene. 
Nature  indeed  looks  prettily  in  rhyme ; 
Streams  tinkle  sweetly  in  poetic  chime : 
The  warblingB  of  the  blackbird,  dear  and  Strang, 
Are  musical  enough  in  Thomson's  song ; 
And  Cobham's  groves,  and  Windsor's  green  retreats. 
When  Pope  desoibes  Uiem,  have  a  thousand  sweets ; 
He  likes  me  country,  but  in  truth  must  own 
Most  likes  it,  when  he  studies  it  in  town. 

Poor  Jack    no  matter  who— for  when  I  blame 
I  pi^»  and  must  therefore  sink  the  name, 
Liv'd  in  his  saddle,  lov'd  the  chase,  the  course. 
And  always,  ere  he  mounted,  kiss'd  his  horse. 
Th'  estate,  his  sires  had  own'd  in  ancient  years. 
Was  quickly  distanc'd,  match'd  against  a  peer's. 
Jack  vanish'd,  was  resetted  and  £igot ; 
'Tis  wild  good-nature's  never-failing  lot. 
At  length,  when  all  had  long  suppos'd  him  dead. 
By  cold  submersion,  razor,  rope,  or  lead. 
My  lord,  alighting  at  his  usual  place, 
The  Crown,  took  notice  of  an  ostkz's  face. 
Jack  knew  his  friend,  but  hop'd  in  ihaX  disguise 
He  might  escape  the  most  observing  eyes. 
And  whistling,  as  if  unooncem'd  mi  gay. 
Curried  his  nag,  and  look'd  another  way. 
Convinced  at  last,  upon  a  nearer  view, 
'Twas  he,  the  same,  the  very  JadL  he  knew^ 


0'erwhtlni*4  al  oMtt  ivith  irotite*  griif,  mA  jojr. 
He  pressed  him  moch  to  quit  hit  bMe  aofUff ; 
His  ooimtffiuuioe,  hi«  purae,  his  heavt,  his  hiuid, 
Infliieace  and  po Vr*  were  all  st  his  oomTimiWI : 
Peers  aie  not  Shnjs  gen*ious  as  wcU^bred^ 
But  Gxanby  was,  meant  truly  what  he  said. 
JadL  bow'd»  and  was  obliff^d'iMnDlesB'd  'twas  Bt«aBge» 
That  so  letir'd  he  should  not  wish  a  change, 
But  knew  no  medium  between  gusaling  beer. 
And  his  old  Btint««4iixee  thousand  pounds  a^ycav. 

Thus  some  retaie  to  nourish  hopdess  wo; 
Some  seddng  happiness  not  found  below ; 
Some  to  colnplj  with  humour,  and  a  mind 
To  social  scenes  by  nature  dJBindin'd ; 
Some  swajr'd  by  fashion,  some  by  deep  disgust  | 
Some  8elf-impo¥*ri8h*d,  and  because  they  must  % 
But  few,  that  court  Retirement,  are  aware 
Of  half  the  toils  they  must  encounter  there* 

Lucrative  offices  are  seldom  lost 
For  want  of  pow*n  pn>portion*d  to  the  post : 
Give  e*en  a  dunce  th*  employment  he  desh^s. 
And  he  soon  finds  the  talents  it  reqiures ; 
A  business  wilh  an  income  at  its  heds 
Furnishes  always  oil  for  its  own  wheels. 
But  in  his  arduous  enterprise  to  dose 
His  active  years  with  indolait  repose, 
He  finds  the  labours  of  that  state  exceed 
His  ubnost  foculties,  seveiv  indeed. 
'Tis  easy  to  resign  a  toilBome  places 
But  not  to  manage  leisure  witn  a  graei  { 
Absence  of  oocupation  is  not  rest, 
A  mind  quite  vacant  is  a  mind  distress*d. 
The  veteran  steed,  excus'd  Us  task  at  length. 
In  kind  compasBum  of  his  feiUng  strength. 
And  tum*d  mto  the  park  or  mead  to  graze. 
Exempt  fiom  fiiture  service  all  his  days. 
There  feds  a  pleasure  perfect  in  its  kind, 
Ranges  at  Ubaty,  and  snufifs  the  wind : 
But  when  his  load  would  quit  the  busy  road. 
To  taste  a  joy  like  (hat  he  has  bastawVi, 
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He  pvovei,  leH  hmj  than  lus  fimnttM  hnife« 
adifficul 


A  liiieof  ease  a  difficult  puzniit 

Thought,  to  the  man  that  ne?er  thmks,  may  aeon ' 

As  natunl  aa  when  asleep  to  dream  ; 

But  xeveries  (for  human  minds  witt  act) 

^secioas  in  show,  impossible  in  fiiGt» 

Tkiofle  flimsy  wd»,  that  break  as  soon  as  wiaog^t. 

Attain  not  to  the  dignity  of  thoo^t : 

Nor  yet  the  swaims,  that  occupy  the  brain. 

Where  dreams  of  dress,  intrigue,  and  pleasure  reign ; 

Nor  such  as  useless  oonvesBation  breeds. 

Or  lust  engenders,  and  indulgence  feeds. 

Whence,  imd  what  are  we  ?  to  what  end  ordain'd  f 

What  means  the  drama  by  the  world  sustained  ? 

Business  or  vain  amusement,  care  or  mirth. 

Divide  the  fiail  inhabitants  of  earth. 

Is  duty  a  mere  sport,  or  an  employ  ? 

Life  an  intrusted  talent,  or  a  toy  ? 

Is  there,  as  reason,  conscience.  Scripture,  say. 

Cause  to  provide  for  a  great  future  day. 

When,  ewth's  assign'd  duration  at  an  end, 

Man  shall  be  summon'd  and  the  dead  attend  ? 

The  trumpet — ^will  it  sound,  the  curtain  rise. 

And  show  th'  ausust  tribunal  of  the  skies ; 

Where  no  prevarications  shall  avail. 

Where  eloquence  and  artifice  shall  fail. 

The  pride  of  arrogant  distinctions  fall. 

And  conscience  and  our  conduct  judge  us  all  ? 

Pardon  me,  ye  ihat  give  the  midnight  oil 

To  learned  cares,  or  philosophic  toilt 

Though  I  revere  your  honourable  names. 

Your  useful  labours  and  important  aims. 

And  hold  the  world  indebtea  to  your  aid. 

Enriched  with  the  discov'ries  ye  have  made ; 

Yet  let  me  stand  excused,  if  I  esteem 

A  mind  employed  on  so  sublime  a  theme. 

Pushing  her  bold  inquiry  to  the  date 

And  outline  c£  the  present  transient  state. 

And,  after  poising  her  advent'rous  wings, 

Settling  at  tast  upon  eternal  things, 
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Far  nMte  Intelligent,  tt&d  better  iatight 
llie  strenuoos  use  ci  profitable  ihot^t. 
Than  ye,  wben  happiest,  abd  en^hten'd  moet. 
And  highest  in  renown,  can  justly  boast 
A  mind  umierv'd,  or  indin)os'd  to  bear 
The  weight  of  subjects  worthiest  of  her  care, 
Whatever  hopes  a  diange  of  scene  inspires. 
Must  change  her  nature,  or  in  vain  retires. 
An  idler  is  a  watch,  that  wants  both  hands. 
As  useless  if  it  goes,  as  when  it  stands. 
Books  therefore,  not  the  scandal  of  the  shelves. 
In  which  lewd  sensualists  print  out  themselves ; 
Nor  those,  in  which  the  stage  gives  vice  a  blow, 
With  what  success  let  modem  manners  show ; 
Nor  his,  who,  for  the  bane  of  thousands  bom. 
Built  God  a  diurdi,  and  laugh'd  his  word  to  soom, 
SIdlAil  alike  to  seem  devout  and  just. 
And  stab  religion  With  a  sly  side-thrust ; 
Nor  those  of  leam'd  philolo^sts,  who  chase 
A  panting  syllable  through  time  and  space. 
Start  it  at  home,  and  hunt  it  in  the  dark, 
To  Gaul,  to  Greece,  and  into  Noah*s  ark ; 
But  such  as  Learning  without  fidse  pretence. 
The  Mend  of  Tmth,  th*  associate  of  sound  Sense, 
And  such  as,  in  the  seal  of  good  dodgn. 
Strong  judgment  lab'ring  in  the  Scripture  mine, 
AH  such  as  manly  and  great  souls  produce. 
Worthy  to  five,  and  of  eternal  use : 
Behold  in  diese  what  Idsure  hours  demand. 
Amusement  and  trae  knowledge  hand  in  hand. 
Luxury  gives  the  mind  a  childish  cast. 
And,  wMe  she  polishes,  perverts  the  taste ; 
Habits  of  dose  attention,  thinking  heads. 
Become  more  rare  as  dissipation  spreads. 
Till  authors  hear  at  length  one  gen'ral  cry,—. 
Tickle  and  entertain  us,  or  we  me. 
The  knid  donand,  6om  year  to  year  the  same, 
Beggars  Invention,  and  makes  Fancy  lame ; 
Till  Faroe  itself,  most  moumfully  jejune. 
Calls  for  the  kind  assistaace  of  a  tune , 


And  noveb  Cirftiitts  ef'tf  OMJtith'e  NKrfeir) 

Bdie  thdr  name,  and  (mat  nothi&g  new. 

The  mind,  lekxing  into  needM  sport. 

Should  turn  to  writers  of  an  abler  anrt. 

Whose  wit  well  managed,  and  whose  dasne  style. 

Give  truth  a  histre,  and  make  wiBdoxn  smOe» 

Friends  (for  I  oannot  stints  as  some  hurt  done, 

Too  rigid  in  my  view,  that  name  to  one ; 

Though  one,  I  grant  it,  m  the  gen'rous  breast 

Will  stand  advanc'd  a  step  abo^  the  rest : 

Flow'rs  by  that  name  inomisciioualy  we  call. 

But  one,  the  roSe,  the  regent  of  them  all) — 

Ftifl&ds,  not  adc^ited  wi£  a  schoolboy's  haste, 

But  chosen  with  a  nice  discerning  taste, 

Well-boim,  well-disdplin'd,  who,  plac'd  apart 

From  vulgar  minds,  have  honour  much  at  heart, 

And,  thoc^  the  wotld  may  think  th*  ingredients  odd* 

The  love  of  virtue,  and  the  £aar  of  God ! 

Sudb  fiiends  prevent  what  else  would  soon  succeed, 

A  temper  rusde  as  the  life  we  lead. 

And  keep  the  polish  of  the  manners  dean 

As  tfieirs  who  bustle  in  the  busiest  scene ; 

For  solitude,  however  some  may  rave. 

Seeming  a  sanctuary,  proves  a  grave, 

A  sepukhre  in  whidi  the  living  lie. 

Where  all  good  qualities  grow  sick  and  die. 

I  praise  the  Frenchman*,  his  remark  was  shrewd—* 

How  sweet,  how  passing  sweet,  is  solitude ! 

But  grant  me  still  a  friend  m  my  retreat, 

Whom  I  mav  whi^eiu-eolitude  is  sweet 

Yet  neither  these  delights,  nor  aug^t  beside. 

That  appetite  can  ask,  or  wealth  provide. 

Can  save  us  always  from  a  tedious  day. 

Or  shine  the  dulness  of  still  life  away : 

Divine  communion,  carefully  enjov'd. 

Or  sought  widi  energy,  must  fill  me  void. 

O  sacred  art,  to  which  alone  life  owes 

Its  happiest  seasons,  and  a  peaceful  close, 

•  Bnijoe. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 

The  history  of  the  following  pioductioa  is  biieflj 
dus:  A  Lady,  fcud  of  blank  vewe,  demandi^  a  poem 
of  that  kizia  fiom  the  author,  and  gave  him  the 
Sofa  for  a  subject  He  obeyed ;  and,  having  much 
leisure,  eonneeted  another  subject  with  it;  and  pur- 
suing ^e  train  of  thought  to  which  his  situatioa  and 
turn  of  mind  led  hnn,  brought  finrth  at  length,  in- 
stead of  the  trifle  whidi  he  at  first  intended,  a  sengaa 
affiur — a  Volume. 

In  the  Poem  on  the  subject  of  Education,  he 
would  be  very  sony  to  stand  suspected  of  having 
aimed  his  censure  at  any  particular  schodL  His  ob- 
jections are  such,  as  naturally  apply  themselves  to 
schools  in  generaL  If  there  were  not,  as  for  the 
most  part  there  is,  wilful  neglect  in  those  who  man- 
age them,  and  an  omission  even  of  such  discipline  as 
Ihiey  are  susceptible  of,  the  objects  are  yet  too  nu- 
merous for  mmute  attention ;  and  the  adiing  hearts 
of  ten  thousand  parents,  mourning  under  the  bitter- 
est of  all  disappointments,  attest  the  truth  oTthe 
allegation.  His  quarrel,  therefore,  is  with  the  mis- 
chia  at  large,  and  not  with  any  particular  instance 
of  it 
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THE   TASK. 

BOOK  I. 

THE  SOFA. 

Argument  of  the  First  Book, 

Hktoricml  deductiaa  of  Kats,  firom  the  itool  to  tbe  8<A.-.A  SdiootbOT^ 
nmbte^— A  walk  tai  d»  00001x7.— Tlw  ^^^■'^iTTi'rilwil  lliiril  ■oawte 
as  w^  a«  nghta  ddighlfuL— Another  walk.— Mistake  coiuxnilnf  tha 
dtimrau  of  aoUtade  oamcted.->-Colonoai(lw  oomtnendeiL—Aloora,  and 
ttw  vtew ftom  ic— The wlWenw  Thejroye.--Tbe  th(edier.->Th« 
neoaulty  and  the  benefits  of  exercise.— The  works  of  natun  superior 
to,  and  in  some  instmrw  koimitafale  by,  ait.—Tha  wMviioaMiiaM  of 
what  is  oonunonly  caUad  a  li&  of  pleastue.— Chuoe  of  soe^e  ubm* 
times  expert  Itnt.— A  common  described,  and  the  dhazacter  of  cnzy 
Kate  intiodooed  upon  it.-Gipaias.-The  btassiDfiaf  dviliaed  liik^Th* 
I  most  &vooxable  to  virtue.— The  South  Sea  islanders  cMnnpassion. 


atad,  but  chiefly  ,Omal.— His  present  state  of  mind  supposed.— CiviUz- 
•d  life  friendly  to  Tirtne,  but  not  great  cities.— Orsat  dties,  and  Lon* 
don  in  particular,  allowed  their  due  praise,  but  oeniured.— Fete 
chwnpetaM.— The  book  oondndea  with  a  reflection  on  the  fiital  eflfkeia 
of  dlaripatian  and  eAminacsy  upon  our  Piib'I^T  1 


I  8IKG  the  Sofa,    I,  who  lately  sang 

Xrutfa,  Hope,  and  Charity*,  and  toudiM  with  awe 

The  solemn  diords,  and  with  a  tremhling  hand, 

Escap*d  with  pain  firom  that  advent'tous  flight. 

Now  seek  repose  upon  an  hmnhler  theme ; 

The  theme  uiough  hmnhle,  yet  augost  and  proud 

Th*  occasion — ^for  the  Fair  commands  die  soi^. 

Time  was,  when  dothing  smnptuous  or  for  use. 
Save  their  own  painted  skins,  our  sires  had  none^ 
As  yet  black  breeches  were  not ;  satin  smooth. 
Or  velvet  soft,  or  plush  with  shaggy  pile : 
The  hardy  chief  upon  the  rugged  rock 
Waah'd  by  the  sea,  or  on  the  gravHly  bank 
Thrown  up  by  wintry  torrents  roaring  loud. 
Fearless  of  wrong,  repos*d  his  wearyM  strength. 
Those  barb*rou8  ages  past,  succeeded  next 

*   See  Poems,  pages  185, 169, 180 
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The  birtfa^jr  of  iBvattkni ;  wwkatfiist. 
Dun  in  dflrign,  and  dimuy  to  peribnn. 
Joint-slMlf  were  iImu  created  |  on  three  legs 
Upbotne  tfaef  itood.    Three  legs  npholdhig  firm 
A  massy  slab,  in  faafaioii  mpusfe  ot  round. 
On  such  a  stod  immoital  Alfted  sat. 
And  sway'd  the  eeeptie  of  his  in&nt  Mafans  s 
And  audi  in  ancient  halls- and  manaons  drear 
May  sdtt  be  seen ;  but  perforated  sore. 
And  dzin*d  in^holflSr  tha  solid  oak  is  lound. 
By  woittis  vomaaoa  eaten  thmgh  and  through. 

At  length  a  p;enmation  more  iifin*d 
impiovM  the  smipfo  plan ;  made  three  legs  four. 
Gave  them  a  twisted  ibim  vennicalar. 
And  o'er  the  seat,  with  plenteous  wadding  stuflTd, 
Induc'd  a  splendid  eo?er,  green  and  hhie. 
Yellow  and  red,  d  tapestay  richly  wroo^ 
And  woven  dese,  or  needlewwk  soblkne. 
There  might  ye  see  the  piony  sfwead  wide. 
The  ftdl-blown  rose,  the  shmhod  and  his  lass, 
I^apdog  and  lambkin  with  Mack  staring  ^ea. 
And  parrots  with  twin  dierries  in  thdr  beak. 

Now  came  the  cane  from  India,  auoo^  andbi^ 
with  Nature's  vamish ;  sevsr'd  into  stripes. 
That  interlacM  each  other,  these  sc^plied 
Of  texture  finn  a  lattice-work,  that  hrac*d 
The  new  machine,  and  it  became  a  diair. 
But  restless  was  the  chair ;  Uie  back  erect 
Distressed  the  weary  loins,  that  fdt  no  ease  ; 
The  slipp'ry  seat  betzayM  the  sliding  part. 
That  pressed  it,  and  the  feet  hung  dangling  down, 
Anxious  in  vain  to  find  the  distant  floor. 
These  for  the  rich ;  the  rest,  whom  Fate  had  plac'd 
In  modest  mediocrity,  content 
With  base  materials,  sat  on  weU-taan'd  hidM, 
Obdurate  and  miyieUingy  glas^  smooth. 
With  here  and  there  a  tSdft  of  crimson  yarn, 
Or  scadet  crewd,  in  the  cushion  fix'd. 
If  cushion  might  be  call'd,  what  harder  acem'd 
Than  the  firm  oak,  of  which  the  frame  was  fonn'd. 


No  want  of  taqhtr  ibin  HwAHorinp^ 
In Albte'f hMW i4».    IlietadMrMMA 
Poiid*ioiu  tmA  ts'd  l^r  xl>  Mm  wmmgi  woff^ 
But  albowg  itifl  iww  wintiwg*  lltoWfttiMMi^^ 
An  aMeHpMiof  €pppli|p»  ltiiii*A; 
And  some  aieril^  th*  inmPlMi  t»  « 
Burly,  and  big*  and  BHiJitm  of  hia^ 
But  rude  at  fiaiw  and  nal  uMi  oaqF  ikpa 
Receding  wida,  ihm  pww^d  agaiwit  Aa  ittw» 
And  bruifl'd  the  nda4  and.  ctevaAad  U^, 
Taught  tbo  i«ia*d  aliovUetf  UtmmA^wtietm. 
JjODg  time  elap^^d  «r  ci'ac  o«r  SMgBcd  am 
Complaia*d«  though  iacMMDMlioHdgr  dm*  im 
AnfliUatcMeWiincl    Thtladfaafal 
'Gan  muimuf ,  ai  Imama  tbt  «aftfr  Mb 
Ingeniow  Fan^y,  «fwer  iMltgr  ple«a'd» 
Than  when  w^Wy'd  t*  acoMBOodaAa  te  fait* 
Heard  the  sweet  mean  witb  fitgr^  and  dovis'd 
The  soft  settee ;  mn  sUbow  at  oaflb  sod. 
And  in  the  midst  a*  elbow  kbttem'^ 
United  yet  dividedt  twain  at  mot^ 
So  sit  two  kiii0i  of  Bnatfiiid  OQ  oae  tkione  I 
And  ao  two  dtisMVSft  who  takeiinrair, 
Close  pack'd,  an4  «niling  in  »  dbaiae  aad  one. 
But  rdaxatte  of  th0  blE^lwd  ftame* 
By  soft  recwnbsncy  of  ovistietdii'd  ]mb99 
Was  bliss ieser?'d Cat hiH^purda^    fiosW 
The  growth /pf  what  iaexflcBoit I  ss^haid 
T'  attain  perfection  ig^  ibit  netboi  vniUU  - 
Thus  first  Necessity  iwtjrsntfd  «lQato» 
Con^enienoe  oekt  anggtaled  elbow  «baiis» 
And  Luxury  th*  nrewBipMnVd  SMk  iMt 

The  nunoflQeys  fwoetky»  bir'a  to  waldb  the  sisk^ 
Whom  snoring  she  distutba*    A»  aweedfc  he* 
Who  quits  the  oqacb'boK  at  the  midiiie^  heui^ 
To  deep  withi»  tbft  eamiage  more  aaowriw 
His  legs  depei^iBg  «$  the  open  doeik 
Sweet  sleep  ei\|oy9  te  eumie  in  bia  dsik. 
The  tedious  leqiw  dmw^ng  o'es  hit  bead; 
An^  aveet  the  fii^rli  bftloW'    Sutnoidutakap  . 
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Of  lazy  none,  who  amtcb  tfie  sick  bmh  dead ; 
Nor  hiB,  wlw  q«ts1he  box  at  midnight  hour, 
To  sliimber  in  tfaeoyniage  more  secure ; 
Nor  deep  enjo3F'd  by  eunite  m  hb  desk ; 
Nor  yet  tha  dostngi  of  <fae  deric,  are  sweet, 
Compar'd  widi  (faa  icpose  Hie  Sefa  yidds. 

O  m^  I  live  ezonpted  (wliQe  I  Hve 
GuildesB  of  pntiperM  appetite  obscene) 
From  paB^  aitmitic,  t£»t  inftst  fhe  toe 
Of  libertine  Ezeess.    The  Sofit  suits 
The  gouty  limb,  'tis  true ;  but  gouty  limb^ 
Thoi^  on  a  Sofh,  may  I  never  fbd : 
For  I  haye  ]ov*d  the  nual  walk  through  lanes 
Of  grassy  swartfa,  dose  cropp*d  by  nibbling  sheep^ 
And  skirted  Ihidc  with  intertexture  firm 
Of  tfacnny  boug^ ;  have  lov'd  the  rural  walk 
O'er  hills,  thrra^  valleys,  and  by  riyers'  brink. 
E'er  since  a  truant  boy  I  pass'd  mv  bounds, 
T'  enjoy  a  ramble  on  the  banks  of  Thames ; 
And  still  remember,  nor  widiout  regret 
Of  hours,  that  sorrow  nnee  has  mudi  endeared. 
How  oft,  mr  dice  of  pocket  store  oonsumM, 
Still  hung'rmg,  pamyless,  and  far  from  home, 
I  fed  on  scidet  hips  and  stony  haws. 
Or  Uudimg  oabs,  or  benies,  that  emboss 
The  bramUe,  Mack  as  jet,  or  does  austere. 
Hard  fare  I  but  such  as  boyish  appetite 
Disdains  not ;  nor  the  palate,  undepravM 
By  culinary  arts,  unsay*iy  deems. 
1^  Soju  then  awaited  my  return ; 
Nor  Sofa  ihen  I  needed.    Youth  repairs 
His  wasted  spirits  quickly,  h^  long  foil 
Incurring  short  £itigue ;  and,  thong|h  our  years. 
As  life  dedines,  spm  rajndly  away. 
And  not  a  year  but  pilfbs  as  he  goes 
Some  youtfaflil  grace,  that  age  wmild  gladly  keep ; 
A  tooui  or  aubmn  kidc,  and  by  degrees 
Their  length  and  odour  ham  me  lodes  they  spare ; 
Th*  dastic  spring  of  an  unwearied  fbot. 
That  moimts  the  stile  with  ease,  or  Ici^  the  fence. 
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AfiSpiZlIlff  fipBtty  too  fiPQuI  SDP9  tittle  OUUKflB 

Swm  pace  or  ttecp  aeeeot  bo  toil  to  me* 
Mine  tusre  not  nQter'd  yeC»  aor  yet  impoBc'd 
My  zelkh  of  lux  luoflpeot ;  eonet  that  soolh'd 
Or  cfaann'd  me  youBg»  m^  kmger  young*  I  find 
Stin  iKwtliing,  and  of  pow'r  to  cfattm  me  atitt. 
And  witness,  dew  oonxpflaion  of  my  vdOcs, 
Whose  ann  this  twentieth  winter  I  pendve 
Fast  lock'd  in  mine,  with  pleisuie  aoch  at  lofrt, 
Confiim'd  bj  kng  eaq^erienoe  of  tifay  woitfa 
And  well-tned  viitues,  oouU  abme  inspiie*^ 
Witneai  a  joy  that  thou  hast  doubled  kni^. 
Thou  know'st  my  praise  of  natue  most  smcen. 
And  that  my  xsptuies  axe  not  oo^iur'd  up 
To  serve  occasions  of  poetic  pomp. 
But  gemiine,  and  art  partner  of  them  alL 
How  oft  upon  yon  enunence  our  pace 
Has  slacken'd  to  a  pous^  and  we  have  borne 
The  ruffling  wind,  scarce  conscious  that  it  blew. 
While  Admiration,  feeding  at  the  eye» 
And  stiU  nnsatrd,  dwelt  upon  the  scene. 
Thence  with  what  pleasure  have  we  just  disocai'd 
The  distant  plough  slow  moving,  and  beside 
His  lab'xing  team,  that  swerv'd  not  horn  the  track, 
The  sturdy  swain  diminished  to  a  boy ! 
Here  Ouse,  slow  wiiKting  through  alevel  plain 
Of  spadous  meads  with  cattle  spnnkled  o*er. 
Conducts  the  CTe  along  his  onuous  course 
Delighted.    There,  fiut  rooted  in  his  bank. 
Stand,*  never  overlooked,  our  £EivMte  dms. 
That  screen  the  herdsman's  solitary  hut ; 
While  far  beyond,  and  overthwart  the  stream. 
That,  as  with  molten  glass*  inlays  the  vale, 
The  sloping  land  recedes  into  the  cUnids ; 
Dispbmng  on  its  varied  side  the  grace 
Of  hedge-row  beauties  numberless,  square  tow'r. 
Tan  spire,  £ram  which  the  sound  of  oieerful  bells 
Just  imdulates  upon  the  list'ninff  ear. 
Groves,  heaths,  and  smoking  viuages  remote^ 


Scenes  must  be  iMsnitlftilf  Mtdtt  MbrtlewM 
Please  daily,  Mid.«ii«M  Jiotdtv  MMm 
Ix»g  lmoid«l0»  flftdbtfac  iohiiia^  «f  7M»B  i 
Ptaise  jiJiAf  dm  ttotbM  tfMtt  I  dsMtflMK 

Not  ratal  sighte  atone,  bM  mnl  wmtk^ 
Exhikrafce  die  ^ixit,  lad  NMSM ' 
ThetoMofle&gaidNflta&    JkCii^  fMiidi, 
That  sweep  Ae  ridgt  <f  leme  i»iS|MWiiliBg  iPMd 
Of  andent  gieiMfa,  OMke  imisie  not  tnfike 
The  dMb  «f  Ooen  en  faii  winding  «ben« 
And  liiU  the  sfiixit  wkfle  tfiey  fia-dteniiDa^ 
Unnumber*d  bxandies  iwfteg  In  die  biMt, 
And  all  tl«  leavea  fittt  iiMfcV&ig,  efl  dl  ooMk 
Norlewcompoweeiwdtmpenifafcgoef 
Of  distant  Heads,  or  en  die  mtfm  viitoe 
Of  ndghb'iing  founttdn,  or  ef  ti&  Hut  dip 
Thnragh  die  deft  lodc,  end,  ddttneg  ea  i&yM 
Upon  loose  pebUes,  leee  tlMmselves  at  tengch 
In  matted  gfaas,  that  widi  a  Endfer  gteen 
Betrays  theeeoret  ef  tbcit  cil»t  entte& 
Katoie  inammaftf  employi  tweet  senada, 
But  animated  Naftoe  sweeter  ML^ 
To  aoodi  and  satiafr  tl»  huaian  ea* . 
Ten  thousand  waxbkn  <3hae[r  the  day,  end  one 
The  fiveleng  nigM  <  i""*  ^hese  elone,  whose  neces 
Nice-fingePd  Att  must  smidace  ia  tain, 
But  cawing  wqIdb,  and  kites  thet  swim  eublkne 
In  still  repeated  dxdes,  saeamine  loud. 
The  jay,  the  pie,  and  e*en  the  boating  owl. 
That  hails  die  tking moon,  hK9t  chaims  former 
Sounds  inhannonious  in  themselves  said  henll. 
Yet  heaid  in  sotnes  tdicffe  pence  fte  eter  re%^», 
And  only  tfaoe,  please  hig^y  Ibr  their  sakOi 

Peace  to  die  artist  whose  ingeiriouB  thought 
Devis*d  theireatiier.he(Me,  diet  meM  toy  I 
Fearless  of  humid  «lr  end  gatfa Ving  reins, 
Fordi  steps  the  tean-^oai  emblem  of  myeelFt 
More  delksts  bis  tfan^oos  mete  redres. 
When  Winter  sdbIbs  die  fleldfi,  end  ftmale  fee^ 
Too  weak  to  Mmggle  widi  tenedoos  day. 


XHE  SOFA.  ur 

Or  find  the  mvkto,  an  best  at  hone* 

The  task  of  new  diaosv'iieB  fiifit  enme. 

At  such  a  ataastti,  and  with  such  a  diaige»  • 

Once  went  I  fiMcth  |  and  firand*  till  tiicn  uidaiowD, 

A  cottage,  whitheir  oft  we  nnoe  lepair : 

Tis  peich'd  upon  the  gieen  hfll  top,  but  dow 

Enviroa'd  wkh  a  ling  of  faiaiiching  ebas. 

That  overhang  the  t£rteh,  ksdf  uueen 

Peeps  at  the  vale  below ;  so  thick  beset 

With  fdiage  of  such  dark  ledundant  growth, 

I  call'd  the  low-roof 'd  lodoe  the^Maion^'s  nesL 

And,  hidden  as  it  is,  and  Sur  remote 

From  sndi  unpleasing  sounds,  as  haunt  the  ear 

In  village  or  in  town,  the  bay  of  cun 

Incessant,  clinking  hammeD,  grinding  wheds. 

And  in£mt8  chun*rous,  whether  pleas'd  or  pain'd. 

Oft  have  I  wished  the  peaceM  covert  mine. 

Here,  I  have  said,  at  least  I  should  possess 

The  poet's  treasure,  silence,  and  indulge 

The  dreams  of  fancy ,  tranquil  and  secure. 

Vain  though  1  the  dweller  in  that  still  retreat 

Dearly  obtains  the  refuge  it  affiirds. 

Its  elevated  site  forbids  the  wretch 

To  drink  sweet  waters  of  the  crystal  well; 

He  dips  his  bowl  into  the  weedy  ditch. 

And,  heavy  laden,  brings  his  bev'rase  home. 

Far  fetch*d  and  little  worth ;  nor  seldom  waits. 

Dependent  on  the  baker's  punctual  call. 

To  hear  his  creaking  panniers  at  the  door. 

Angry  and  sad,  and  his  last  crust  consum'd. 

So  farewell  envy  of  the  peasaiWi  neit ! 

If  solitude  make  scant  die  means  of  life. 

Society  for  me  1— thou  seeming  sweet. 

Be  still  a  pleasing  object  in  my  view ; 

My  visit  still,  but  never  mine  abode. 

Not  distant  &r,  a  length  of  colonnade 
Invites  us.    Monument  of  ancient  taste. 
Now  scom'd,  but  worthy  of  a  better  &te. 
Out  faihers  knew  the  value  of  a  screen 
From  sultry  suns :  and,  in  their  shaded  walk4 
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And  loBg  protected  boir'n,  «ii}oy*d  at  ikmmi 
The  glomii  sad  ooolaam  of  dec^inng  day. 
We  bear  our  dMUUis  about  OS ;  aeif-depm'd 
Of  odier  Ksreen,  the  tfaiii  timbieUa  spread. 
And  range  an  Indiaa  watte  without  a  tree. 
Thanks  to  Beiievoliia*-'-he  spares  me  yet 
These  dieHnaitB  langM  la  ooRespottding  fines  t 
And,  though  himsdf  so  poUshM,  stOl  rqwieres 
The  obsolete  pRdiacUy  or  shade. 

Descending  now  (but  cautknis,  lest  too  fiat) 
A  soddsi  stem,  upon  a  nistic  bridge 
We  pass  a  golf,  ia  which  tiie  willows  dio 
Their  pendent  boug^,  Btoo|MBg  as  if  to  drink. 
Hence,  ande  deep  in  moss  and  flow'ry  thyme. 
We  moont  again,  and  fed  at  ev*ry  step 
Our  feot  half  sunk  in  hillodcB  green  and  soft, 
BaJs'd  by  li»  vaoU^  the  miner  of  Ihe  sofl. 
He,  not  vaiSke  the  great  ones  of  mankind. 
Disfigures  Earth  e  uid,  plotting  in  ^le  daik. 
Toils  much  to  earn  a  monumental  pile. 
That  may  record  the  misdneft  he  has  done. 

The  summit  gaki*d,  bdidd  the  proud  alcove 
That  crowns  it !  yet  not  all  its  pride  secures 
The  grand  retreat  ftom  injuries  impressed 
By  rwal  carven,  who  with  knives  aefeoe 
The  panneb,  leaving  an  obscure,  rude  naaie» 
In  characters  unoouBi,  alid  spdt  amiss. 
So  strong  the  aeid  t'  immortalize  himsdf 
Beats  in  the  breast  of  man,  that  e*en  a  few. 
Pew  tramdent  yean,  won  from  di*  abyss  abhotr'd 
Of  Mank  oblivion,  seem  a  gbrious  pnze. 
And  even  to  a  down.    Now  roves  me  eye  ; 
And,  posted  on  this  speculative  hei^t. 
Exults  in  its  command.    The  she^fidd  hete 
Pours  out  its  fleecy  tenants  o'er  the  g^ebe. 
At  first,  progressive  as  a  stream,  Ihey  seek 
The  middle  fidd ;  but,  seatter*d  by  degrees^ 
Each  to  his  dioice,  soon  whiten  all  the  land. 
There  from  the  eim*bumt  hajrfield  homeward  creeps 

*  Jolm  Cowtafl;  nmckiaortoB,  bq.  of  Weston  Unterwood. 
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ThelM^idtiiin;  «lifle,liglrteiiVloritt  duffgt, 

The  wain  llMft  ]iM8(i  it  pMCi  fwWf  bjr ; 
Tlie  boomh  dimr  leaamg  «*cr  hift  team 
VodTrotts,  nd  impiitimt  of  ddar. 
Kor  loB  attnolife  ii  the  iraodkud  leetie, 
Divenified  with  tieai«f  ei^  giowth, 
Afike,  yet  rmAam,    Hew  the  gm  vmootfa  tronks 
0£  aah«  or  lime,  or  beech,  diftmctfy  thine 
WithiQ  the  twihg^t  oftfaeir  diitant  thades ; 
There,  ]oat  hduad  a  mttg  gRNind,  the  wood 
Secma  imik,  and  ihartai'd  to  its  topmost  boughs. 
No  tiee  m  an  the  grofe  but  has  its  dumns. 
Though  eadi  its  hoe  peonliar ;  paler  tome, 
Andofawaanidigniy;  die  willow  sod). 
And  pmdar,  that  with  silfer  lines  his  leaf. 
And  am  te-aticldiing  his  nmbnigeoiis  arm ; 
Of  deeper  giean  the  eua ;  and  deeper  ttill. 
Lord  m  the  woods,  the  lone-sorvivbg  oak. 
Some  g^kMiy-leav'd,  and  dmiin^  in  the  sun, 
This  i&aple,  and  the  beedi  of  oily  nuts 
Prolific,  aad  the  lime  at  dewy  eve 
Difiusmg  odoms;  nor  mmoted  pass 
The  85neamoie,  caprieioas  in  attire, 
Kow  green,  now  tawny,  and  ere  autumn  yet 
Have  cfaang*d  the  woods,  in  scarlet  honours  bright 
0*er  these,  but  fiv  beyond  <a  spacious  map 
Of  hill  aoid  vaDey  interpos*d  between), 
Tlie  Onse,  dividmg  the  wen*water*d  land. 
Now  i^illttB  in  ttie  sun,  and  now  retires. 
As  bashful,  yet  impatient  to  be  seen. 

HcDoe  the  dedtvity  is  sharp  and  short. 
And  sash  the  re  ascent ;  between  them  weeps 
A  little  naiad  her  mipoT*riafaM  wen 
AH  smnmcr  long,  whidi  winter  fills  again. 
The  fiilded  gates  would  bar  my  propresB  now. 
But  thai  the  lord*  of  this  endos^l  oemesne, 
CouununcatlTe  of  the  good  he  owns, 
Admitt  me  to  a  share ;  the  gtohless  eye 
Cooomits  no  wrong,  nor  wastes  what  it  enjoys. 

*  See  the  fuRgoing  note. 
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Refrabing  diange  1  wbexe  now  the  bibuuag  sun  ? 
By  short  traoatiflQ  we  bftve  lost  his  g^aze. 
And  stepped  at  onoe  into  a  cooler  chmeb, 
Ye  fidlen  avenues !  once  moEe  I  moum 
Youi:  fiite  unmeiited,  once  more  nyaiee 
That  yet  a  lemnant  of  your  noe  sormes. 
How  aiiy  and  bow  li^  the  graoefol  azcfa. 
Yet  awful  as  the  consecrated  roof 
Re-echoing  pious  anthems !  while  beneath 
The  checkered  earth  seems  restless  as  a  flood 
Brush'd  by  the  wind.    So  sportive  is  the  l^t 
Shot  through  the  boughs,  it  dances  as  they  dance. 
Shadow  and  sunshine  intenningling  quick. 
And  dark'ning  and  enlightening,  as  me  leaves 
Play  wanton,  ev'iy  moment,  ev'xy  spot 

And  now,  with  nerves  new-biac'danlspiritBcfaeer'd, 
We  tread  die  wilderness,  whose  well-rcilM  waUks, 
With  curvature  of  slow  and  easy  sweep- 
Deception  innocent— give  ample  space 
To  nanow  bounds.    The  grove  receives  us  next ; 
Between  the  upii^t  shafts  of  whose  tall  dms 
We  may  discern  the  thresher  at  his  task. 
Thump  after  thump  resounds  the  constant  flail. 
That  seems  to  swing  imcertain,  and  yet  falls 
Full  on  the  destin'd  ear.    Wide  flies  the  diaff. 
The  rustling  straw  sends  up  a  firequent  mist 
Of  atoms,  sparkling  in  the  noonday  beam. 
Come  hither,  ye  that  press  your  beds  of  down. 
And  sleep  not ;  see  bun  sweating  o*er  his  bread 
Before  he  eats  it     'Tis  the  primal  curse. 
But  soften'd  into  men^ ;  made  the  pledge 
Of  cheerful  days,  and  nights  without  a  groan. 

By  cdeeless  action  all  that  is  subsists. 
Constant  rotation  of  th'  unwearied  wheel. 
That  Nature  rides  upon,  mainfains  her  health. 
Her  beauty,  her  fertility.     She  dreads 
An  instant*s  pause,  and  lives  but  while  she  moves* 
Its  own  revdvency  upholds  the  world. 
Winds  from  all  quarters  agitate  the  air. 
And  fit  the  limpid  element  for  use, 
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Elie  Mndoai ;  oombs,  rivien,  lakM*  Bad  itrauitt, 
An  fed  the  flMh'aiiig  impnlee,  and  nre  deMuM 
Bt  leadete  mdidadoii  t  e'en  tile  «dt 
TiuiYet  by  the  rude  ameattkm  ot  the  slona : 
He  seeou  indeed  iBdigiMuit<  ind  to  ftd 
Th'  hnprcMJon  of  die  bket  iHih  piottd  dWUiBy 
Fiowiun^y  AS  if  B  his  iBMMiieiotis  uiii 
HehdddietiMiiideri  but  the  MoiiAMh  tfiMi 
His  finii  siMttif  to  what  he  soofiis, 
More  fiz*d  bde>w,  tile  meie  disliirb*d  eb^te. 
The  IftWf  by  ffhicfa  ill  cjefctows  dse  en  bCMttd^ 
Binds  man,  ths  lofd  <if  sfl.    Hlmsdf  deifvei 
l<f  o  mean  advwfclage  fien  a  kiudied  iMaisei 
From  streDuoiu  ml  his  boon  of  sweetest  easB» 
The  sedentaiy  stietdi  tiieir  hat  length 
When  Ctistom  bids,  but  no  reDedunent  find, 
For  none  tiiey  need  s  tiie  lai^aid  ere*  the  dMek 
Deserted  of  its  bloom,  die  flaedd,  shitinlt, 
And  wither'd  muscle,  and  the  Tapid  sotd, 
Reproadi  tiieir  owner  with  that  love  of  rest. 
To  which  he  forfeits  e'en  the  rest  he  loves* 
Not  such  th'  aletrt  and  active.    Measure  life 
By  its  trtte  worth,  the  comlbrts  it  affinrds, 
And  theirs  alone  seems  wofthy  of  the  namek 
Good  heakh,  and,  its  aseodate  in  the  most. 
Good  temper;  stiirits  prompt  to  undertake^ 
And  not  sdon  roent,  though  In  an  arduous  tosk ; 
The  pow'rs-of  nncy  and  strong  tiiou^t  are  tiiein ; 
E'en  age  itedf  seems  privileg'd  in  timn 
With  clear  exemption  horn  its  own  defeets. 
A  apaikling  tye  beneath  a  wrinkled  ftont 
The  vet'ran  shows,  and,  gmcing  a  gray  beard 
With  youthftd  smfles,  descends  towards  the  grate 
Sprightly  and  M  almost  without  decay. 

Like  a  cov  maiden.  Ease,  wiien  courted  most, 
Faitiiest  retpcs    an  idol,  at  whose  shrine 
Who  oft'nest  sacrifice  are  fiivour'd  least 
The  love  of  Nature,  and  the  scenes  she  draws, 
Is  Nature's  dictste.  Strange !  there  should  be  fbund 
Who,  scif<4mpiisoa'd  in  their  proud  ssloons, 
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ReDomioe  the  odonn  a£  the  omn  fidd 

For  the  umoeoted  fictions  of  tiie  loom  ; 

Who,  satisfied  with  only  penciU'd  soenes, 

Pkefer  to  the  perfannaDoe  of  a  God 

Th'  inferior  wondexs  of  an  artist's  hand ! 

Lov^  indeed  the  mimic  woAs  of  Art; 

But  Nature's  vodn  £ur  kyvdier.    I  admire, 

Vaae  more  admires*  the  painter's  magic  skill. 

Who  shows  me  that  whica  I  shall  never  see» 

ConTcys  a  distant  ooimtiy  into  mine. 

And  throws  Italian  light  on  English  walls : 

But  imitative  strokes  can.do  no  more 

Than  please  the  eye— sweet  Nature  ev'iy  atoK- 

The  anr  salubrious  of  her  lofty  hillsy 

The  ^'hf^"g  fragrance  of  her  dewy  vales. 

And  music  of  her  woods— Jio  works  of  man 

May  rival  these,  these  aO  beqpeak  a  pow*» 

Peculiar,  and  exdusiveLy  her  own* 

Beneath  the  open  sky  die  roreads  the  feast; 

Tis  fiee  to  all— 'tis  cv'ry  day  renew'd  ; 

Who  sconis  it  starves  deservedly  at  home. 

He  does  not  soom  it,  who,  impcison'd  long 

In  some  unwholesome  dungeon,  and  a  prey 

To  saBow  ackness,  which  the  vapours,  dank 

And  clammy,  of  his  dark  abode  have  bred. 

Escapes  at  last  to  liberty  and  light : 

His  chedc  recovers  soon  its  healthful  hue; 

His  eye  reLumines  its  extinguish'd  fires ; 

He  walks,  he  leaps,  he  runs— is  wing'd  with  joy. 

And  riots  in  the  sweets  of  ev'ry  breeze. 

He  does  not  scorn  it,  who  has  long  endur'd 

A  fever's  agonies,  and  fed  on  dnigB. 

Nor  yet  the  mariner,  his  blood  inflam'd         * 

With  acrid  salts :  his  very  heart  athirst. 

To  gaze  at  Nature  in  her  green  array. 

Upon  the  ship's  tall  dde  he  stands,  possess'd 

With  visions  prompted  by  intense  desire : 

Fair  fidds  appear  bdow,  such  as  be  left 

Far  distant,  such  as  he  would  die  to  find^ 

He  seeks  them  headlong,  and  is  seen  no  more. 
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The  ipken  is  seldom  fdt  where  Flora  reigns ; 
The  lowVing  eye,  the  petnlanoe,  the  frown. 
And  sollen  sadness,  that  o'ershade,  distort. 
And  mar  the  face  of  beanty,  when  no  cause 
For  such  hnmeasurable  wo  appears. 
These  Flora  banishes,  and  gives  the  iair 
Sweet  smiles,  and  bloom  less  transient  dian  her  own. 
It  is  the  constant  revohition,  stale 
And  tasteless,  of  the  same  repeated  joys. 
That  palls  wad  satiates,  and  makes  languid  life 
A  pedlaz's  pack,  that  bows  the  bearer  down. 
Hodtfa  suffers,  and  the  spirits  ebb,  the  heart 
Recoils  firam  its  own  choice— at  the  fiill  feast 
Is  famish'd — ^finds  no  music  in  the  song. 
No  smartness  in  the  jest ;  and  wonders  why. 
Yet  thousands  stiU  desire  to  journey  on, 
Though  halt,  and  weary  of  die  path  they  tread. 
The  paralytic,  who  can  hold  her  cards. 
But  cannot  play  them,  borrows  a  Mend*s  hand 
To  deal  and  shuffle,  to  divide  and  sort 
Her  mingled  suits  and  sequences ;  and  sits, 
Spectatress  both  and  spectacle,  a  sad 
And  silent  cipher,  while  her  proxy  plays. 
Others  are  dragged  into  the  crowded  nxmi 
Between  supporters ;  and,  once  seated,  sit, 
Througjh  downright  inability  to  rise. 
Tin  the  stout  bearers  lift  the  corpse  again. 
These  speak  a  loud  memento.    Yet  e*en  these 
Themsdyes  love  life,  and  ding  to  it,  as  he. 
That  overhangs  a  torrent,  to  a  twig. 
Tliey  love  it,  and  yet  loath  it ;  fear  to  die. 
Yet  scorn  the  purposes  for  wldch  they  live. 
Then  wherefore  not  renounce  them  ?  No — ^the  dread. 
The  slavish  dread  of  solitude,  that  breeds 
Reflection  and  remorse,  the  fear  of  shame, 
And  theb  inveterate  habits,  all  forbid. 

Whom  call  we  gay  ?  That  honour  has  been  long 
The  boast  of  mere  pretenders  to  the  name. 
The  innocent  are  gay— Uie  lark  is  gay. 
That  dries  his  feaSiers,  saturate  with  dew, 
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Hien  tBBB^  qidowiret  In  Ae  Atilnr*'^  valc^ 
Where  fifxpmit  hcily  wtfiiW<f>^  A>  cycb 
Dd^w;  happf  to  faouiee  »  whifeb 
Not  sensdes  ofifei  duKiiiB,  i^ai  ttill  we 
That  sodi  Aoit  abaowe  naijr  cadiaK  it : 
7*hen  foicati,  or  Ifat  ttm^  T9du  my  pleaii^ 
That  hides  the  aoa-mBW  m  Im  hoflpv  ddki 
Ahove  the  reach  of  Qiuk    Hii  hony  head, 
ConspicDoaa  many  a  league,  liie  mariner 
Boond  homewnd,  and  in  h&pt  already  AaBa» 
Greets  with  three  cheers  cqifanfr    At  hia 
A  girdle  of  hatf-vitherM  shndai  he  shoiVB, 
And  at  his  Ibet  the  haffled  biUovs  diB. 
The  commoot  ufvqgrown  with  fem»  and  xong^ 
With  priddy  gai«e»  that,  shaneinwi  and  dofimnM* 
And  cUng*ioii8  to  the  toodit  nas  j^  its  hiM»n» 
And  decks  itself  with  mnamests  of  gold* 
Yields  no  unpleasingTamUe;  than  the  (mf 
SmeOs  fifesh,  and*  rich  in  odc^irroiii  hfiibft 
And  fiingous  finiits  of  ewih»  regalas  the  aeoa^ 
With  luxury  of  unexpected  sweets 

There  qften  wpndezs  one,  whom  belter  dign 
Saw  better  dad,  in  doak  of  satin  trimm'd 
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With  lace,  and  hat  with  tpleadid  nMMuid  bound. 
A  serving  maid  wag  she,  and  fell  in  love 
With  cme  who  left  her,  went  to  sea,  and  died. 
Her  fimcy  foUow'd  him  through  foaming  ivaves 
To  distant  ^ores ;  and  she  would  at  aid  weep 
At  what  a  sailor  sofiers ;  fancy  too. 
Delusive  most  where  wannest  wishes  aie, 
Would  oft  anticipate  his  glad  return. 
And  dream  of  transports  she  was  not  to  know. 
She  heard  the  ddefol  tidings  of  his  death — 
And  never  smil'd  again  !  and  now  she  roams 
The  dreary  waste ;  there  spends  the  livebng  day. 
And  there,  unless  when  diarity  forbids, 
The  livelong  nisht    A  tatter'd  apron  hides, 
Worn  as  a  doak,  and  hardly  hides,  a  gown 
More  tattered  still ;  and  bodi  but  ill  conceal 
A  boeom  heav*d  with  never  ceasing  sighs. 
She  begs  an  idle  pin  of  all  she  meets. 
And  hoards  them  in  her  sleeve ;  but  needful  food. 
Though  pressed  with  hunger  oft,  or  comelier  clothes, 
Tho*  pinch'd  with  cold,  asks  never. — Kate  is  craz*d. 

I  see  a  odumn  of  slow-rising  smoke 
O'ertop  the  lofty  wood  that  skirts  the  wild. 
A  vagabond  and  useless  tribe  there  eat 
Their  miserable  meaL    A  kettle,  ahmg 
Between  two  poles  upon  a  stick  transverse. 
Receives  the  morsd-^flesh  obscene  of  dog. 
Or  vermin,  or  at  best  of  cock  purloined 
From  his  accustomed  perch.    Hard  faring  race  ? 
They  pick  tlieir  ftiel  out  of  ev*ry  hedge. 
Which,  kindled  with  dry  leaves,  just  saves  unquenchM 
The  sparic  of  life.    The  sportive  wind  blows  wide 
Thdr  flutt'rinjg  rags,  and  shows  a  tawny  skin, 
The  vellum  ofthe  pedigree  they  dsim. 
Great  skill  have  they  in  palmistry,  and  more 
To  conjure  dean  away  the  gold  they  touch. 
Conveying  worthless  dross  into  its  plaoe ; 
I^oud  when  they  beg,  dumb  only  when  they  steal. 
Strange  !  that  a  creature  rationd,  and  cast 
In  human  mould,  should  brutalize  by  choice 
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His  mOure ;  and,  though  capable  of  arts. 
By  which  the  wodd  might  profit,  and  himself, 
SeIf-bfUQish*d  fiom  society,  prefer 
Such  squalid  doth  to  honouzable  toil  I 
Yet  eren  these,  though  feigning  sickness  oft 
They  swathe  the  fomiead,  drag  the  limping  limb, 
And  yex  their  flesh  with  artificial  sores. 
Can  chanse  ^eir  whine  into  a  mirthful  note. 
When  v&  occasion  ofiers ;  and  with  dance* 
And  muflc  of  the  bladder  and  the  bag, 
Bc^iuile  their  woes,  and  make  the  woods  resound. 
Sudi  health  and  gaiety  of  heart  enjoy 
The  houseless  rovers  of  the  sylvan  world ; 
And,  breathing  wholesome  air,  and  wand'ring  much, 
Need  other  physic  none  to  heal  th*  effects 
Of  loathsome  aieU  penury,  and  cold. 

Blest  he,  thou£^  undistinguish'd  ftam  the  crowd 
By  wealth  or  di^ty,  who  £vells  secure. 
Where  man,  by  nature  fierce,  has  laid  aside 
His  fierceness,  having  learnt,  thou^  slow  to  learn, 
The  manners  and  the  arts  of  dvil  Ufe. 
His  wants  indeed  are  many ;  but  supply 
Is  obvious;  placed  within  the  easy  reach 
Of  temperate  wishes  and  industrious  hands. 
Here  vutue  thrives  as  in  her  proper  soil ; 
Not  rude  and  surly,  and  beset  with  thoms* 
And  terrible  to  sig^t,  as  when  she  .springs 
(If  e*er  she  spring  spontaneous)  in  remote 
And  barbarous  dnnes,  where  violence  prevails. 
And  strength  is  lord  of  all ;  but  gentle,  kind. 
By  culture  tam'd,  by  liberty  refireah'd. 
And  all  her  fruits  by  radiant  truth  matured. 
War  and  the  chase  engross  the  savage  whole-; 
War  follow*d  for  revenge,  or  to  supplant 
The  envied  tenants  of  some  happier  spot : 
The  chase  for  sustenance,  precarious  trust ! 
His  hard  condition  with  severe  constraint 
Binds  all  his  fiiculties,  forbids  all  growth 
Of  wisdom,  proves  a  school,  in  wmch  he  leania 
Sly  circumvention^  unrelenting  hate, 


THE  SOFA.  267 

Mean  self-aUadimeiit,  and  scarce  aug^t  beade. 

Thus  fare  the  sniveling  nadves  of  the  north. 

And  thus  the  rangen  of  the  western  world. 

Where  it  advances  fiir  into  the  deep, 

Tow'rds  the  antarctic.     E'en  the  uvourM  isles 

So  lately  found,  aUhoogh  the  constant  son 

Cheer  till  Ihdr  seasons  with  a  grateAil  smile. 

Can  boast  but  little  virtue ;  and  inert 

Thiou^  plenty,  lose  in  morals  what  they  gain 

In  manners — ^victims  of  luxurious  ease. 

These  iherefinre  I  can  pity,  plac'd  remote 

From  all  that  science  traces,  art  invents. 

Or  inspiration  teaches ;  and  enclosed 

In  boundless  oceans,  never  to  be  passed 

By  navigators  uninformed  as  they. 

Or  |dou^*d  perhaps  by  British  bark  again : 

But  hi  beyond  the  rest,  and  with  most  cause. 

Thee,  gentle  savage  !*  whom  no  love  of  thee 

Or  thine,  but  curiosity  perhaps. 

Or  else  vain  glory,  prompted  us  to  draw 

Forth  from  my  native  bowers,  to  show  thee  here 

With  what  superior  sldll  we  can  abuse 

The  sifb  of  I^ovidence,  and  squander  life. 

The  dream  is  past ;  and  thou  hast  found  again 

Thy  cocoas  and  bananas,  palms  and  yams. 

And  homestall  thatdi'd  with  leaves.    But  hast  thoa 

found 
Their  former  diaims  ?  And,  having  seen  our  state» 
Our  palaces,  our  ladies,  and  our  pomp 
Of  equipage,  our  gardens,  and  our  sports. 
And  h&tfd  our  music ;  are  thy  simple  friends. 
Thy  simple  ikre,  and  all  thy  plain  delights, 
As  dear  to  thee  as  once  ?  And  have  thy  joys 
Lost  nothing  by  comparison  with  ours  ? 
Rude  as  thou  art  (for  we  returned  thee  rude 
And  ignorant,  except  of  outward  show) 
I  cannot  think  thee  yet  so  dull  of  heart 
And  spuitless,  as  never  to  regret 
Sweets  tasted  here,  and  left  as  soon  as  known. 

*  Onaai. 
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Methinlcs  I  see  thee  straying  on  the  beach. 
And  asking  of  the  suxge,  that  bathes  thy  foot. 
If  ever  it  has  wash'd  our  distant  shore. 
I  see  thee  weep,  and  thine  are  honest  tean, 
A  patiiot^s  for  his  ooiintiy :  thou  art  sad 
At  thought  of  her  fbrlom  and  abject  state. 
From  whidi  no  pow'r  of  thine  can  raise  her  up. 
Thus  Fancy  paints  Ihee,  and,  though  apt  to  err. 
Perhaps  errs  litde,  when  she  pamts  thee  thus. 
She  tells  me  too,  diat  duly  ev  ry  mom 
Thou  dimVst  the  mountain  top,  with  eager  eye 
Exploring  far  and  wide  the  wat*ry  waste 
For  sight  of  ship  from  England.    ET*ry  speck 
Seen  in  the  dim  horizon  turns  thee  pale 
With  conflict  of  contending  hc^es  and  fiean. 
But  comes  at  last  the  dull  and  dusky  eve. 
And  sends  thee  to  thy  cabin,  well  prepared 
To  dream  aU  night  c^  what  the  day  denied. 
Alas !  expect  it  not    We  found  no  bait 
To  tempt  us  in  thy  country.    Doing  good^ 
Disinterested  good,  is  not  our  trade. 
We  travel  far,  'tis  true,  but  hot  for  nought ; 
And  must  be  biib*d  to  compass  Earth  again 
By  other  hopes  and  ridier  fruits  ^lan  youn» 

But  though  true  worth  and  virtue  in  Ihc  mild 
And  genial  soil  of  cultivated  liib 
Tlirive  most,  and  may  perhaps  thrive  only  there. 
Yet  not  in  cities  oft :  in  proud,  and  gay. 
And  gain-devoted  cities.    Thither  flow. 
As  to  a  common  and  most  noisome  sewer. 
The  dregs  and  feculence  of  ev*ry  land. 
In  cities  foul  example  on  most  minds 
Begets  its  likeness.    Rank  abundance  breeds. 
In  gross  and  pamperM  cities,  sloth,  and  lust. 
And  wantonness,  and  gluttonous  excess. 
In  cities  vice  is  hidden  with  most  ease, 
Or  seen  with  least  reproach ;  and  virtue,  tax^rht 
By  frequent  lapse,  can  hope  no  triumph  there 
Beyond  tli*  achievement  cf  successftil  flight 
I  do  confess  them  nxu«*ries  of  Uie  arts. 
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In  which  tfae^  flourish  most ;  where,  in  the  beams 

Of  warm  enooungement,  and  in  the  eye 

Of  public  note,  they  reach  their  perfect  size. 

Sadi  London  is,  by  taste  and  wealth  prodaim'd 

The  fairest  capital  of  all  the  world. 

By  riot  and  inoondnenoe  the  worst. 

There,  toiicfa'd  by  Reynolds,  a  dull  blank  becomes 

A  ludid  minor,  in  which  Nature  sees 

AQ  her  reflected  features    Bacon  there 

Gives  more  than  fbmale  beauty  to  a  stone, 

And  Chatham's  doquenoe  to  marble  lips. 

Nor  does  the  diisd  occupy  akme 

The  pow'rs  of  sculpture,  but  the  style  as  much ; 

Each  province  of  her  art  her  equal  care. 

With  nice  incision  of  her  guided  steel 

She  plough  a  brazen  field,  and  clothes  a  soil 

So  sterile  with  what  charms  soe'er  she  will. 

The  ridiest  soen*ry  and  the  loveliest  foims. 

Where  finds  Philosophy  her  eag^  eye, 

With  which  she  gazes  at  yon  burning  disk 

Undazzled,  and  detects  and  counts  his  spots  ? 

In  London.    Where  her  implements  exact. 

With  which  she  calculates,  computes,  and  scans, 

All  distance,  motion,  magnitude,  and  now 

Measures  an  atom,  and  now  giids  a  world  ? 

In  London.    Where  has  commerce  such  a  mart. 

So  rich,  so  throng'd,  so  drain'd,  and  so  siqiplied. 

As  London— opulent,  enlarged,  and  still 

Increasing,  London  ?  Babykm  of  old 

Not  more  the  glory  of  the  earth  than  she, 

A  more  aooomplish*d  world's  chief  gjlory  now. 

She  has  her  praise.    Now  mark  a  spot  or  two. 
That  80  mudi  beauty  would  do  well  to  purge; 
And  show  this  queen  of  cities,  that  so  fair 
May  yet  be  foul ;  so  witty,  yet  not  wise. 
It  is  not  seemly,  nor  of  good  report. 
That  she  is  slack  in  disapline ;  more  prompt 
T'  avenge  than  to  prevent  the  breach  of  law : 
That  she  is  rigid  in  denouncing  death 
On  petty  robMrs,  and  indulges  life 
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And  liberty,  aid  ofttimes  honoiar  too, 

To  peculaton  of  the  public  gold : 

That  thieves  at  home  must  hang ;  but  be,  that  putt 

Into  his  overgoig'd  aiid  bloated  purse 

The  wealth  of  Indian  provinces,  escapes. 

Nor  is  it  weQ,  nor  can  it  oome  to  good. 

That,  dirough  profane  and  infidel  contempt 

Of  holy  writ,  she  has  presumed  t'  annul 

And  abrogate,  as  roundly  as  she  may. 

The  total  ordinaDce  and  will  of  God  ; 

Advancing  Fashion  to  the  post  of  Truth, 

And  centering  all  authority  in  modes 

And  customs  of  her  own,  till  Sabbath  rices 

Have  dwindled  into  unrespected  forms. 

And  knees  and  hassocks  are  well-nigh  divorced. 

God  made  the  country,  and  man  made  the  toink 
What  wonder  then  that  health  and  virtue,  gifts 
That  can  alone  make  sweet  the  bitter  draught 
That  life  hdids  out  to  all,  should  most  abound 
And  least  be  threatened  in  the  fields  and  groves  ? 
Possess  ye  therefore,  ye  who,  borne  about 
In  chariots  and  sediuis,  know  no  fiitigue 
But  that  of  idleness,  and  taste  no  scenes 
But  such  as  art  contrives,  possess  ye  still 
Your  element ;  there  only  can  ye  shine ; 
There  only  minds  like  yours  can  do  no  harm. 
Our  groves  were  plantea  to  console  at  noon 
The  pendve  wand*ier  in  their  shades.    At  eve 
The  moon-beam,  sUdiog  softly  in  between 
The  sleeping  leaves,  is  aU  the  light  they  wish. 
Birds  wm4}l]ng  all  Uie  music    We  can  spare 
The  splendour  of  your  lamps ;  ifaey  but  edipee 
Oiur  softer  satellite.    Your  wm  confound 
Our  more  harmonious  notes :  uie  thrush  departs 
ScarM,  and  th*  offended  nightingale  is  mute. 
There  is  a  public  mischief  m  your  mirth  ; 
It  plagues  your  country.     FoUy  such  as  yours. 
Graced  with  a  sword,  and  worthier  o{  a  ftui. 
Has  made,  which  enemies  could  ne'er  have  done. 
Our  arch  of  empire,  stedfast  but  for  you, 
A  mutilated  structure,  soon  to  fall. 
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BOOK  II. 

THE  TIME-PIECE. 
Argument  of  the  Second  Book. 

BuflmUOM  ngKMtad  bj  Am  eondoftioB  of  flw  Ibnncf  book*— ftsoi 
anoBg  the  nation*  noomawndad,  on  tba  giouiid  of  Uwir  eommoa 
feUowihip  In  lontnr. — Prodigies  enumerated. — Sicilian  eaxthquakoh 
•—Men  nodetad  ofanosiaus  to  tiwH  calamitiai  liy  tin.— God  die  ai^nt 
in  tfaaoL — The  philowphj  that  stopi  at  leoondaij  oauM*  reprowd-^ 
Oar  ovn  1^  mlBcazriages  acoonnted  fi>r. — Satlncal  notice  taken  of 
onr  tiin  to  Footalne-Blaaa.— Bat  tbe  pulpitt  not  aatlnb  Um  proficr  en- 
gine or  reformation. — ^The  Reverend  Advertiaer  of  engraTed  unnoaa. 
— Fetit-maitre  ptBcwonu^the  good  neaclier.— Pictum  of  a  theatrical 
darical  cozcoml>.— Stotj-teUm  ana  Jorten  in  tlie  puipit  raproved—^ 
Apottroplje  to  papular  applause.— Retailers  of  ancient  philosophy  es* 
postulated  with.— Sum  of  the  whole  matter— EffteU  of  aaoerdotal 
mismanagement  on  the  lai^r — Their  foUy  and  estzaTaganoe.— Tba 
niischle6  of  prafiuion.>-Pronidon  itaelf,  with  all  its  consequent  evils, 
McriiMd,  at  to  its  pdndpal  cauask  to  the  want  of  dac^Una  in  the  nni* 
vondtle*. 

*'  '  ■  i^r^irr  rr  ~r~r  rrrr    t  rt  ft  rrrfccrrrrf .---  —  ----  -f-  --  --  p-  ----  —  .        ■  ■■ 

0  FOR  a  lodge  in  some  vast  wilderness. 

Some  boundless  contiguity  of  shsde. 

Where  rumoui  of  oppression  and  deceit, 

Of  unsuccetsftd  or  successful  war, 

Might  never  reach  me  more.    My  ear  is  pain*d, 

Mv  soul  is  sick  with  ev'ry  day's  report 

Of  wrong  and  ouftrage  with  which  Earth  is  ffll'd. 

There  is  no  flesh  in  man's  obdurate  heart. 

It  does  not  feel  for  man ;  die  nat'ral  bond 

Of  brotherhood  is  sever'd  as  the  flax. 

That  faUs  asunder  at  the  touch  of  fire. 

He  finds  his  fellow  guilty  of  a  skin 

Not  coloured  like  his  own ;  and  having  pow*r 

T'  enforce  the  wron^,  for  such  a  worthy  cause 

Dooms  and  devotes  mm  as  his  lawAil  prey. 

Lands  intersected  by  a  narrow  fttth 

Abhor  each  other.    Mountains  interposed 
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Make  enemies  of  nations,  who  had  dse 
Like  kindred  drops  been  mingled  into  one. 
Thus  man  devotes  his  brother,  and  destroys ; 
And,  worse  than  all,  and  most  to  be  deplored 
As  human  nature's  broadest,  foulest  blot, 
Chains  him,  and  tasks  him,  and  exacts  his  sweat 
With  stripes,  that  Mercy  with  a  bleeding  heart 
Weeps,  when  she  sees  inflicted  on  a  beast 
llien  what  is  man  ?  And  what  man,  seeing  this. 
And  having  human  feelings,*  does  not  blusn. 
And  hang  his  head,  to  thmk  himself  a  man  ? 
I  would  not  have  a  slave  to  tin  my  ground. 
To  carry  me,  to  fan  me  while  I  sleep. 
And  tremble  when  I  wake,  for  all  the  wealth 
That  sinews  bought  and  sold  have  ever  earn'd. 
No :  dear  as  freedom  is,  and  in  my  hearths 
Just  estimation  priz*d  above  all  price, 
I  had  much  rather  be  myself  the  slave. 
And  wear  the  bonds,  than  fasten  them  on  him. 
We  have  no  slaves  at  home — ^then  why  abroad  ? 
And  they  themselves  once  ferried  o*er  the  wave 
That  parts  us,  are  emancipate  and  loosed. 
Slaves  cannot  breathe  in  England ;  if  theur  lungs 
Receive  our  air,  that  moment  they  are  free ; 
They  touch  our  country,  and  their  shackles  frdL 
That^s  noble,  and  bespeaks  a  nation  proud 
And  jealous  of  the  blessing.    Spread  it  then. 
And  let  it  circulate  through  ev^ry  vein 
Of  all  your  empire ;  that,  where  Britain's  pow'i 
Is  felt,  mankind  may  fed  her  mercy  too. 
Sure  there  is  need  of  social  intercourse. 
Benevolence,  and  peace,  and  mutual  aid. 
Between  die  nations  in  a  world,  that  seemus 
To  toll  the  deathbell  of  its  own  decease. 
And  by  the  voice  of  all  its  dements 
To  pr&ich  the  gen'ral  doom*.  When  were  Uie  winds 
Let  slip  with  such  a  warrant  to  destroy  ? 
When  did  the  waves  so  haughtily  overleap 
Their  andent  barriers,  dduging  the  dry  ? 

•-  AOuding  to  the  catamitiM  in  Jamaica. 
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Fires  from  beneath,  and  meteon*  from  above, 
Portentoiu,  unexampled,  luezplau'd, 
Have  kindled  beaoona  in  the  aloea;  and  th*  old 
And  crazy  Earth  hat  had  her  Rhalring  fits 
More  frequent,  and  foregone  her  usual  xaL 
Is  it  a  time  to  wrangle,  when  the  props 
And  pillars  of  our  planet  seem  to  fiul. 
And  Natuief  with  a  dim  and  siddy  eye 
To  wait  the  dose  of  all  ?  But  grsnt  her  end 
More  distuit,  and  that  prophecy  dfanmrts 
A  longer  respite,  unaeoomplish d  yet; 
StiU  mey  are  frowning  signals,  and  bespeak 
Dindeasure  in  His  breast,  who  smites  tho  Earth 
Or  heals  it,  makes  it  langiiish  or  rgoioe. 
And  *ti8  but  seemly,  that,  where  all  deserve 
And  stand  exposed  by  oonmion  peccancy 
To  what  no  few  have  &lt,  there  should  be  peace. 
And  brethren  in  calamity  should  love. 
Alas  for  Sidlv  !  rude  fragments  now 
Lie  scatter'd,  where  the  diapely  column  stood* 
Her  palaces  are  dust    In  all  her  streets 
The  voice  of  singing  and  the  spxig^ithr  chord 
Ave  silent.    Reveliy,  and  dance,  and  show. 
Suffer  a  syncope  and  solemn  pause ; 
While  God  pmorms  upon  the  trembling  stage 
Of  his  own  works  his  oreadful  part  alone. 
How  does  the  Earth  receive  him  ?— with  what  signs 
Of  gratuladon  and  delight  her  king  ? 
Pours  she  not  all  her  choicest  fruits  abroad. 
Her  sweetest  flowers,  her  aromatic  gums. 
Disclosing  Paradise  wherever  he  treids  ? 
She  quakes  at  his  approach.     Her  hoUow  womb. 
Conceiving  thunders,  through  a  thousand  deeps 
And  fiery  caverns,  roars  beneath  his  foot 
The  hills  move  lightly,  and  the  mountains  smoke. 
For  he  has  touched  them.  From  th*  extrcmest  point 
Of  elevation  down  into  the  abyss 

•  Aagutt  18,  1783.  ^    .      ^ 

4  AUoding  to  the  fbg.  that  eotend  both  Etmpe  and  Asia  diiTin(  Ovt 
wbola  ■wninar  of  1783. 
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His  wiBth  is  1iu8y»  and  las  fiown  is  felt 
The  rocks  fiill  headlong,  and  the  valleys  rise. 
The  rivers  die  into  ofl^sive  pooik. 
And,  cfaarg'd  with  putrid  verdure,  breathe  a  gross 
And  mortfd  nuisance  into  all  the  air. 
What  solid  was,  by  transformation  strange. 
Grows  fluid ;  and  the  fix*d  and  rooted  earth. 
Tormented  into  billows,  heaves  and  swells. 
Or  with  vorti|^ous  and  hideous  whirl 
Sucks  down  its  prey  insatiable.    Immense 
The  tumult  and  the  overthrow,  the  pangs 
And  agonies  of  human  and  of  brute 
Muldtudes,  fugitive  on  ev'ry  side. 
And  fugitive  in  vain.    The  sylvan  scene 
Migrates  uplifted ;  and,  with  all  its  soil 
Alighting  in  ha  distant  fields,  finds  out 
A  new  possessor,  and  survives  the  diange. 
Ocean  has  caught  the  frenzy,  and,  upwionght 
To  an  enormous  and  overbearing  height. 
Not  by  a  mighty  wind,  but  by  that  voice. 
Whim  winds  and  waves  obey,  invades  the  sboK 
Resistless.    Never  such  a  sudden  flood, 
Upridg*d  so  high,  and  sent  on  such  a  charge. 
Possessed  an  inland  scene.     Where  now  the  throng 
That  press'd  the  beach,  and,  hasty  to  depart, 
Look'd  to  the  sea  for  safety  ?  They  are  gone. 
Gone  with  the  refluent  wave  into  we  deep — 
A  prince  with  half  his  people !  Ancient  towers. 
And  roofr  embattled  high,  the  gloomy  scenes. 
Where  beauty  oft  and  lettered  worth  consume 
Life  in  the  unproductive  shades  of  death. 
Fall  prone :  the  pale  inhabitants  oome  forth. 
And,  happy  in  tibeir  unforeseen  release 
From  all  the  rigours  of  restraint,  enjoy 
The  terrours  of  the  day  that  sets  them  free. 
Who  then,  that  has  thee,  would  not  hold  dice  fast, 
Freedom  ?  whom  they  that  lose  thee  so  regret. 
That  e*en  a  judgment,  making  way  for  tfaee. 
Seems  in  their  eyes  a  mercy  for  thy  sake  ? 
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Such  mb  Sin  hath  wrought ;  and  audi  a  flanie 
Kindled  in  Heav'n,  that  it  bums  doim  to  Eaith> 
And  in  the  furious  inquest,  that  it  makes 
On  God's  behalf,  lays  waste  his  faiitst  works. 
The  very  elements,  though  each  be  meant 
The  ministw  of  man,  to  serve  his  wants. 
Conspire  against  him.    With  his  breath  he  diaws 
A  plague  into  his  blood ;  and  cannot  use 
Life's  necessaiy  means,  but  he  must  die. 
Stoims  rise  t'  overwhelm  him :  or,  if  stoimy  winds 
Rise  not,  the  waters  of  the  deep  shall  rise. 
And,  needing  none  asBistance  of  the  storm. 
Shall  roll  themsdves  a^ore,  and  reach  him  there. 
The  earth  shall  shake  him  out  of  all  his  holds. 
Or  make  his  house  his  grave  s  nor  so  content, 
Shan  oountezfdt  the  motions  of  the  flood. 
And  drown  him  in  her  dry  and  dusty  gulfs. 
What  then !— were  they  the  wicked  above  all. 
And  we  the  ri^teous,  whose  £Eurt-anchor'd  isle 
Mov'd  not,  wUle  theirs  was  rock'd,  like  a  light  skil^ 
The  ^Mnrt  of  ev'ry  wave  ?  No :  none  are  clear. 
And  none  than  we  more  suUty.     But,  where  all 
Stand  changeable  with  gmlt,  and  to  the  shafts 
Of  wrath  obnoxious,  God  may  choose  his  mark: 
May  punish,  if  he  please,  the  less,  to  warn 
The  more  malignant    If  he  spsr'd  not  them. 
Tremble  and  be  amaz'd  at  thine  escape. 
Far  guiltier  En^^d,  lest  he  spare  not  thee ! 

Haj^  the  man,  who  sees  a  God  employed 
In  all  die  good  and  ill,  thai  checker  life ! 
Resolving  all  events,  with  their  eflfects 
And  mamfiold  results,  into  the  will 
And  arbitration  wise  of  die  Suprone. 
Did  not  his  eye  rule  all  things,  and  intend 
The  least  of  our  concerns  (since  from  the  least 
The  greatest  oSi  originate) ;  could  chance 
Find  place  in  his  dominion,  or  dispose 
One  lawless  particle  to  thwart  his  nlan  ; 
Then  God  might  be  surprised,  ana  unforeseen 
Contingence  might  alarni  him,  and  disturb 
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TbemMCh  tadmfuitaum^biBmlbm, 
This  tnitfa  fialonphyv  tfaum^  ea^e^yVl 
In  natuve's  tsndtncicfy  oft  mwloohi  $ 
And,  Ihmiii^  Amid  hig  imu  auMBt*  fctgoli. 
Or  dincgaidBf  flr*  moR  pvemnptaoos  tiill, 
Demes,  the  poir'r  tfatt  vield»it.    God  pnidaintt 
Hit  hot  diyjiUmiiiij  agHfaut  fiioliifa  mea. 
That  hve  an  atkort  life :  invohw  Iha  Heav*n 
In  tempestSy  ^nili  his  S^Msp  upon  die  winds« 
And  g^estluBiaD  their  fiirf;  hidsapl^^e 
Kindk  a  fieiy  boil  upon  the  skin. 
And  patrefy  the  faicaUi  of  blooming  Heaidi. 
He  calls  ftr  Famine,  and  iSbe  meagre  fiend 
Blows  mildeir  fiom  betiieen  his  shmdl'd  fips. 
And  taints  the  golden  ear.    He  springs  his  minei, 
And  desolates  a  nation  at  a  blast 
Portfa  steps  die  spnice  jAiilosoikhcr,  and  tells 
Of  homogtucal  and  diswdant  spiings 
And  priiKipleB  ;  of  caoses,  hov  they  work 
Of  ncccaoaiy  laws  dicir  sure  effects ; 
Of  action  said  reaction :  he  baseband 
The  somoe  of  the  disease,  that  nature  feels. 
And  bids  the  worid  take  heart  and  banish  fear. 
Thoa  fboL !  will  diy  disoov*ry  of  the  cause 
Siinicndth*eflect,orhealit?  Has  not  God 
Still  wrought  by  means  smce  first  he  made  die  world  ? 
And  did  he  not  of  oU  employ  his  means 
To  drown  it?  What  is  his  oeatifln  less 
Than  a  capodoos  reservoir  of  means 
Fonn*d  for  his  use,  and  ready  at  his  will  P 
Go,  dress  thine  eyes  with  eye-salve;  ask  of  him. 
Or  ask  of  whomsoever  he  has  taoght ; 
And  leam,  though  late,  the  gcnnme  cause  of  alL 
EngUmd,  wilh  all  thy  ftnUs,  I  love  thee  sdli— 
My  country !  and,  while  yet  a  nook  is  left, 
Whete  English  minds  and  manners  may  be  found. 
Shall  be  OQCBtraitt'd  to  love  thee.   Though  diy  dimt 
Be  fickle,  and  tikj  year  most  part  dcfimn'd 
With  dipping  rains,  or  vrither*d  by  a  fimKt^ 
I  would  not  yet  ezdnage  thy  sulloi  sUes, 
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And  fields  wiAicNit  a  flfnr'r,  fm  waniMr  Fnnce 
With  all  her  wits ;  nor  for  Ausonia's  giovas 
Of  golden  fruitagsii  and  her  myille  bow^ 
To  shake  thy  senate,  and  from  heights  sabUnoe 
Of  patriot  doquenee  to  flash  down  fiie 
Upon  thy  foes,  was  never  meant  my  task  ; 
But  I  can  fed  thy  fortunes,  and  pwtake 
Thy  joys  and  sorrows,  with  as  true  a  heart 
As  any  thund^rer  there.    And  I  can  feel 
Thy  foUies  too;  and  with  a  just  disdain 
Frown  at  effbninates,  whose  very  looks 
Reflect  dishonour  on  the  land  I  love. 
How,  in  the  name  of  soldieiship  and  sense, 
Should  England  prosper,  when  such  things,  as  smooth 
And  tender  as  a  giil,  all  esKnc*d  o*er 
With  odours,  and  as  profligate  as  sweet  9 
Who  sdl  their  laurel  for  a  myrtle  wreath. 
And  love  when  they  should  fight ;  when  such  as  these 
Presume  to  lay  their  hand  upon  the  aik 
Of  her  magnificent  and  awful  cause  ? 
Time  was  when  it  was  praise  and  boast  enough 
In  ev^ry  dime,  and  travel  where  we  might. 
That  we  were  bom  her  children.    Praise  enough 
To  fill  th'  ambitkm  of  a  private  man. 
That  Chatham's  language  was  his  mother  tongue, 
And  Wolfe's  great  name  oompaliiot  with  his  own. 
Farewell  those  honours,  and  fiuewell  with  them 
The  hope  of  such  hereafter !  They  have  fall'n 
Each  in  his  field  of  glory ;  one  in  aims. 
And  one  in  council— Wolfe  upon  the  lap 
Of  smiling  Victory  that  moment  won. 
And  Cha&am  heart*«idc  of  his  country's  shame  1 
They  made  us  many  loldiers.    Chatham,  still 
Consolting  England's  happiness  at  home, 
Secur'd  it  by  an  unfbrgiving  fiown. 
If  any  wrong'd  her.    Wolfe,  where'er  he  fought. 
Put  so  much  of  his  heart  into  his  act. 
That  his  example  had  a  magnet's  force. 
And  an  were  swift  to  follow  whom  all  lov'd. 
Those  suns  axe  set.    O  rise  some  other  such  1 

2  a 
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Or  an  diat  we  have  left  ii  empty  talk 
Of  oM  aduevonenls,  and  dopoir  of  new. 

Now  hoift  llie  anl,  and  let  die  stnuners  float 
Upon  the  wanton  Ixeezcfc    Strew  die  deck 
With  laYender,  and  sprinkle  htpoA  swoetB, 
That  no  rude  saTOor  maritinie  invade 
The  noee  of  nice  nobOkj  1  Breadieaoft 
Ye  daiioDets,  and  softer  stffl  ye  flntet ; 
That  winds  sod  waters,  hiU^d  by  magic  sounds 
May  bear  us  smoodily  to  die  Gallic  shore ! 
Tme,  we  have  kst  an  empire— let  it  pass. 
Tme  ;  we  may  thank  die  perfidy  of  Fiance, 
That  picked  die  jewel  out  of  Eng^bmd's  crown, 
Widi  aU  die  conning  of  an  envious  dnew. 
And  kt  that  pass— 'twas  hot  a  ttick  of  state ! 
A  brave  man  knows  no  malice,  but  at  once 
Forgets  in  peace  die  injuries  of  war. 
And  gives  his  direst  foe  a  fiiend>  emfanoe. 
And,  shamM  as  we  have  been,  to  di'  very  beard 
Brav'd  and  defied,  and  in  our  own  sea  piov'd 
Too  weak  ibr  those  decisive  blows,  diat  once 
Ensured  us  mastery  diere,  we  yet  retain 
Some  small  pre-eminence  ;  we  jusdy  boast 
At  least  superior  jockeyrii^,  and  dum 
The  honours  of  the  turf  as  all  our  own  I 
Go  then,  weU  worthy  of  die  praise  ye  seek. 
And  show  die  shame,  ye  mi^t  conceal  at  home. 
In  fineign  eyes ! — be  grooms  and  win  the  plate. 
Where  once  your  nobler  fitfhen  won  a  cniwn !— • 
*Tis  gen'rous  to  communicate  ^oor  skill 
To  those  diat  need  it,    Folly  la  soon  leam'd : 
And  under  such  pceGeptoiB  who  can  fidl ! 

There  is  a  pleuure  m  poetic  pains. 
Which  only  poets  know.    The  shifb  and  tums 
Th*  expedients  and  inventions  nmltifinm* 
To  which  die  mind  icsurts,  in  diase  of  tenns 
Though  apt,  yet  coy,  aid  difficult  to  wii^-. 
T'  arrest  die  fleeUng  images,  that  fill 
The  minor  of  die  mind,  and  hold  them  fiut. 
And  fotoe  them  8it»  till  he  hat  peiiciU*d  off 
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A  fiutfafiil  likeaeM  0f  the  fenm  he  ffews; 

Then  to  dispoee  hie  oqpiee  with  endi  an. 

That  each  uiaj  find  ite  meet  propitioiu  llg^t. 

And  ehme  by  eituation,  havdly  less 

Than  by  the  labour  and  the  ekill  it  cost; 

Are  oocupatione  of  the  poet's  mind 

So  pleasingt  and  that  steal  away  the  thought 

With  such  addreM  iiom  themes  of  sad  import. 

That,  lost  in  his  own  musingB,  happy  man ! 

He  feels  th'  anxieties  of  life,  denied 

Their  wonted  entertainment,  all  retire. 

Such  joys  has  he  tiiat  sings.    But  ah!  not  such. 

Or  sddinn  such,  the  hearers  of  his  song. 

Fastidious,  or  dse  listless,  or  perhaps 

Aware  of  nothing  aiduous  in  a  task 

They  never  undotook,  they  little  note 

His  dangen  or  escapes,  and  haply  find 

Thar  lost  amusement  where  he  found  the  most. 

But  is  amusement  all  ?  Studious  oi  song, 

And  yet  ambitious  not  to  sing  in  Tain, 

I  would  not  trifle  merely,  tfaou^  the  world 

Be  loudest  in  their  praise,  who  do  no  more. 

Yet  what  can  satire,  whether  grove  or  gay  ? 

It  mav  correct  a  foible,  may  diastise 

The  freaks  of  fashion,  regulate  the  dress. 

Retrench  »  sword«.blade,  or  displace  a  patch ; 

But  where  are  its  sublimer  trophies  found  ? 

What  vice  has  it  subdued  ?  whose  heart  reebdm*d 

By  rigour,  or  whom  laugbM  into  refbtm  P 

Alas  r  Leviadian  is  not  so  tam*d : 

Laugh*d  at,  he  laughs  again ;  and  stricken  hard, 

Turns  to  the  stroke  his  adamantine  scales. 

That  fear  no  discipline  of  human  hands. 

The  pulpit,  therefore  (and  I  name  it  fillM 
With  solemn  awe,  that  bids  me  well  beware 
With  what  intent  I  touch  that  holy  things— 
The  pulpit  (when  the  sat*rist  has  at  last, 
Struttinff  and  vaporing  in  an  empty  sdiool. 
Spent  aU  his  fbree,  bSa  made  no  proselyte;^ 
I  say  the  pulpit  (in  the  sober  use 
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Of  its  legitiiiiate,  peculiw  pow*n> 

Must  stand  Acknowledged,  while  the  world  shall  stand. 

The  most  important  and  effectual  guard. 

Support,  and  ornament  of  Virtue's  cause. 

There  stands  the  messenger  of  truth  t  these  stands 

The  Imte  of  the  skies  t-~His  theme  divine. 

His  office  saoed,  lus  credentials  dear. 

By  him  the  violated  Uw  speaks  out. 

Its  thunders;  and  by  him,  in  strains  as  sweet 

As  angds  use,  the  Gospel  whispen  peace. 

He  stSiIishes  the  strong,  restores  the  weak, 

Redaims  the  wand'rer,  binds  the  broken  heart. 

And,  arm'd  himsdf  in  panoply  complete 

Of  heav'nly  temper,  funiishes  with  aims 

Bridit  as  his  own,  and  trains,  by  ev*ry  rule 

Of  holy  disdpline,  to  glorious  war. 

The  sacramental  host  of  God*s  dect ! 

Are  all  such  teachers  ?— -would  to  Heav*n  all  were ! 

But  hark — the  doctor^s  voice !— fast  wedg'd  between 

Two  empirics  he  stands,  and  with  swoln  chedcs 

Inspires  the  news,  his  trumpeL    Keener  far 

Than  all  invective  is  his  bom  hanngue. 

While  thiou^  that  public  ornn  of  report 

He  hails  the  dergy ;  and,  during  shame. 

Announces  to  the  world  his  own  and  theirs ! 

He  teadies  those  to  read,  whom  schools  dismissed. 

And  colleges,  untaught ;  sdls  accent,  tone. 

And  emphasis  in  score,  and  g^ves  to  pray*r 

Th*  adagio  and  andante  it  demands. 

He  grinds  divinity  of  other  days 

Down  into  modem  use ;  tranafinms  old  print 

To  zigzag  manuscript,  and  dieats  the  eyes 

Of  gall*ry  critics  by  a  thousand  arts. 

Are  there  who  purchase  of  the  doctor's  ware  ? 

O,  name  it  not  in  Gath  ! — ^it  cannot  be,  , 

That  grave  and  learned  derks  should  need  sudi  aid. 

He  doubtless  is  in  sport,  and  does  but  dio]l» 

Assuming  thus  a  rank  unknown  before.— 

Grand  caterer  and  dry-nurse  of  the  diurch ! 
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I  venente  the  man,  ^oie  heart  I*  ihrnn, 
WlMMe  hands  are  pore,  whosedoctrine  and  ivhosc  ]ifh, 
Coincidesitf  exhibit  hicid  pvoof 
That  he  is  honest  in  the  sacred  caine» 
TV>  8ii6h  I  lender  tnore  tlnui  mere  respect^ 
Whose  actions  say,  that  tfaej  respect  themselves. 
But  loose  in  mora]s«  and  in  manners  Tain, 
In  oonversatian  ftivoloDSy  in  dress 
Extreme,  at  once  rapadoos  and  proftise ; 
Frequent  in  park  with  lady  at  hu  side. 
Ambling  ana  prattHng  scandal  as  he  goes ; 
But  jrare  at  lunne,  and  never  at  his  books, 
Or  with  his  pen,  save  when  he  scrawls  a  card ; 
Constant  at  roots,  ftmiliar  with  a  round 
Of  ladyships,  a  stranger  to  tiie  poor ; 
Ambitious  of  prefenuent  fbr  its  gold. 
And  well-preparM,  by  ignoiance  and  sloth. 
By  infidelity  and  love  of  world, 
To  make  God's  work  a  sinecure ;  a  slave 
To  his  own  pleasures  and  his  patron's  pride ; 
From  such  apostles,  O  ye  mitred  heads, 
Preserve  the  church !  and  lay  not  careless  hands 
On  skulls,  that  cannot  teach,  and  will  not  learn. 

Would  I  describe  a  preacher,  such  as  Paul, 
Were  he  on  earth,  would  hear,  approve,  and  own, 
Paul  should  himself  direct  me.    I  would  trace 
His  master-strokes,  and  draw  £rom  his  design. 
I  would  enpiess  him  simple,  grave,  sincere ; 
In  doctrine  unoorrupt ;  m  language  plain. 
And  plain  in  manner ;  decent,  solemn,  chaste. 
And  natural  in  gesture ;  mudi  impressed 
Himself,  as  conscious  of  his  awful  charge. 
And  anxious  mainly  diat  the  flock  he  feeds 
May  fed  it  too ;  affectionate  in  look, 
And  tender  in  address,  as  weU  becomes 
A  messenger  of  grace  to  guilty  men. 
Behold  die  picture ! — Is  it  Hke  ? — Like  whom  ? 
The  things  that  mount  the  rostrum  with  a  skip. 
And  then  skip  down  again ;  pronounce  a  text ; 
Ciy— hem !  and  reading  what  they  never  wrote 

2a2 
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Just  fifteen  niHntffflt»  hnddle  up  their  woik. 
And  with  a  ixr«^bzed  whisper  close  the  scene ! 

In  man  or  woman,  but  far  most  in  man^ 
And  most  of  all  in  man  that  ministers 
And  serves  the  altar,  in  my  soul  I  loathe 
All  afiectatkm.    'Tis  my  perfect  scorn ; 
Object  of  my  implacable  msgost 
What ! — ^will  a  man  piay  tricks,  will  he  indulge 
A  silly  fond  conceit  of  his  fair  fiDrm 
And  just  prcyportion,  fiishionable  mien 
And  pretty  fiice,  in  presence  of  his  God  ? 
Or  will  he  seek  to  dazzle  me  with  tropes. 
As  with  the  diamond  on  his  Hly  hand. 
And  play  his  brilliant  parts  before  my  eyes* 
When  I  am  hungry  for  the  bread  of  life  ? 
He  mocks  his  Maker,  prostitutes  and  shames 
His  noble  office,  and,  iiutead  of  truth. 
Displaying  his  own  beauty,  starves  his  flock. 
Therefore  avaunt  all  attitude,  and  stare. 
And  start  theatric,  practised  at  the  glass  ! 
I  seek  divine  simphcitv  in  him. 
Who  handles  things  divine ;  and  all  beside) 
Though  leam'd  with  labour,  and  tho'  much  admired 
By  curious  eyes  and  judgments  ill  infoim'd. 
To  me  is  odious  as  the  nasal  twang 
Heard  at  conventicle,  where  worthy  men. 
Misled  by  custom,  strain  celestial  memes 
Through  the  press'd  nostril,  spectade-bestrid. 
Some  decent  in  demeanour  while  they  preadi. 
That  task  performed,  relapse  into  tfaonselves  ; 
And,  having  spoken  wisely,  at  the  dose 
Grow  wanton,  and  give  proof  to  ev*ry  eye, 
Whoe*er  was  edified,  Ihemsdves  were  not ! 
Forth  comes  the  podst  minor.-^First  we  stroke 
An  eyebrow ;  next  compose  a  stra^^ling  lock  ; 
Then  with  an  air  most  gracefully  performed 
Fall  back  into  our  seat,  extend  an  arm. 
And  lay  it  at  its  ease  with  gentle  care. 
With  handkerchief  in  hand  depending  low; 
The  better  hand  more  busy  gives  the  nose 
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Its  bergamot,  or  aids  th'  inctebtcd  eye  • 
With  ap'ra  glass,  to  watch  the  moving  «cene. 
And  recognise  the  sIow*retiiing  fitir.-— 
Now  this  is  Ailsome,  and  ofienids  me  more 
Than  in  a  diurciunan  slovenly  neglect 
And  rustic  coaiKness  would.    A  heav'nly  mind 
May  be  indifTrent  to  her  house  of  day. 
And  sfig^t  the  hovel  as  lyneath  her  care ; 
But  how  a  body  so  ftntastic,  trim. 
And  quaint,  in  its  deportment  and  attire. 
Can  lodse  a  heav*nly  mind—- demands  a  doubt. 

He,  mat  negotiates  between  God  and  man. 
As  God^s  ambassador,  the  grand  conoems 
Of  judgment  and  of  mercy,  should  beware 
Of  lightness  in  his  speech.    'Tis  pitiful 
To  court  a  grin,  when  you  ahould  woo  a  soul ; 
To  break  a  jest,  when  pity  would  inspire 
Pathetic  exhortation ;  and  t'  address 
The  skittish  fancy  with  facetious  tales. 
When  sent  with  God's  oonmiission  to  the  heart  1 
So  did  not  Paul.     Direct  me  to  a  quip 
Or  merry  turn  in  all  he  ever  wrote. 
And  I  consent  you  take  it  for  your  text. 
Your  only  one,  till  sides  and  benches  fiiiL 
No :  he  was  serious  in  a  serious  cause. 
And  understood  too  well  the  weighty  terms. 
That  he  had  ta*en  in  charge.     He  would  not  stoop 
To  conquer  those  by  jocular  exploits. 
Whom  truth  and  soberness  assjulM  in  vain. 

O  Popular  Applanse !  what  heart  of  man 
Is  proof  against  thy  sweet  seducing  charms  ? 
The  wisest  and  the  best  fed  urgent  need 
Of  all  their  caution  in  thy  gentlest  gales  ; 
But  swelled  into  a  gust-»who  then,  alas ! 
With  all  hii  canvass  set,  and  inexpert, 
And  therefore  heedless,  can  withstand  thy  pow'r  ? 
Praise  from  the  rivdl*d  lips  of  toothless,  bald 
Decrepitude,  and  in  the  looks  of  lean 
And  craving  Poverty,  and  in  the  bow 
Rcsp^:tful  of  the  smutdk'd  artificer* 
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Is  oft  too  wdcome,  and  may  niixeh  cfetnrb 
The  bias  of  the  pmpoee.    How  madi  more, 
Pour*d  forth  by  beauty  splendid  and  pdite. 
In  language  soft  as  Adoiation  breathes  ? 
Ah  spare  your  idol !  think  him  hnman  stilL 
Chazms  he  may  have,  but  he  has  fieailties  too ! 
Dote  not  too  modi,  nor  spoiQ  what  ye  admire. 

AH  truth  is  fixxn  the  sempiternal  souioe 
Of  light  ^vine.    Bnt  Egvpt,  Greece,  and  Rome, 
Drew  firam  the  stream  hSow.    More  &voar'd  we 
Diink,  when  we  choose  it,  at  die  foontain-head. 
To  them  it  flow*d  mudi  mingled  and  defilM 
With  hmtftd  etionr,  prejudice,  and  dreams 
Illusive  of  philosophy,  so  callM, 
But  fidsdy.     Sages  after  sages  strove 
In  vain  to  filter  otFtk  crystal  draught 
Pure  from  the  lees,  which  often  more  oihanc'd 
The  thirst  than  dak*d  it,  and  not  seldom  bred    * 
Intoxication  and  ddirium  wild. 
In  vain  they  push'd  inquiry  to  the  birth 
And  spring-time  of  thevorld ;  askM,  Whenceis  man  ? 
Why  formed  at  all  ?  and  wherefore  as  he  is  ? 
Where  must  he  find  his  Mdker  ?  with  what  rites 
Adore  him  ?  Will  he  hear,  accept,  and  bless  ? 
Or^^oes  he  sit  regudless  of  his  works  ? 
Has  man  within  nim  an  immortal  seed  ? 
Or  does  the  tomb  take  all  ?  If  he  survive 
His  ashes,  where  ?  and  in  what  weal  or  wo  ? 
Knots  worthv  of  solution,  whidi  alone 
A  Deity  could  solve.    Their  answers,  vague 
And  all  at  random,  fabulous  and  dark. 
Left  them  as  dark  themselves.    Their  rtdes  of  life. 
Defective  and  unsanction'd,  prov*d  too  weak 
To  bind  the  roving  appetite,  and  lead 
Blind  nature  to  a  God  not  yet  reveal'd. 
'Tis  Revelation  satisfies  all  doubts. 
Explains  all  mysteries  except  her  own. 
And  so  illmninates  the  path  of  life. 
That  fbds  discover  it,  and  stray  no  more. 
Now  teD  me,  dignified  and  sapient  sir. 
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M^  man  of  XDoads,  Durtar*d  in  the  shades 

Of  Academus — k  this  false  or  true  ? 

Is  Christ  the  abler  teacher,  or  the  schools  ? 

If  Christ,  then  why  resort  at  er'ry  turn 

To  Athens  or  to  Rome,  for  wisdom  short 

Of  man's  occasions,  when  in  him  reside 

Grace,  knowledge,  comfort— an  unfathom*d  store  ? 

How  oft,  when  Paul  has  ser?'d  us  with  a  text. 

Has  Epictetus,  Plato,  TuUy,  preach'd ! 

Men  that,  if  now  aliye,  would  sit  content 

And  humble  learners  (k  a  Saviour's  worth. 

Preach  it  who  might    Such  was  their  love  of  trutht 

Their  thirst  of  knowledge,  and  dieir  candour  too  1 

And  thus  it  is. — The  pastor,  either  vain 
By  nature,  or  by  flattery  made  so,  taught 
To  gaze  at  his  own  splaidour,  and  t*  exalt 
Absurdly,  not  his  omce,  but  himself; 
Or  uneidighten*d,  and  too  proud  to  kam ; 
Or  yidous,  and  not  therefore  apt  to  teach  ; 
Perverting  often  by  the  stress  of  lewd 
And  loose  example,  whom  he  should  instruct ; 
Exposes,  and  holds  up  to  broad  disgrace. 
The  noblest  ftmction,  and  discredits  mudi 
The  brightest  truths  that  man  has  ever  seen. 
For  ghostly  counsel,    if  it  either  &I1 
Below  the  exigence,  or  be  not  back'd 
With  show  of  bve,  at  least  with  hopeftd  proof 
Of  some  sincerity  on  the  giver's  part ; 
Or  be  dishonoured  in  th*  exterior  form 
And  mode  of  its  conveyance  by  such  tricks 
As  move  derision,  or  by  foppiw  airs 
And  histrionic  mumm*ry,  that  let  down 
The  pulpit  to  the  level  of  the  stage ; 
Drops  ftxmi  the  lips  a  disregarded  thing. 
The  weak  perhajM  are  mov'd,  but  are  not  taught, 
While  prejudice  in  men  of  stronger  minds 
TflJ^es  deeper  root,  confirmed  by  what  they  see. 
A  relaxation  of  religion's  hold 
Upon  the  roving  and  untutor'd  heart 
Soon  follows,  and,  the  curb  of  conscience  snapped. 
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The  lai^  nm  wild. — ^But  do  tliqr  Jiow  ? 
Note  tfaeir  eztravaganoe,  and  be  ooQTinc*d. 

As  natiaiis,  ignoniit  of  God,  contrive 
A  wooden  one ;  so  we,  do  longer  taught 
By  monifcort  that  mother  dinidi  supplies* 
Now  make  our  own.     Posterity  will  adt 
(If  e*er  posterity  see  verse  of  mine) 
Some  finy  or  a  hundred  lustrums  henoe. 
What  was  a  monitor  in  Geoige*s  days  ? 
My  very  gentle  reader,  yet  unborn. 
Of  whom  I  needs  must  augur  better  dungs. 
Since  Heav'n  would  sure  grow  weaiy  of  a  wodd 
Productive  only  of  a  race  hke  us 
A  monitor  is  wood — plank  shaven  Ihin. 
We  wear  it  at  our  backs.    There,  closely  biacM 
And  neadj  fitted,  it  compresses  hard 
The  pronunent  and  most  unsightly  bones. 
And  binds  the  shoulders  flat     We  prove  its  use 
Sovereign  and  most  eSectoal  to  secure 
A  form,  not  now  gymnastic  as  of  yore. 
From  rickets  and  distortion,  else  our  loL 
But  thus  admonished,  we  can  walk  erect- 
One  proof  at  least  of  manhood !  while  the  fiioid 
Sticks  dose,  a  Mentor  worthy  of  his  charge. 
Our  habits,  costlier  than  LucuUus  wore. 
And  bj  caprice  as  multiplied  as  his. 
Just  please  us  while  the  fiishion  is  at  fuD, 
But  change  with  ev'ry  moon.    The  sycophant. 
Who  waits  to  dress  us,  arbitrates  their  date  ; 
Surveys  his  fiiir  reversion  with  keen  eye ; 
Finds  one  ill  made,  another  obsolete. 
This  fits  not  nicely,  that  is  ill  CQncdv*d  ; 
And,  making  prize  of  all  that  he  amdenms. 
With  our  expenditure  defrays  his  own- 
Variety's  the  very  spice  of  life. 
That  gives  it  all  its  flavour.    We  have  run 
Through  ev'ry  change,  that  Fancy,  at  the  loom 
Exhausted,  has  had  genius  to  supply ; 
And,  studious  of  mutation  stiQ,  discard 
A  real  el^ance,  a  little  us'd. 
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For  monsCrous  novelty,  and  strange  di^;uise. 

We  sacrifice  to  dress,  till  household  joys 

And  comforts  cease.    Dress  drains  our  cellar  dry. 

And  keeps  our  larder  lean ;  puts  out  our  fires ; 

And  introduces  hunger,  frost,  and  wo, 

Where  peace  and  hospitality  might  reign. 

What  man  that  lives,  and  that  inawB  how  to  live» 

Would  fiul  t'  exhibit  at  the  public  shows 

A  form  as  splendid  as  the  proudest  there. 

Though  appetite  raise  outcries  at  the  cost  ? 

A  man  o*  m'  town  dines  late,  but  soon  enough. 

With  reasonable  forecast  and  despatch, 

T'  ensure  a  side-box  station  at  half-price. 

You  think  perhaps,  so  delicate  his  dress. 

His  daily  ure  as  delicate.    Alas  ! 

He  incks  cl^an  teeth,  and,  busy  as  he  seems 

Wiui  an  old  tavern  quill,  is  hungry  yet ! 

The  route  is  FoUVs  circle,  which  uie  draws 

With  magic  wand.    So  potent  is  the  spell. 

That  none,  deooy'd  into  that  fatal  ring. 

Unless  by  HeavVs  peculiar  grace,  escape. 

There  we  grow  early  gray,  but  never  wise ; 

There  form  connexions,  but  acquire  no  friend ; 

Solicit  pleasure  hopeless  of  success  ; 

Waste  youth  in  occupations  only  fit 

For  second  childhood,  and  devote  old  age 

To  sports,  which  only  childhood  could  excuse. 

There  they  are.  happiest,  who  dissemble  best 

Their  weariness ;  and  they  the  most  polite. 

Who  squander  time  and  treasure  with  a  smile. 

Though  at  theb  own  destruction.    She  that  asks 

Her  &ax  five  hundred  firiends,  contemns  them  all. 

And  hates  their  coming.    Th^  (what  can  they  less  ?) 

Make  just  repzisals ;  and,  wim  cringe  and  shrug. 

And  bow  obsequious,  hide  their  hate  of  her. 

An  catch  the  firenzy,  downward  from  her  grace. 

Whose  flambeaux  flash  against  the  morning  skies, 

And  pid  our  chamber  ceilings  as  they  pass, 

To  her,  who,  frugal  only  that  her  thrift 

May  feed  cauesses  she  can  in  aflford, 
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Is  hadmey'd  home  unbekey'd ;  iriusinfatttff 

Alu^itiiig,  tunu  die  key  in  her  ovn  door* 

And,  at  the  watdiman*8  lantern  boor'wing  light. 

Finds  m  ooM  bed  her  only  eomfixt  left. 

Wives  beggar  husbands,  husbands  storYe  dieir  wina. 

On  Foftune*s  vdvet  altar  off*iing  up 

Their  last  poor  pittanoe— Fortune,  most  severe 

Of  goddesses  yet  known,  and  costlier  fiur 

Than  all,  that  held  their  routs  in  heathen  hcav'o..-. 

So  fare  we  in  this  pfison-hoase  the  Worid ; 

And  *tis  a  fearful  spectacle  to  see 

So  many  maniacs  dancing  in  their  chains. 

They  gaze  vmotk  the  links,  that  hold  them  fast. 

With  ^es  of  anguish,  execrate  their  lot. 

Then  shake  them  in  despair,  and  dance  again  ! 

Now  basket  up  the  family  of  plagues. 
That  waste  our  vitals  ;  peculation,  sale 
Of  honom-,  pexjury,  corruption,  frauds 
By  forgery,  by  subterfuge  of  law, 
By  tricks  and  lies  as  num'rous  and  as  keen 
As  the  necessities  their  authors  feel ; 
Then  cast  them,  closely  bundled,  ev*ry  brat 
At  the  right  docnr.     Provision  is  the  sire. 
Profusion  unrestrained,  with  all  tliat*s  base 
In  character,  has  litter'd  all  the  land. 
And  bred,  within  the  mem'ry  of  no  few, 
A  priesthood,  such  as  Baal*s  was  of  old, 
A  people,  such  as  never  was  till  now. 
It  is  a  himgry  vice : — it  eats  up  all 
That  gives  society  its  beauty,  strength. 
Convenience,  and  security,  and  use : 
Makes  men  mere  vermin,  worthy  to  be  trapped 
And  gibbeted,  as  fast  as  catchpoie  daws 
Can  seize  the  slipp*iy  pr^ :  unties  the  knot 
Of  union,  and  converts  the  sacred  band. 
That  holds  mankind  together,  to  a  scourge. 
Frafurion,  deluging  a  state  witib  lusts 
Of  grossest  nature  and  of  worst  efii^ts, 
PrCTMues  it  for  its  ruin :  hardens,  blinds. 
And  wajps,  the  consciences  of  public 
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Tin  they  can  fawgfi  at  ^Hftoe;  mock  the  fMs, 
That  tnofe  lfa«m ;  end  in  tfa*  end  dbdow  a  fins. 
Hist  would  hBf«  thoek'd  Credidity  hendf* 
Umxu»k*d,  tonfhwfiwg  this  thor  sole 
Since  all  alike  aie  ad&h,  irtiy  not  thcj  ? 
This  does  Prafuaon,  and  th*  aoenned 
Of  Mch  deep  miachief  has  itself  a  camae. 
In  colleges  and  haUs  in  andent  daya. 
When  learning,  viitiie,  piety,  and  trudi, 
Wese  precioas,  and  inculcated  with  care. 
There  dwelt  a  sage  called  Discipline.     His  head* 
Not  yet  by  time  completely  tihrer'd  o*er. 
Bespoke  Imn  past  the  bounds  of  firnddsh  youth. 
But  strong  for  service  still,  and  unimpaired. 
His  eye  was  meek  and  gentle,  and  a  smile 
Play*d  on  his  lips ;  and  in  his  speech  was  heard 
Paternal  sweemess,  dignity,  and  love. 
The  occupation  dearest  to  his  heart 
Was  to  encourage  goodness.    He  would  stn^e 
The  head  of  modest  and  in^uous  worth. 
That  hlush*d  at  its  own  praise ;  and  press  the  youth 
Close  to  his  side,  that  pleased  him.    Learning  grew 
Beneath  his  can  a  thriving  vig'rous  plant ; 
The  mind  was  well  infonn'd,  the  passions  held 
Subordinate,  and  dil^gjenoe  was  choice. 
If  e*er  it  chanc'd,  as  sometimes  chance  it  must. 
That  one  among  so  mftny  orerleap'd 
The  limits  of  control,  his  gentle  eye 
Grew  stem,  and  darted  a  severe  rebuke : 
His  fiown  was  full  of  terrour,  and  his  voioe 
Shook  the  delinquent  with  such  fits  of  awe. 
As  left  him  not,  till  penitence  had  won 
Lost  favour  back  again,  and  clos*d  the  breach. 
But  Discipline,  a  foithfiil  servant  long, 
Dedin'd  at  leofith  into  the  vale  of  yean : 
A  palsy  struck  his  arm ;  his  spaiUing  eye 
Was  quench'd  in  dieums  of  age;  his  voice,  unstrung, 
Grew  tremulous,  and  drew  derision  more 
Than  rev'rence  in  perverse,  rebellious  youth. 
So  ooUq^  and  haul  n^^ected  much 
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Their  good  old  friend ;  and  Dkciplme  at  length, 

O*erlo&'d  and  unemployed,  ftll  sick  and  died. 

Then  Study  languieh'd.  Emulation  alept. 

And  Viztue  fled.    The  sdiools  became  a  scene 

Of  solemn  faice,  where  Ignoianoe  in  stilts. 

His  cap  wdl  lin*d  with  logic  not  his  own. 

With  panot  tongue  peifonn'd  the  scholtf's  part. 

Proceeding  soon  a  graduated  dunce. 

Then  Compromise  had  phoe,  and  Saatiny 

Became  stone  blind ;  Precedence  went  in  truck. 

And  he  was  competent  whose  purse  was  so. 

A  dissolution  of  all  bonds  ensued ; 

The  curbs  invented  for  the  mulish  minith 

Of  headstrong  youdi  were  broken ;  bars  and  bolts 

Grew  rusty  by  disuse ;  and  massy  gates 

Forgot  their  office,  opening  with  a  touch ; 

Tin  gowns  at  length  are  found  mere  masquerade. 

The  tassd^d  cap,  and  the  spruce  band  a  jest, 

A  moGk*ry  of  toe  world !  What  need  of  these 

For  gamesters,  jockeys,  brothellers  impure, 

6pendtfarifts,  and  booted  sportsmen,  mt^ner  seen 

With  belted  waist  and  pointers  at  thdr  heels, 

Tlum  in  the  bounds  of  duty  ?  What  was  learned. 

If  au^t  was  leam'd  in  childhood,  iH  forgot ; 

And  such  expense,  as  pindies  parents  blue. 

And  mortifies  the  lib'zal  hand  of  love. 

Is  squander'd  in  pursuit  of  idle  sports 

Ana  vicious  pleasures ;  buys  the  boy  a  name. 

That  sits  a  stigma  on  his  father^s  house. 

And  ckaves  through  life  insq)arably  dose 

To  him  that  wears  it.    What  can  after-games 

Of  liner  J03rs,  and  commerce  with  the  world. 

The  lewd  vain  world,  that  must  reoetve  him  soon. 

Add  to  such  erudition,  thus  acquired. 

Where  scienoe  and  where  virtue  are  profeasM  ? 

They  may  confirm  his  habits,  rivet  rast 

Jlis  folly,  but  to  spoil  him  is  a  task. 

That  bids  defiance  to  th*  united  pow'rs 

Of  foshioo,  dissipation,  taverns,  stews. 

Now  blame  we  most  the  nurslings  or  the  nurae  ? 
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The  diiMiea  CB)6k*d,  and  twistedt  and  deAikm*d, 
Throuf  h  want  of  care ;  or  her,  wjiose  winking  eye 
And  slumb*ring  osdtancy  man  the  brood  ? 
The  muse  no  doubt    Regardless  of  her  charge. 
She  needs  herself  correction ;  needs  to  learn. 
That  it  is  dang'rous  sporting  with  the  world. 
With  things  so  sacred  as  a  nation's  trust, 
The  nurture  of  her  youth,  hex  dearest  pledge. 

All  are  not  sudi,    I  had  a  brother  onoe— > 
Peace  to  the  mem'ry  of  a  man  of  worth, 
A  man  of  letters,  and  of  manners  too ! 
Of  manners  sweet  as  Virtue  always  wears. 
When  gay  Good-nature  dresses  her  in  smiles. 
He  graced  a  coQ^*,  in  which  order  yet 
Was  sacred ;  and  was  honoured,  lovM,  and  wept. 
By  more  than  one,  themselves  conspicuous  there. 
Some  minds  are  temper*d  hajmily,  and  mix*d 
With  such  ingredients  of  gooa  sense,  and  taste 
Of  what  is  excellent  in  man,  they  tlidb-st 
With  such  a  zeal  to  be  what  th^  approve. 
That  no  restraints  can  drcumscnbe  them  more 
Than  they  themselves  by  dioloe,  for  wisdom's  sakou 
Nor  can  example  hurt  them  :  what  they  see 
Of  vice  in  others  but  enhancing  more 
The  charms  of  virtue  in  their  just  esteem. 
If  such  escape  contagion,  and  emerge 
Pure  from  so  foul  a  pool  to  shine  abroad. 
And  give  the  world  Uieir  talents  and  themselves. 
Small  Aanks  to  those  whose  n^^ligence  or  sloth 
Exposed  their  inexperience  to  the  snare, 
And  left  them  to  an  undirected  choice. 

See  then  the  quiver  broken  and  decay*d. 
In  which  are  kept  our  arrows  ?  Rusting  there 
In  wild  disorder,  and  unfit  for  use. 
What  wonder  if,  discharged  into  the  world, 
Thev  shame  their  shooters  with  a  random  flight. 
Their  points  obtuse,  and  feathers  drunk  with  wine ! 
WcU  may  the  church  wage  unsuccessful  war 
Witi^  sudi  artill*ry  arm*£    Vice  parries  wide  - 
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Th'  undreaded  volley  with  a  swoid  of  straw, 
And  stands  an  impudent  and  fearless  mark. 

Have  we  not  tradc*d  tJie  fdon  home,  and  found 
His  birdi-plaoe  and  his  dam  ?  The  oountiy  moums, 
Mourns  because  ev'iy  plague,  that  can  inrest 
Society,  and  tiiat  saps  and  worms  the  base 
0£  th*  edifice,  that  Policy  has  lais'd. 
Swarms  in  all  quarters :  meets  the  eye,  &e  ear. 
And  suifiicates  the  breath  at  ev^ry  turn. 
Profusion  breeds  them ;  and  the  cause  itsdf 
Of  that  calamitous  misdiief  has  been  found : 
Found  too  where  most  offensive,  in  the  skirts 
Of  the  tob'd  pedagogue  !     Else  let  th*  airaign'd 
Stand  up  unconscious,  and  refute  the  charge. 
So  when  the  Jewish  leader  stretch*d  his  aim, 
And  wav*d  his  rod  divine,  a  race  obscene, 
Spawn'd  in  the  muddy  b^  of  Nile,  came  fbrdi. 
Polluting  Egypt :  gardens,  fields,  and  plains. 
Were  covered  with  the  nest ;  the  streets  were  fin*d ; 
The  croaking  nuisance  lurk*d  in  every  nook ; 
Nor  palaces,  nor  even  chambers,  'scap'd  ; 
And  the  land  stanlt— so  num*iou8  was  the  fry. 
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Sdf-reooUection  mA  icproef.— Addraa  to  dometlSe  hupfiamm.'-nonm 
■oconnt  of  nqneiC— Tub  vmnlty  of  maagr  of  Htutt  punnltt  who  •■• 
nputod  wiaai,,--Juttii)cation  of  nqy  o«iimx«t.-^Dirlne  UlumiiuiUon  no« 
CBMnry  to  tho  most  «cin>tpliil0M|ilMr.—TlwaBMtlan,  What  btnthr 
amwered  bur  oth«r  qnwrtloiM  ~PnmeiHc  Impfintm  wSAnmmi  «faln.«> 
Few  lovers  of  the  country.— My  tame  hare.— Oocupatlons  of  a  retired 

Stieman  fai  hto  gartow—FrmUng  '^WUMotat^'-ontar-'hamm.'-Sam' 
of  flower  ■eedi.~-Th>  co«ntty  prefcrablo  to  tha  town  even  in  wia« 
ter. — Reasons  why  it  la  dwerted  ii  that  •aaMm.—RoInow  elftcti  d 
gamingt  and  of  ciffandea  improgai—L— Book  oooadHdat  with  an 
^oatjcophe  to  the  metropolis. 

As  one,  who  long  In  thickets  and  in  brakes 

Entangled,  winds  now  this  way  and  now  that 

His  devious  course  uncertain,  seekins  home ; 

Or,  having  long  in  miry  ways  been  loil'd  * 

And  sore  discomfited,  fiom  slouffh  to  stoug^ 

Plunging,  and  half  derailing  of  esci^ ; 

If  chance  at  length  he  find  a  greensward  smooth 

And  faithM  to  the  foot,  his  spirits  rise. 

He  cherups  brisk  his  ear-ereetuig  steed, 

And  winds  his  way  with  jileasore  and  with  caae< 

So  I,  designing  other  themes,  and  call'd 

T*  adorn  me  Sifa  with  eulogium  due. 

To  tell  its  slumbers,  and  to  point  its  dreams* 

Have  rambled  wide,   in  country,  dty,  seat 

Of  academic  fame  (howe*er  desarv*d). 

Long  held,  and  scuoely  disengag'd  at  last 

But  now  with  pleasant  pace  a  cleanlier  road 

I  mean  to  treui :  I  feel  myself  at  large. 

Courageous,  and  refresh'd  for  ftiture  toil. 

If  toil  await  me,  or  if  dangen  new. 

2^2 
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Smoe  "pnl^Bli  63,  and  soundioj^  boBids  reflect 
Most  put  an  cnipAy,  indftrtoal  sound* 
What  chance  duU  I,  to  ftme  so  fitde  known, 
Nor  uiUftMaut  with  men  or  manncn  nnidi, 
Shodld  ^eak  to  pmpose,  or  with  better  hope 
Ciack  the  sadne  thoi^?  Twoe  wiser  fiv 
For  me*  wianiourM  of  seqoesler'd  scenes. 
And  diazm'd  widi  lural  beauty,  to  repose. 
Where  diance  may  flirow  me,  bcneadi  elm  or  vine, 
My  languid  limbs,  iriien  snmnHT  sears  die  plains,  • 
Or,  when  rong^  winter  r^ies,  on  the  soft 
And  shdter'd  sofi^  while  the  nitioas  air 
Feeds  a  bine  flame,  and  makes  a  cheerful  heaiA ; 
There,  undisturbed  by  FoiDy,  and  appiisM 
How  great  the  danger  of  disturbing  her. 
To  muse  in  sflenoe,  or,  at  least,  confine 
Remarks,  tiiat  gall  so  many,  to  the  few 
My  partners  m  retreat.     Di^nst  conoeal*d 
Is  oftdmes  proof  of  wisdom,  when  the  fault 
Is  obstinate,  and  cure  beyond  our  reach. 

Domestic  Hap|nness,  thou  only  bliss 
Of  Paradise,  dwt  hast  snrviv'd  the  fell ! 
Though  few  now  taste  thee  unimpaired  and  pure. 
Or  tasting  long  enjoy  thee !  too  infirm. 
Or  too  incautious,  to  preserve  tl^  sweets 
Unmix'd  with  drops  of  bitter,  which  n^ect 
Or  temper  sheds  into  diy  crystal  cup , 
Thou  art  the  nurse  of  Virtue;  in  tlune  anns 
She  smiles,  appealing,  as  in  truth  she  is, 
Heav'n-bam,  and  dotin'd  to  the  skies  again. 
Thou  art  not  known  where  Pleasure  is  adw^d. 
That  reeHng  goddess  with  the  zqndess  waist 
And  wand'ring  eyes,  stiQ  leaning  on  die  arm 
Of  Novel^,  her  ncUe,  frail  support ; 
For  thou  art  meek  and  constant,  hadng  change. 
And  finding  in  the  calm  of  truth-tried  love 
Joys  diat  her  stonny  rajptures  never  yiekL 
Forsaking  thee  what  shipwreck  have  we  made 
Of  honour,  dignity,  and  fair  renown ! 
Tin  prostitution  elbows  us  aside 
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In  all  our  crowded  streets ;  and  aenates  seem 
Convened  for  puxposes  of  empire  lees. 
Than  to  release  th*  adultress  firom  her  bond* 
Th*  adultress  !  what  a  theme  for  angry  verae  I 
What  provocation  to  th*  indignant  heart. 
That  feels  for  injured  love !  but  I  disdain 
The  nauseous  task  to  paint  her  as  she  is. 
Cruel,  aband0n*d,  glorying  in  her  shame  1 
No :  let  her  pass,  and,  cfaariotted  along 
In  guilty  splendour,  shake  the  public  ways ; 
The  frequency  of  crimes  has  washed  them  white. 
And  verse  of  mine  shall  never  brand  the  wretch. 
Whom  matrons  now  of  character  unsmirch^d. 
And  diaste  themselves,  are  not  asham'd  to  own. 
Virtue  and  vice  had  boundaries  in  old  time. 
Not  to  be  passed ':  and  she,  that  had  renounced 
Her  sex*s  nonour,  was  renounced  herself 
By  all  that  priz'd  it ;  not  for  prud'ry^s  sake. 
But  dignity  s,  resentful  of  the  wrong. 
'Twas  hard  perhaps  on  here  and  there  a  waif. 
Desirous  to  return,  and  not  reoeiv'd : 
But  *twas  a  wholesome  rigour  in  the  main. 
And  tsu^t  th*  unblemished  to  preserve  with  care 
That  purity,  whose  loss  was  loss  of  alL 
Men  too  were  nice  in  honour  in  those  days. 
And  judff*d  offenders  weU.    Then  he  that  sharped. 
And  poocetted  a  prize  by  fraud  obtain*d, 
Was  mark*d  and  shunned  as  odious.    He  that  sold 
His  country,  or  was  slack  when  she  required 
His  ev*ry  nerve  in  action  and  at  stretch. 
Paid  wim  the  blood,  that  he  had  basely  spared. 
The  price  of  his  default    But  now—yes,  now 
We  are  become  so  candid  and  so  fair. 
So  liberal  in  construction,  and  so  rich 
In  Christian  charity,  (good  natur'd  age !) 
That  they  are  safe,  sinners  of  either  sex, 
Transgress  what  laws  they  may.    WeU  dressed,  well 

bred. 
Well  equipag*d,  is  ticket  good  enou^ 
To  pass  us  readily  through  ev^iy  door. 
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CAnd  no  man's  Inlnd  cw  wtoof^A  oBt  ycf) 
May  daim  tins  moit  still — diaft  die  admits 
Tne  worai  ck  vhat  ihe  wwiio  villi  noi  care, 
Anddras  ffcwet  fiitue  mdli'wA  appiaoae  ; 
Bat  die  has  bmnt  facrmadEy  not  needed  Imtc, 
^Thexe  vice  lias  sndi  sDofnaioea  tiiat  her  rinfis 
And  qieckms  smbfaBOtt  have  lort  Oar  nsev 

I  was  a  stodkn  deer,  Aai  left  the  hod 
Long  sinee.    Widi  many  an  wnaw  deep  in&c*d 
My  panting  nde  was  ciiaig'd«  vfacn  I  withdrew 
To  seek  s  tianqaa  deadi  in  distant  diades. 
There  was  I  finnd  by  eneiriio  hadhluiadf 
Been  hmt  by  di'  aidiei&    In  his  ade  he  bore. 
And  in  his  hands  and  feet,  dw  and  scais. 
Widi  goitle  teeesoyciting  die  darts. 
He  drew  them  fixdi,  and  neal'd,  and  bttde  me  fire. 
Since  dicn,  widi  fiew  assodates,  in  remote 
And  silent  woods  I  wander,  fiv  from  diose 
My  finrmiT  paitncn  ot  die  peopled  scene  i 
With  few  atiMOi'iales,  and  not  wsJiiiig  more^ 
Here  much  I  raminatfi  as  nwiA  I  ma^, 
Wtdi  other  views  of  men  and  nmmemiow 
Than  once,  andotheaof  «Iifetooom& 
I  see  that  iSL  are  wand^ken,  gone  astny 
Each  in  his  own  ddnsions ;  they  are  lost 
In  chase  of  fended  happiness,  sdU  woo'd 
And  never  won*    Dream  after  dream  ensues ; 
And  stiE  di^  dream  diat  they  shall  stiQ  saooeed. 
And  stin  are  disappointed.    Rings  the  worid 
With  the  vain  stir.    I  sum  np  half  mankind. 
And  add  two-thirdsof  die  remainder  half. 
And  find  the  total  of  dieir  hopes  and  fears 
Dreams,  empty  dreams.    The  nnlfion  flit  as  gay 
As  if  ereated  only  like  the  fly. 
That  spreads  his  mod^  wings  in  di*  eye  of  noon, 
To  spoit  their  season,  and  be  seen  no  more. 
The  rest  are  sober  dreamers,  grave  and  wise. 
And  pregnant  widi  diseuv'iies  new  and  rare. 
Some  write  a  nasradve  of  wais,  and  feats 
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Of  heroes  little  known ;  and  oaU  die  lant 

A  history :  describe  the  man,  of  whom 

His  own  coevals  took  but  little  note» 

And  paint  his  person,  character,  and  views. 

As  ihey  had  known  him  finxn  his  mother's  womb. 

They  disentangle  firom  the  puzzled  skein. 

In  which  obscurity  has  wzappM  them  up. 

The  threads  of  politic  and  shrewd  desisn. 

That  ran  through  all  his  purposes,  and  charge 

His  mind  with  meanings  that  he  never  had. 

Or,  having,  kept  concealed.     Some  drill  and  bote 

The  solid  earth,  and  from  the  strata  there 

Extract  a  reffstet,  by  which  we  leain. 

That  he  who  made  it,  and  reveal'd  its  date 

To  Moses,  was  mistaken  in  its  age. 

Some,  more  acute,  and  more  industrious  still. 

Contrive  creation ;  travel  nature  up 

To  the  sharp  peak  of  her  suUimest  height. 

And  ten  us  whence  the  stars ;  lAsy  some  are  fix'd. 

And  planetary  some ;  what  gave  them  first 

Rotation,  firom  what  fountain  flowed  their  light 

Great  contest  follows,  and  much  learned  dust 

Involves  the  combatants ;  each  claiming  truth. 

And  truth  disclaiming  both.    And  thus  they  spend 

The  Htde  wick  of  life's  poor  shallow  lamp 

In  playing  tricks  with  nature,  giving  laws 

To  distant  worUb,  and  trifling  in  then:  own. 

Is  't  not  a  pity  now  that  tickling  rheums 

Should  ever  tease  the  lungs,  and  Uear  the  sight. 

Of  oracles  like  these  ?  Great  pity  too. 

That  having  wielded  th'  elements,  and  built 

A  thousand  systems,  each  in  his  own  way, 

ThcT  should  go  out  in  fume,  and  be  forgot  ? 

Ah  f  what  is  hfe  thus  spent  ?  and  what  are  they 

But  fisntic,  who  thus  spend  it  ?  all  for  smoke-^ 

Eternity  for  bubbles  proves  at  last 

A  sensplffis  bargain.    When  I  see  such  games 

Play'd  by  the  creatures  of  a  Pow'r,  who  swears 

That  he  will  judge  the  earth,  and  call  the  fool 

To  a  sharp  reckoning,  that  has  liv'd  in  vain ; 
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And  when  I  wdgb  thb  wfmifig  wudflm  weD, 
And  prove  it  in  m*  infiiBihle  icsnlt 
So  hollow  and  so  false — ^I  fed  my  heazt 
DissolYe  in  pitj,  and  aeooant  the  learned. 
If  this  be  leanung,  most  of  aU  decehr'd. 
Great  crimes  alaim  the  oonsdence,  but  die  sleeps, 
While  thoo^tfol  man  is  phmsihiy  amns'd. 
Defend  me  diexefixret  common  senses  say  ly 
From  reveries  so  atry,  fiom  the  toil 

And  growing  old  m  diawing  nodiing  up  I 

Twere  wdl,  says  one  sage  erudite,  prafinmd, 
Tenibly  ardi*d,  and  aquiline  his  nose. 
And  overbuilt  widi  most  unpending  browSf 
Twere  weD,  oonld  you  permit  the  woild  to  live 
As  the  worid  pleases :  what*s  the  worid  to  you  ? 
Much.    I  was  bom  of  woman,  and  drew  milk 
As  sweet  as  charity  from  human  breasts» 
I  think,  aiticulate^'I  laugh  and  weep. 
And  exercise  all  fVmctions  of  a  man. 
How  then  should  I  and  any  man  that  Uves 
Be  strangers  to  eadi  other  ?    Pieioe  my  vein. 
Take  of  the  crimson  stream  meand*iing  there, 
And  catechise  it  weD ;  appl^  your  glass, 
Seaidi  it,  and  prove  now  if  it  be  not  blood 
Congenial  wxdi  thine  own :  and,  if  it  be. 
What  edge  of  subtlety  canst  thou  suppose 
Keen  enough,  wise  and  skilful  as  thou  art. 
To  cut  the  link  of  brotheifaood,  by  which 
One  common  Maker  bound  me  to  the  kind  ? 
True ;  I  am  no  proficient,  I  confess. 
In  arts  like  yours.     I  cannot  call  the  swift 
And  perilous  lightnings  from  die  angiy  donds. 
And  bid  them  hide  themsdves  in  earth  beneath ; 
I  cannot  analyse  the  air,  nor  catch 
The  pftTaHax  of  yonder  luminous  point. 
That  seems  half  quench'd  in  the  immense  abya : 
Such  powers  I  boast  not — ^neither  can  I  rest 
A  silent  witness  of  the  headlong  rage. 
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Or  heedkv  ioDy,  hj  wiaeh  tfaoasaads  die. 
Bone  of  my  bone,  iad  Idndied  souls  to  mine. 

God  never  meant  that  man  should  scale  the  heav'ns 
Bjr  strides  of  human  wisdom,  in  his  works, 
Tnougli  wondrous :  he  commands  us  in  his  word 
To  seek  him  rather  where  his  mercy  shines. 
The  mind,  indeed,  enliaiten'd  fiom  above. 
Views  him  in  all ;  asoibes  to  the  ^nmd  cause 
The  grand  effect ;  acknowledges  with  joy 
His  manner,  and  with  laptuze  tastes  has  style. 
But  never  yet  did  philosqphie  tube. 
Thai  brings  the  jdaneCs  home  into  the  eye 
Of  Observationy  and  discovers,  else 
Not  visible,  his  ftmily  of  worlds. 
Discover  hhn  that  rules  them ;  sndb  a  veil 
Hangs  over  mortal  eyes,  blind  firom  the  birth. 
And  dark  in  things  divine.    Full  often  too 
Our  wajrward  intdlect,  the  more  we  learn 
Of  nature,  overiooks  her  author  more ; 
From  instrumental  causes  proud  to  draw 
Conclusions  retrograde,  ana  mad  mistake. 
But  if  his  Word  once  teach  us,  shoot  a  ray 
Through  all  the  heart's  dark  chambers,  and  reveal 
Truths  undisoem'd  but  by  that  holy  light. 
Then  all  is  plain.    Philosophy,  baptizM 
In  the  pure  fountain  of  eternal  love. 
Has  eyes  indeed ;  and  viewing  all  she  sees 
As  meant  to  indicate  a  God  to  man. 
Gives  him  his  praise,  and  forfeits  not  her  own. 
Learning  has  home  such  fruit  in  other  days 
On  all  her  branches :  piety  has  found 
Friends  in  the  friends  of  sdenoe,  and  true  pray*r 
Has  flow'd  from  lips  wet  with  Castalian  deVs. 
Sudi  was  thy  wisdom,  Newton,  child-like  sage  !  . 
Sagadons  rnider  of  the  works  of  God, 
And  in  his  word  sagadons.    Sudi  too  thine, 
Milton,  whose  genius  had  angelie  wings. 
And  fed  on  mamia !  And  sudi  thine,  in  whom 
Our  British  Themis  gloried  wilb  just  cause, 
Immoxtal  Hale ;  for  deep  discernment  praisM, 
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And  flound  iuti^iiy,  not  mote  dian  fiunM 
For  sancdtj  of  mann«n  undeffiM. 

An  flesh  is  gnas,  and  all  its  ghny  hdts 
Like  the  fiHf  TOir»r  tf*cveB'd  in  Ae  wind ; 
RicheB  have  wings,  and  grandeur  is  a  dicam. 
The  man  we  cdebrate  must  find  a  tomb. 
And  we  that  worship  him  ignoble  graves. 
Nothing  is  proof  against  the  general  curse 
Of  vanity,  that  sdzes  all  bdow. 
The  onfy  amaranthine  flow^  on  earth 
Is  virtue ;  th*  only  lasting  treasure,  truth. 
But  what  is  truth  ?  Twas  Pilate*8  question  put 
To  Truth  itself,  that  deisn'd  him  no  reply. 
And  wherefore?  will  no?  God  impart  his  light 
To  them  that  ask  it  ?— Fredjr— 'tis  his  joy. 
His  glory,  and  his  nature,  to  hnpart. 
But  to  the  piond,  uncandid,  insincere. 
Or  n^hgent  inquirer,  not  a  spaik. 
What's  that,  which  brings  contempt  upon  a  book, 
And  him  who  writes  it,  though  the  style  be  neat. 
The  method  dear,  and  argument  exact  ? 
That  makes  a  minister  in  holy  things 
The  joy  of  many,  and  the  dread  of  more. 
His  name  a  theme  for  praise  and  for  reproach  ?--• 
That,  while  it  gives  us  worth  in  God's  account. 
Depreciates  and  undoes  us  in  our  own  ? 
What  peari  is  it,  that  rich  men  cannot  buy. 
That  learning  is  too  proud  to  gather  up ; 
But  which  die  poor,  and  the  despis'd  of  all. 
Seek  and  obtain,  and  often  find  unsought  ? 
Ten  me-. and  I  will  tdl  thee  what  is  truth. 

O  fHendly  to  the  best  pursuits  of  man. 
Friendly  to  thought,  to  virtue,  and  to  peace. 
Domestic  life  in  rural  pleasure  pass'd ! 
Few  know  thy  value,  and  few  taste  thy  sweets  ; 
Though  many  boast  thy  fiivours,  and  affect 
To  understand  and  choose  thee  for  thdr  own. 
But  fbotish  man  foregoes  his  proper  bliss. 
E'en  as  his  first  progenitor,  and  quits. 
Though  plac'd  in  Paradise  (for  earth  has  stSI 
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Some  tneeft  df  hct  jrootfaftil  hmoXf  kftv 
Sabttanttal  happiiMM  £ac  tnanent  jof* 
Soenei  fonn*d  £ar  coatempb^datk,  and  to  none 
lliegKmuigaMdfof  wkdooi;  thai  magged 
By  ev*iy  plawiiig  iiiM(»  tfaejr  peiGBt, 
Reflections  nch  m  neuonle  ue  besfty 
Compose  the  pMBWH,  and  eoudt  the  mind ; 
Soenee  fucfa  as  these  'tis  his  sunreme  deh^t 
To  fill  with  riot  and  defile  with  blood. 
Should  some  oontaipony  kind  to  the  poor  brutes 
We  penecute,  annitiilatp  the  tribes. 
That  dnw  the  sportsman  over  MQ  and  dale 
Fearless,  and  rapt  away  fi«m  all  hia  cares ; 
Should  ne^er  game-fowl  hatch  her  tgg/t  again. 
Nor  baited  hook  deceive  the  fiah*s  eye ; 
Could  pMgeantnr  and  dance,  and  ftast  and  song. 
Be  qual*d  in  sU  our  smnmer-montfas'  retreats ; 
How  many  self-dduded  nymphs  and  swains. 
Who  dreun  they  have  a  taste  for  fiddi  and  groves 
Would  find  them  hideous  nurs*iies  of  the  q£en. 
And  crowd  the  roads,  impatient  for  the  town  I 
They  love  the  countiy,  and  none  else,  who  seek 
For  their  own  sake  its  silence,  and  its  shade. 
Delights  which  who  would  leave,  that  has  a  heart 
Susceptible  of  pity,  or  a  mind 
Cultured  and  ci^Ue  of  sober  thought. 
For  all  the  tavaoe  din  of  the  swift  pack. 
And  damours  of  the  field  ?— Deteited  sport. 
That  owes  its  pleasures  to  another's  pain ; 
That  feeds' upon  the  sobs  and  dying  shrieks 
Of  harmleH  nature,  dumb,  but  yet  endued 
With  eloquence,  that  agonies  inspxe. 
Of  silent  tears  and  heart-distending  si{^  ? 
Vain  tears,  alas,  and  sighs  that  never  find 
A  oocveqwiiding  tone  in  jovial  souls ! 
Well— one  at  Inst  is  safe.    One  sheltered  hare 
Has  never  heard  the  sanguinary  yell 
Of  crud  man,  exulting  in  her  woes. 
Innocent  partner  of  mv  peaceftd  home. 
Whom  ten  long  yean  experience  of  my  care 
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Has  made  at  lait  famtiiflr  ;  she  has  lost 

Much  of  her  Tigihttit  insdactive  dread. 

Not  needfkd  here,  bflnealfa  a  voof  like  mine. 

Yes — thou  mftyst  cat  thy  Ixeead,  and  lick  the  hand 

That  feeds  thee;  thoa  majst  finlic  on  the  floor 

At  ev*mng,  and  at  night  retiie  secure 

To  thy  straw  ooudi,  and  shimber  unahum'd ; 

For  I  have  gain'd  thy  confidence,  have  pledg*d 

AU  that  is  hnouBi  in  me,  to  protect 

Thine  unsoqpeeting  gratitude  and  love. 

If  I  sunrive  thee,  I  will  dig  thy^  8>^^® « 

And,  when  I  pkHce  thee  in  it,  si^bJng  say* 

I  knew  at  least  one  hare  that  had  a  friend*. 

Ho<w  varioas  his  enjoyments,  whom  the  world 
Calls  idle ;  and  who  justly  in  return 
Esteems  that  busy  world  an  idler  too ! 
Friends,  books,  a  garden,  and  peihapa  his  pent 
Ddightfiil  industry  enjoyed  at  home. 
And  Nature  in  her  cidtivated  trim 
Dressed  to  his  taste,  inviting  him  abroad^* 
Can  he  want  occcqpation,  who  has  these  ? 
Will  he  be  idle,  who  has  much  t'  enjoy  ? 
Me  therefioe  stodioas  of  laborious  ease^ 
Not  slothful,  hnpy  to  deceive  the  tune. 
Not  waste  it,  and  aware  that  human  life 
Is  but  a  loan  to  be  repaid  with  use. 
When  he  shall  call  his  debtors  to  account. 
From  whom  are  all  our  blessings,  business  finds 
E*en  here ;  while  sedulous  I  sedc  t*  improve* 
At  least  neig^ect  not,  or  leave  unemployed. 
The  mind  he  gave  me;  driving  it,  though  slacliL 
Too  of^  and  much  impeded  in  its  work 
By  causes  not  to  be  divulged  ip  vain. 
To  its  just  point.— the  service  of  mankind. 
He,  Ihat  attoMb  to  his  interior  self. 
That  has  a  heart,  and  keeps  it ;  has  a  mind 
That  hungers,  and  supplies  it ;  and  who  seek* 
A  social,  not  a  dissipated  life. 
Has  business ;  feels  himself  engaged  t*  achieve 

•  8MltoiMii«attlit«id«riMii 
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No  ummportant,  though  a  mknt,  task. 
A  life  all  turbulence  and  mifie  ma^  leem 
To  him  that  leads  it  wise,  and  to  be  pHB8*d ; 
But  wiedoin  is  a  pearl  with  most  snoeeiB 
Sought  in  still  water,  and  beneath  eLrar  skies. 
He  that  is  ever  oocopied  in  stonoos. 
Or  dives  not  for  it,  or  brings  im  instead. 
Vainly  industrious,  a  disgraoeral  priz& 

The  morning  finds  the  self-seque8ter*d  man 
Fresh  for  his  task,  intend  what  task  he  may. 
Whether  inclement  seasons  recommend 
His  warm  but  ample  home,  where  he  enjoys 
With  her,  who  shares  his  pleasures  and  his  heart,. 
Sweet  converse,  sipping  calm  the  ftagrant  lymph. 
Which  neatly  she  prepares ;  ihen  to  his  book 
Well  chosen,  and  not  sullenly  peras'd 
In  selfish  silence,  but  imparted  oft. 
As  aught  occurs,  that  she  may  smile  to  hear. 
Or  turn  to  nourishment,  digested  welL 
Or  if  the  garden  with  its  many  cares. 
All  wdl  repaid,  demand  him,  he  attends 
The  welcome  call,  conscious  how  much  the  hand 
Of  lubbard  labour  needs  his  watchftil  eyef 
Oft  loit'ring  lazily,  if  not  o'erseen. 
Or  misappljdng  ms  unskilAil  strength. 
Kor  does  he  govern  only  or  direct. 
But  much  performs  himself.    No  works  indeed. 
That  ask  robust,  tough  sinews,  bred  to  toO, 
Servile  employ ;  but  such  as  may  amuse. 
Not  tire,  demanding  rather  skill  than  force. 
Proud  of  his  well-^pread  walls,  he  views  his  trees. 
That  meet,  no  barren  interval  between. 
With  pleasure  more  than  e*en  their  ftuits  afibrd ; 
Which,  save  himself  who  trains  them,  none  can  foeL 
These  therefore  are  his  own  peculiar  charge  ; 
No  meaner  hand  may  discipline  the  shoots. 
None  but  his  steel  approach  them.    What  is  weak» 
Distempered,  or  has  lost  prolific  pow'rs. 
Impair  d  by  a^e,  his  unrelenting  hand 
Dooms  to  Uie  knife  i  n<Mr  does  he  spare  the  soft 
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And  succuknt,  diat  feeds  its  g^t  ^wi}i« 
But  baiven,  at  th*  expeose  of  neig^b*riiig  twigs 
LeaB  OBtentatimnH  and  yet  studded  thick 
With  hopeful  gems.    The  rest,  no  povtion  lefi 
That  may  di^^ace  his  art^  or  disappoint 
Lazge  expectation,  he  disposes  neat 
At  measor'd  distanrfs,  that  air  and  sun. 
Admitted  fieely,  may  affiird  their  aid. 
And  TcntOalie  and  wann  the  swelling  buds. 
Hence  Summer  has  her  riches.  Autumn  hence. 
And  hooe  e^en  Winter  fiUs  his  withered  hand 
With  Khi^^g  fruits,  and  plenty  not  his  own* 
Fair  leoampense  of  labour  well  bestowM, 
And  wiae  precaution ;  which  a  dime  so  rude 
Makes  neeidftd  still,  whose  Spring  is  but  the  duld 
Of  churlish  Winter,  in  her  £roward  moods 
Disooy'ring  much  the  temper  of  her  are. 
For  oft,  as  if  in  her  the  stream  of  mild 
Maternal  nature  had  reversed  its  couisey 
She  brings  her  infants  forth  with  many  smiles ; 
But  once  deliyer^d  kills  them  with  a  nowiu 
He  therefore,  timely  wamM,  himself  supplies 
Her  want  of  care,  screening  and  keeping  warm 
The  plenteous  bloom,  that  no  rough  blast  may  swe^ 
His  garlands  from  the  boughs.    Again,  as  oft 
As  the  sun  peeps  and  vernal  airs  breathe  mild. 
The  fence  withdrawn,  he  gives  them  ev^ry  besun. 
And  spreads  his  hopes  before  the  blaze  of  day. 
To  raise  the  prickly  and  green-coated  gourd. 
So  grateful  to  the  palate,  and  when  rare 
So  coveted,  else  base  and  disesteem^d— 
Food  for  the  vulgar  merely — ^is  an  art 
That  toiling  ages  have  but  just  matur'd. 
And  at  this  moment  unessay*d  in  song. 
Yet  gnats  have  had,  and  frogs  and  mice,  long  sinoe. 
Their  eulofflr ;  those  sang  the  Mantuan  bttd« 
And  these  the  Gredan,  in  ennobling  strains  ; 
And  in  thy  numbers.  Philips,  shines  for  aye 
The  solitary  shilling.     Pardon  then, 

*  •  Mtaatiuque  norm  flmctui  et  non  nut  poauu* — Vi^ 
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Ye  sage  dispensers  of  poetic  fame, 
Th'  ambition  of  one  meaner  far,  whose  powers, 
Presuming  an  attempt  not  less  sublime, 
Pant  for  ue  praise  of  dressing  to  the  taste 
Of  critic  appetite,  no  sordid  fare, 
A  cucumber,  while  costly  yet  and  scarce. 
The  stable  yields  a  stercoraceous  heap. 
Impregnated  with  quick  fermefiting  salts, 
And  potent  to  resist  the  freezing  blast : 
For,  ere  the  beech  and  dm  have  cast  their  leaf 
DedddouB,  when  now  November  dark 
Chedcs  v^etation  in  the  torpid  plant 
Expos'd  to  his  cold  breath,  the  task  begins. 
Warily  therefore,  and  with  prudent  heed. 
He  seeks  a  &vour*d  spot ;  tnat  where  he  builds 
Th*  agglomerated  pile  his  frame  may  front 
The  sun*s  meridian  disk,  and  at  the  back 
Enjoy  dose  ahdter,  wall,  or  reeds,  or  hedge 
Impervious  to  the  wind.    First  he  bids  spread 
Dry  fern  or  litter*d  hay,  that  may  imbibe 
Th  aarending  damps ;  then  leisurdy  impose. 
And  li^tly,  shaking  it  with  a^e  hand 
From  the  ftiU  fork,  the  saturated  straw. 
What  longest  binds  the  dosest  forms  secure 
The  shapdy  side,  that  as  it  rises  takes. 
By  just  degrees,  an  overhanging  breadth, 
ShdCrinff  the  base  with  its  projected  eaves ; 
Th*  uplined  frame,  compact  at  ev*ry  joint. 
And  overlaid  with  dear  translucent  ^asa. 
He  settles  next  upon  the  sbping  mount. 
Whose  sharp  decuvity  shoots  off  secure 
From  the  dash'd  pane  the  dduge  as  it  fidls. 
He  shuts  it  dose,  and  the  first  Ubour  ends. 
Thrice  must  the  yduble  and  restless  Earth 
Sinn  round  upon  her  aade,  ere  the  warmth. 
Slow  gath'rin^  in  the  midst,  through  the  souare  mass 
Difius'd,  attam  the  sur&oe :  when,  befaola ! 
A  pestilent  and  most  corrosive  steam. 
Like  a  gross  fog  Bosotian,  rising  fiut, 
And  fast  condensed  upon  the  dewy  sash, 
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Asks  egress ;  which  obtained,  the  oveaAax^d 

And  drenched  oonservstofry  bresthes  abroad. 

In  yohuDes  wfaeeUng  slow,  the  vapour  dank ; 

And,  purified,  rojoioes  to  have  lost 

Its  foul  inhabitant    But  to  assuage 

Th*  impatieiit  fervour,  which  it  fint  conceives 

Within  its  reeking  bosom,  threat'ning  death 

To  his  young  hopes,  requires  discreet  dday. 

Experience,  slow  preceptress,  teaching  oft 

The  way  to  gloiy  by  miacarria|e  fbul. 

Must  prompt  him,  and  admonish  how  to  catch 

Th'  auspicious  moment,  when  tlie  temper^  heat, 

Friendly  tfi  vital  motion*  may  afibrd 

Soft  fomentation,  and  invite  the  seed. 

The  seed,  selected  wisdy,  plump,  and  smooth, 

And  glossy,  he  commits  to  pots  of  size 

Dimmutive,  well  fill'd  with  well-prepar'd 

And  fhiitftd  soil,  that  has  been  treasured  long. 

And  drunk  no  moisture  ftom  the  dripping  cbuds. 

These  on  the  wann  and  genial  earth,  that  hides 

The  smoking  manure,  md.  overspreads  it  all. 

He  places  lightly,  and,  as  time  subdues 

The  rage  of  fermentation,  plunges  deep 

In  the  soft  medium,  tiU  tiiey  stand  immers*d. 

Then  rise  the  tender  germs,  upstarting  quick. 

And  spreading  wide  ^eur  spongy  lobes ;  at  first 

Pale,  wan,  and  livid ;  but  assuming  soon. 

If  fann*d  by  balmy  and  nutritious  air. 

Strained  through  the  friendly  mats,  a  vivid  green. 

Two  leaves  produced,  two  rough  indented  leaves. 

Cautious  he  pinches  from  the  second  stalk 

A  pmiple,  that  portends  a  future  sprout. 

And  interdicts  its  growth.    Thence  straight  succeed 

The  branches,  study  to  his  utmost  wish ; 

Prolific  all,  and  harbingers  of  mor& 

The  crowded  roots  demand  enlargement  now. 

And  tran$plantadon  in  an  ampler  space. 

Indu]g*d  in  what  they  wish,  th^  soon  supply 

Lai^  fbhage,  overshadowing  golden  flowers. 

Blown  on  me  summit  of  tfa'  apparent  fruit. 
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These  l^tve  thw  sexm  I  and»  whoa  inmnMr  ihiiiss,' 
The  bee  transports  the  feartjliziDg  meal  ' 

From  flower  to  flow'r,  aod  e'en  the  bfealhiBg  air 
Wafis  the  rich  prize  to  its  appointed  us& 
Not  so  when  winter  scowhk    Assistant  Art 
Then  acts  in  Nature^s  office^  brings  to  pass 
The  glad  espousals,  and  ensures  ^  crop. 

Grudge  not,  ye  rich  (since  Luxury  mvst  have 
His  dainties,  and  the  World's  more  nurn'rous  half 
Lives  by  contriving  delicates  for  you), 
Grudge  not  the  cost.    Ye  little  linow  the  cues, 
The  vigilance,  the  labour,  and  the  skill. 
That  day  and  night  are  exercisM,  and  hang 
Upon  the  ticklish  balance  of  suspense. 
That  ye  may  garnish  your  profuse  regales 
With  summer  fruits  brought  forth  by  wintry  suns. 
Ten  thousand  dangers  lie  in  wait  to  thwart 
The  process.    Heat  and  cold,  and  wind,  and  steaniv 
Moisture  and  drought,  mice,  worms,  and  swarming 

flies. 
Minute  as  dust,  and  numberless,  oil  work 
Dire  disappointment,  that  admits  no  cure. 
And  which  no  care  can  obviate.    It  were  long, 
Too  long,  to  tell  th*  expedients  and  the  shifb. 
Which  he  that  fights  a  season  so  severe 
Devises,  while  he  guards  his  tender  trust ; 
And  oft  at  last  in  vain.    The  learned  and  wise 
Sarcastic  would  exclaim,  and  judge  the  song 
Cold  as  its  theme,  and  like  its  theme  the  fnat 
Of  too  much  labour,  worthless  when  produced. 

Who  loves  a  garden  loves  a  green-house  too. 
Unconscious  of  a  less  propitious  dime. 
There  blooms  exotic  beauty,  warm  and  snug. 
While  the  winds  whistle,  and  the  snows  dewend. 
The  spiry  myrtle  with  unwith'ring  leaf 
Shines  there,  and  flourishes.    The  golden  boast 
Of  Portugal  and  western  India  there. 
The  ruddier  oran^,  and  the  paler  hme. 
Peep  through  their  pdlish'd  foliage  at  the  storm. 
And  seem  to  smile  at  what  they  need  not  ftax. 
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Th*  amomiim  Ibeis  wiih  intenningling  flow^n 
And  cfaemes  hangp  her  twigs.    Geramum  boasts 
Her  aimson  honours ;  aad  the  spangled  beau, 
Fioaides,  glitters  bright  the  winter  long. 
All  plants,  of  ev*ry  Ieaf»  that  can  endure 
The  winter's  frown,  if  8caeeen*d  from  his  durewd  bite* 
Liye  there,  and  piosper.    Those  Ausonia  claims, 
Levantine  re^ns  these ;  th'  Azores  send 
Their  jessamme,  her  jessamine  remote 
Cafiraria:  foreigners  from  many  lands. 
They  form  one  social  shade,  as  if  canven^d 
By  magie  summons  of  th'  Orphean  lyre. 
Yet  just  arrangement,  rarely  brought  to  pass 
But  by  a  master's  hand,  disposing  well 
The  gay  diversities  of  leaf  and  flow'r. 
Must  lend  its  aid  t'  illustrate  all  their  channs, 
And  dress  the  regular  yet  various  scen& 
Plant  behind  plant  aspiring,  in  the  van 
The  dwarfish,  in  the  rear  retired,  but  stall 
Sublime  above  the  rest,  the  statdier  stand. 
So  once  were  rang'd  the  sons  of  ancient  Rome, 
A  noble  show  !  while  Rosdus  tiod  the  stage. 
And  so,  while  Gaxrick,  as  renown'd  as  he. 
The  sons  of  Albion ;  fearinp  each  to  lose 
Some  note  of  Nature's  music  frcan  his  lips. 
And  covetous  of  Shakspeare's  beauty,  seen 
In  ev'ry  flash  of  his  &r-beaming  eye. 
Nor  taste  alone  and  weU-contriv'd  display 
Suffice  to  give  the  maxshall'd  ranks  the  grace 
Of  their  complete  effect    Much  yet  remains 
Unsung,  and  many  cares  are  yet  behind. 
And  more  laborious ;  cares  on  which  depends 
Their  vigour,  injur'd  soon,  not  soon  restor'd. 
The  soil  must  be  renew'd,  which  often  wash'd 
Loses  its  treasure  of  salubrious  salts. 
And  disappoints  the  roots ;  the  slender  roots 
Close  interwoven,  where  they  meet  the  vase 
Must  smooth  be  shom  away  ;  the  sapless  branch 
Must  fly  before  the  knife ;  the  wither'd  leaf 
Must  be  detadi*d,  and  where  it  strews  the  floor 
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Swept  widi  A  wfiiiuBi*8  ttefttneM,  bfeflding  die 
Contagioii,  and  dkwTninaring  deadw 
DtKhnge  bat  these  kind  cflfees,  (and  who 
Would  ipare,  that  loves  them,  offices  like  these  ?) 
Wdl  they  rewaid  the  toiL    The  sight  is  ^eas'd. 
The  seent  r^gal*d,  each  odorirxoiis  leaf, 
Eadi  op'mag  blosKim,  fieelj  bieathes  abvoad 
Its  gratitude,  and  thanks  him  with  its  tweets. 

So  manifold,  all  pleasing  in  their  kind, 
AH  healthful,  are  th*  emi£i^  of  mvsl  Ufo, 
Reiterated  as  the  wheel  A  tone 
Runs  round ;  still  ending,  and  beginning  stUL 
Nor  are  thaw  alL    To  deck  the  shapely  knoD, 
That  softly  swdIM  and  gaily  diessM  appeals 
A  flow'ry  island,  ftom  tne  dark  green  uwn 
Emerging,  must  be  deem'd  a  labour  due 
To  no  mean  hand,  and  asks  the  touch  of  taste. 
Here  also  grateful  mixture  of  well-match'd 
And  sorted  hues  (eadi  giving  each  relief. 
And  by  contrasted  beaiUy  shinms  more) 
IsneedfiiL  Streotfth  may  wield  me  pond*ioa8  spad^ 
May  turn  the  dod,  and  wheel  the  compost  home ; 
But  eleganoe,  chief  grace  the  garden  shows. 
And  most  attractive,  is  the  fiur  result 
Of  thousfat,  the  creature  of  a  polish'd  mind. 
Withouf  it  all  is  gothic  as  the  scene. 
To  which  th'  insipid  citizen  resorts 
Near  yonder  heaUi ;  where  Industry  misspent. 
But  jnoud  of  his  micouth  iU-diosen  task. 
Has  made  a  heav'n  on  earth ;  widi  suns  and  moons 
Ofclo8e-nanm*dstaneshaschaig*dth*encumber*d8oU, 
And  fairly  laid  the  zodiac  in  Sue  dust 
He  therefore,  who  would  see  his  flow*rs  disposed 
Sightly  and  in  just  order,  ere  he  gives 
The  beds  the  trusted  treasure  of  their  seeds, 
PorecastB  the  fUtuie  whole ;  that  when  die  scene 
Shall  break  into  its  preoonoeiv*d  display, 
Eadi  for  itself,  and  all  as  with  one  voice 
Conspiring,  may  attest  hia  bright  design. 
Nor  even  then,  dismissing  as  peifonn^ 
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His  pleasant  work,  m&y  he  suppose  it  dme. 

Few  self-supported  flowers  endure  the  wind 

Uninjured,  but  eocpeet  th'  upholding  aid 

Of  the  smooth-shaven  prop,  and^  neatly  tied, 

Ara  wedded  thus,  like  beauty  to  old  age^ 

For  interest  sake,  the  living  to  the  dead. 

Some  dotfae  the  soil  that  feeds  them,  fiur  difiusM 

And  lowly  creeping,  modest  and  yet  fair. 

Like  virtue,  thriving  most  where  little  seen : 

Some  more  aspiring  catch  the  neighbour  shrub 

With  clasping  tendrils,  and  invest  his  branchy 

Else  unadom*d,  with  many  a  gay  festoon 

And  fragrant  chaplet,  recompensing  well 

The  str^gth  they  bcnrow  with  the  grace  tfaey  len^ 

All  hate  &e  rank  society  of  weeds, 

Noisome,  and  ever  greedy  to  exhaoist  > 

Th*  impov*iish*d  ea^ ;  an  overbearing  race. 

That,  like  the  multitude  made  faction-mad. 

Disturb  good  order,  and  d^rade  true  worth. 

O  blest  seclusion  from  a  jarring  world, 
Whidi  he,  thus  occupied,  enjoys  i  Retreat 
Cannot  indeed  to  guilty  man  restore 
Lost  innocence,  or  cancel  follies  past ; 
But  it  has  peace,  and  much  secures  the  mind 
From  all  assaults  of  evil ;  proving  still 
A  faithful  barrier,  not  o*er]eapM  with  ease 
By  vicious  Custom,  raging  imcontrdll'd 
Abroad,  and  desdating  public  life. 
Wh&a  fierce  Temptation,  seconded  within 
By  traitor  Appetite,  and  arm*d  with  darts 
Temper*d  in  hell,  invades  the  throbbing  breast^ 
To  combat  may  be  glorious,  and  success 
Perhaps  may  crown  us ;  but  to  fly  is  safe. 
Had  I  the  choice  of  sublunary  good. 
What  could  I  wish,  that  I  possess  not  here  ? 
Health,  leisure,  means  t*  improve  it,  friendships  "peace. 
No  loose  or  wanton,  though  a  wand*ring,  muse. 
And  constant  occupation  without  care. 
Thus  blest  I  draw  a  picture  of  that  bliss  ; 
Hopeless,  indeed,  that  dissipated  minds. 


I.  > 
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And  profl]0Me  abutcnr  of  a  wodd   • 

Created  fair  so  mnch  in  'vain  §ot  them, 

Should  seek  the  guiltless  joys,  that  I  dcscxibe, 

Allur'd  hy  my  zeport:  but  sure  no  less. 

That  self-OQDdemn'd  tbqr  must  negilecl  the  pziae« 

And  what  the^r  will  not  taste  must  ytt  nppttne. 

What  we  adnure  we  iHesise ;  and,  when  we  pnaise* 

Advance  it  into  notice,  that,  its  worth 

Ackndwledg*d,  otben  may  admire  it  too. 

I  theit£ave  reoommend,  though  at  the  nsk 

Of  popular  dis^;ust,  yet  boldly  stiU, 

The  cause  of  piety,  and  sacred  tiu^. 

And  virtue,  and  uioee  scenes,  which  God  oidain^d 

Should  best  secure  them,  and  promote  than  most ; 

Scenes  that  I  love,  and  with  regret  perceive 

Forsaken,  or  through  folly  not  enjoy'd. 

Pure  is  the  nymph,  though  liVnl  of  her  smiles. 

And  chaste,  tiioug^  unoonfinM,  whom  I  extoL 

Not  as  the  prince  in  Shushan,  when  be  called, 

Vainglorious  of  her  charms,  his  Vashti  fordi. 

To  grace  the  fiiU  pavilion.    His  design 

Was  but  to  boast  his  own  peculiar  good. 

Which  all  might  view  with  envy,  none  partake. 

My  channer  is  not  mine  alone ;  my  sweets. 

And  she  that  sweetens  all  my  bitters  too. 

Nature,  enchanting  Nature,  in  whose  ibrai 

And  lineaments  divine  1  trace  a  hand 

That  errs  not,  and  find  raptures  still  reoewM, 

Is  free  to  all  men— 4Uiivenal  prize. 

Strange  that  so  fiur  a  creature  should  yet  want 

Adrooers,  and  be  destined  to  divide 

Wilh  meaner  objects  e'en  the  few  she  finds ! 

Stripped  of  her  ornaments,  her  leaves  and  flow'rs. 

She  loses  all  her  influence.    Cities  then 

Attract  us,  and  neglected  Nature  pines 

AbaniUm'd,  as  unworthy  of  our  love. 

But  are  not  wht^iesome  airs,  though  unperfum'd 

By  roses ;  and  dear  suns,  though  scarcely  felt ; 

And  groves,' if  unhaimonious,  yet  secure 

From  clamour,  and  whose  veiy  silence  charms ; 
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To  be pNibrM «» ttMiDe»<4»lte.€(li|aM»-. 
That  metropcditMi  ■wiicamUMnai^a^ 

Whose  Stygian  tinwtetonilM^bifcofe»aa4A3rlBi«l 

And  ta  the  allr  ofCmuiMtosvdzHdiig  «iov» 

Aiidilni]id*kliig]oad«  wHb  Ms  im  thowmd  wheefef 

They  ^Kftttid  be,  irete  BBfe  wrtnrio  in  ithe  bead. 

And  folly  inllie  hent;  was  Bngknd  junr. 

What  finn^andwa^,  ^ain«  hoifntaU*,  Idnd, 

And  imdeboudiU    Bat  w  have  bid  fivewdl 

To  all  the  n^Mttes  of  tfanse  betlw  dasfs. 

And  all  theb  hoMst  pk—met.    Maaaoiis  onoe 

Knew  tkcnr  own  maeten  (  and  Jabonona  binds. 

Who  bad  eimriT'ldthe  ftiber,  senr'd  the  aoii« 

Tfow'the  leg^teafte  and  lig^tfiil  loid 

Is  but  a  transient  guest,  newly  airiv^d. 

As  soon  to  be  supt^aated.    He,  tliat  tav 

His  {Mrtrimonial  tnnber  cast  its  leaf. 

Sells  die  last  scsniling,  and  tzansfien  the  prioc 

To  some  shrewd  diaiper,  eie  it  buds  again. 

Estates  aie  landscapes,  gaz*d  upon  a  wIhIo, 

Then  advertkM,  and  aiutioneer'd  away. 

The  country  starves,  and  they,  that  leed  th*  o*er- 

diaig*d 
And  surfdtra  lewd  town  with  her  fidr  dues. 
By  a  just  judgment  strip  and  starve  tiiemselvis. 
The  wings,  that  waft  oar  tidies  oak  of  sights 
Grow  on  the  gamester's  elbows ;  and  th*  wlmt 
And  nhnble  motion  of  those  restless  joints. 
That  never  tire,  soon  fkns  them  aU  sway. 
Improvement  too,  the  idol  of  the  age. 
Is  fed  with  many  a  victim.    Lo,  he  oomea  I 
Th'  omnmotent  magician.  Brown,  appean  i 
Down  fUls  the  venerable  pile,  th*  abode 
Of  our  forefathers— «  gnive  whiskered  moe, 
Buttas^tess;    Springs  a  palace  in  H»  ataad. 
But  in  a  distant  spot ;  where  more  expos-d  ^ 

It  may  enjoy  th'  advantage  of  the  nortb^ 
And  aguish  east,  tffl  tSme  shall  have  tnoatmn"^ 
Those  naked  acres  to  a  flheiZt*iing  glove. 
He  speaks.    The  lake  in  ftonC  becnmes  « laMm  i  * 
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Woods  Taiiiib,  hOk  tobride.  wni  vdkjn  itoe« 
And  streams,  as  if  created  fbr  hk  me^ 
i^nMia  tfie  tnudc  of  fais  difoodBg  wandt 
Siniious  or  straig^  bow  Eapid  aAd  no*  alow* 
Now  munn^ring  strfk,  now  rearing  in  cMcades-^ 
E*en  as  he  bids  1  Th'  cnfaptnr^d  owner  aniks. 
'Tis  finidi'd,  and  yet«  finish'd  as  h  semai, 
StiU  wants  a  grace,  tbe  loTetUest  it  couU  idK>Wt 
A  mine  to  satisfy  th'  enomieus  cost 
DrainM  to  the  last  poor  item  of  his  wealth. 
He  snghs,  departs,  and  leaves  th*  aocomplish'd  pIaB» 
That  he  has  toodbM,  retouch'd,  many  a  long  day 
LabourM,  and  numy  a  ni^t  piii8u*d  in  dreams, 
Just  when  it  meets  his  hopes*  and  proves  the  heav*n 
He  wanted,  for  a  wealthier  to  ei^y  1 
And  now  perhaps^e  glozious  hour  is  come. 
When,  having  no  stake  left,  no  pledge  t*  endear 
Her  int'rests,  or  that  gives  her  sacnd  cause 
A  moment's  operation  on  his  love. 
He  bums  with  most  intense  and  flagrant  aeal 
To  serve  his  country.     Ministexial  ^race 
Deals  liim  ont  money  hom.  the  pubUc  chest ; 
Or,  if  that  mine  be  shut,  some  private  purse 
Supidies  his  need  with  a  usurious  loan» 
To  be  refunded  duly,  when  his  vote 
WeU.-manag*d  shall  have  eaxn'd  its  worthy  price. 
O  innocent,  compar'd  with  arts  like  these. 
Crape,  and  cocked  ]M8tol,  and  the  whistlii^  ball 
Sent  through  the  traveller's  tempks  t  He,  that  finds 
One  drop  S  HeavVs  sweet  mercy  in  his  cup. 
Can  dig,  b^,  rot,  and  poiah,  wdl  content. 
So  he  may  wrap  himseu  id  honest  rags 
At  his  last  gasp ;  but  could  not  for  a  world 
Fisb  up  his  dirty  and  dependent  bread 
From  pocris  and  ditches  of  the  eommonwealth. 
Sordid  and  aick'ning  at  his  own  suooess. 

Ambition,  av'rice,  penury  incurred 
By  endkM  liot,  vanity,  the  hist 
Of  pleasure  and  variety,  deq>atch. 
As  duly  as  the  swallows  disappear, 

2d 
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The  world  of  wand'ring  knights  and  squires  to  town. 
London  ingulfs  them  Si  I  The  shark  is  there. 
And  the  shark's  prey ;  the  spendthrift,  and  the  leech 
That  sucks  him :  there  the  sycophant,  and  he 
Who,  with  baidieaded  and  obsequious  bows, 
Begs  a  warm  office,  doomed  to  a  cold  jail 
And  groat  per  diem,  if  hit  patron  fiown* 
The  kree  swarms,  as  if  in  golden  pomp 
Were  chazacter*d  on  ev*ry  statesman's  door, 
*  Battered  and  bankrupt fortuneg  mended  here* 
Tliese  are  the  charms,  that  sully  and  eclipse 
The  charms  of  nature.    Tu  tM  cmd  gripe. 
That  lean,  hard-handed  Poverty  inflicts. 
The  hope  of  better  things,  the  chance  to  win. 
The  widi  to  shine,  the  thirst  to  be  amus*d. 
That  at  the  sound  of  Winter's  hoary  wing 
Unpeople  all  our  counties  of  such  herds 
Of  nutt'ring,  knt'ring,  cringing,  begeing,  loose. 
And  wanton  vagrants,  as  make  London,  vast 
And  boundless  as  it  is,  a  crowded  coop. 

O  thou,  resort  and  mart  of  all  the  earth, 
CheckerM  with  all  complexions  of  mankind. 
And  spotted  with  all  crimes ;  in  whom  I  see 
Much  that  I  love,  and  more  that  I  admire. 
And  all  that  I  abhor ;  thou  freckled  fidr. 
That  pleasest  and  yet  shock'st  me,  I  can  laug^. 
And  I  can  wero,  can  hope,  and  can  despond. 
Fed  wrath  and  pity,  when  I  think  on  mee ! 
Ten  righteous  woaid  have  savM  a  city  onoe. 
And  tMu  hast  many  righteous.— Wdl  for  ^ee-« 
That  salt  preserves  thee ;  more  oorrupted  else. 
And  therobre  more  obnoxious,  at  Hm  hour. 
Than  Sodom  In  her  day  had  pow'r  to  be. 
For  whom  God  heard  his  Abrliam  plead  in  vain 
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BOOK  IV. 

THE  WINTER  EVENING. 

Argummt  of  ike  Fomih  Book. 


Ite  port  eomM  iB.->-TlM  vtmmmfm  it 
at  m  djuanra  Aililiii  to  W&tiK>~The  amnaenients  rf  a  rani  vintcr 
•venfay  cuin|jawd  wltfi  the  fliAlnnahto  ane«.«AddnM  to  B««niBf.o- 
A  hnrnn  rtii4y.— nUl  of  mam  in  tb*  •nniag — ^Tho  ynfgamK„^K 
poor  tuBSlj-^iiacm^—TYm  lunl  tUe£^-PnbUc  hoaaea — ^Tbe  multitnda 
of  them  oeiwBnd— 'Tha  tumet*  daaghtw:  «iiat  riM  Wi-<wh»t  dtt 
iSi^ — Th*  rimpUeUi  of  oonatiy  noaaiim  almott  loifc~C«a»w  of  th* 
ctaaofe. — Patertion  of  the  oooati;  by  the  ridi— Neglect  of  nagie* 
tratee.->The  nllltia  ptfncipaay  in  fimlt.— The  new  racwit  end  Ul 
tranafonnetion.— Heiiertion  on  bodies  oo«pora>g.^The  love  of  tvatX 
objecu  natnnl  to  an,  and  never  to  be  totadfy  cocth^piitbed. 


Hark  !  'tis  the  twangmg  ham  o'er  yondcar  bridge» 
That  with  its  weuisome  but  needftil  length 
Bestrides  the  wintry  flood*  in  which  the  moon 
Sees  her  unwrinUed  fine  leflected  brisht  ;— 
He  comes,  the  herald  of  a  noisy  wodd. 
With  ffpatter'd  boots,  stiapp'd  waist,  and  fiozen  locks; 
News  nom  all  nations  hunb'ring  at  his  bade 
True  to  his  charge,  the  Gloee-[KidL'd  load  behind* 
Yet  careless  what  he  brings,  his  one  conoem 
Is  to  conduct  it  to  the  desdn'd  inn ; 
And,  having  dropped  th'  expected  bug,  pass  on. 
He  whistles  as  he  goes,  light-hearted  wntch, 
Odd  and  yet  cheerful :  messenger  of  grief 
Perhaps  to  thousands,  and  of  Jcqr  to  some; 
To  him  indiflTrent  whether  grief  or  joy. 
Houses  in  ashes,  and  the  fidl  of  stocks. 
Births,  deaths,  and  marriages,  qnstles  wet 
With  tears,  that  trickled  down  the  writer's  cheeks 
Fast  as  the  periods  finm  his  fluent  qnill, 
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O^dDveiptBdherttOl?  T^eyand 

Thtt  populv  kanBgise.  dis  mc  weptf^ 
1%e  loptB  Sid  Ae  wirihii  am  die  wily 
And  die  loud  bm^i — ^I  lo^  to  knov  diem  dl ; 
I  Imiii  to  Ht  di*  mpnaonM  wunglrai  fice^ 
And  (live  uitfli  voice  and  utt Vmce  onee  i|^wn 

iiov  snr  me  nfe*  mh  cme  me  ■mcicn  BKy 
Let  &I1  die  coitoins,  ^led  die  ao&  nnaid. 
And,  vlnk  die  biditiing  and  load  fauBigimi 
TluovB  opaMeenoy  ndiiinn,  and  die  cima, 
Tliat  cheer  bat  not  inrtniaip,  vait  on  cnait 
So  let  oi  wdcome  ptawfiil  et'tamg  m, 
Ifot  aodi  InB  cnr^nng^  wlw  vidi  •*"— '"g  &ee 
Bwialii  in  die  crawded  dieatre*  and,  a^aees*d. 
And  bor'd  vidi  diMV-pointa  dinwi^  faodi  Ins 
Ontaooldt  die  nnting  actor  en  die  Mage  : 
Nor  hk,  vlio  patiait  sdaids  dD  In  leet  dnob. 
Ana  nia  oeaa  ""—"i**,  to  leea  iqm  ine  oieaiti 


Or  plaooncn,  an  tnnqaiOi^  and  saoileB. 

Tluf  fbGo  ct§om  pages*  happy  woA  i 

WUdinot e'cB critia aitidae ;  dtatfaoUa 

Inquiaiiife  Altcndoii,  iHifle  I  read. 

Fast  bound  in  chains  of  stknoe,  vfaidi  die  fiur, 

Thoo^  doqacnt  daauadfes,  jet  ftsr  to  bsodk  i 

What  is  it,  hat  a  nu^  of  bosf  fife» 

Its  flnctnatians,  aid  Us  vastconeeniB  ' 

Here  inns  die  monntainaas  and  caggf  x>dge» 

That  tempta  Ambtdon.    On  die 

The  seals  of  office  fitter  in  his  cfes  ; 


THE  WINTER  EVENING.         4ft7 

He  cHmbf,  be  puti,  he  gnepe  diem !  At  Imi  bedi, 

Cloee  at  hu  hede,  *  6m^gogae  Meaadty 

And  with  »  4ck*Iioih  jerk,  eoon  tvifU  hbn  doWB,- 

And  wins  tiiem,  but  to  loee  them  m  his  ton. 

Here  rUle  of  ofly  doauenee  in  aoft 

Meanden  Inbncile  the  conne  they  trice; 

The  modeit  fpeaker  ii  aehiB&'d  aiid  i^iev'd* 

T'  engRMe  a  nMnnent^e  nodee ;  end  yet  bcgp^ 

Bcgii  ■  prouicioui  car  for  hie  poor  <houg^ti» 

However  tnvial  all  that  he  concciTes* 

Sweet  badiftihien  1  it  daimiatleaetthiopnnaei 

The  dearth  of  infbrmalkn  and  good  aeiiie* 

That  it  foretcib  oi,  alwaye  eomca  to  pai^ 

Cat'ndi  of  dedamation  thunder  here ; 

There  fomti  of  no  meaning  spread  the  page. 

In  whidi  aU  oomprdiettdon  wanders  ket ; 

While  fieldi  of  pkaaantry  amuae  uf  (here 

With  merry'deioBnta  on  a  nadon'f  woea. 

The  rert  appean  a  wfldemeii  of  ttoange 

But  gay  eonAuion ;  rosea  for  the  chews. 

And  lines  for  the  brows  of  fikled  age. 

Teeth  for  the  toothless,  ringlets  for  the  bald, 

Heav*n,  earth,  and  ocean,  plunder'd  of  their  sweed^ 

Nectareous  essences,  Olfmpian  dews, 

Bcfmons,  and  city  feasts,  and  fov*rite  ain, 

JBthereal  journeys,  submarine  ezpknts, 

And  Katccfdto,  with  his  hair  on-end 

At  his  own  wonders,  wondering  for  his  broad. 

'Tis  pleasant,  throurii  the  loophdes  of  letrcat, 
To  peep  at  such  a  wond ;  to  see  the  stir 
Of  tne  great  Babd,  and  not  fod  the  crowd ; 
To  hear  the  roar  she  sends  dirough  all  her  gates 
At  a  safe  distance,  where  the  during  sound 
Falls  a  soft  murmur  on  th*  umnjur'd  eas^ 
Thus  sitting.  Mid  surreying  thus  at  ease 
The  globe  and  its  concerns,  I  seem  advanc*d 
To  some  secure  and  more  than  mortal  hei^t» 
That  Ub'fatea  and  cxsmpls  mo  Aom  them  alL 
It  turns  aubmifeted  to  my  new,  turns  found 
With  all  its  genentioM;  I  behold 
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Has  lost  its  taBoms  ere  k 


ImBomdiepdde 
And  av'noe,  tint  Bak»  nan  a  wolf  to  VHB  ; 

By  wfaidi  he  yb  the  ^^nsgr  of  hi»  iwt. 

And  sigjh,  tak  never  ticBkfe  at  dw  sound. 

He  tmrak  and  rxpatmita^  as  the  bee 

P^eas  flov^  to  ioa^,  80  he  from  land  to  bad  ; 

The  manwmt,  fwslnwis,  policy,  of  all 

Pky  uMliilimifla  to  the  stare  he   ~ 

He  sucks  intcflignee  in  cv^  dine. 

And  ^reads  the  honey  of  h»  de^ 

At  his  iffiiin    a  nch  repast  §at  me. 

He  tniT^  and  I  too.    I  tread  his  deciE» 

Asnmd  his  Inpnatt,  llmiudi  faispeenng  ^F" 

Dnoover  complies*  vilh  a  londred  heact 

Snflir  his  woes,  anddnoein  h 

While  fimqr,  £3u  the  fings  of  a 

Buns  the  g^eat  dicnit,  and  is  still  at  hone. 

O  Wmtcr,  raler  of  di*  inrerted  year. 
Thy  acattcr*d  hair  with  deet  like  adies  filTd, 
Thy  hreatb  ooi^eal*d  npatk  Ihy  tqps,  diy  i 
Fringed  vidi  a  bcaid  n^de  whitt  with  odier 
Than  thore  of  age,  thy  ftrehead  «i^ip*d  in 
A  leafless  branch  diy  ooqitre,  and  thy  dirane 
A  sliding  car,  iwirhtHi  to  no  whcds. 
Bat  mg'd  by  wtnsres  along  its  dipp*ty  va(y» 
I  love  thee,  all  unbrely  as  dioa  aeens'at. 
And  dreaded  as  thoa  art !    Thoa  hoid'st  the  sdd 
A  prisoner  in  the  yet  midavm^g 


And  huiiying  Um,  impalifiit  of  his  sti^* 
Down  to  the  ni^  wcBt ;  hot  kindly  still 
Cisinw  liiiliin]^  his  loss  with  addfd  hnnia 


Of  focial  oonwene,  and  instmotive 

And  gsth^nig,  at  diost  notioe,  in  one  g*— 'p 

TIm»  IWmny  ^jfMwlj  anil  ftgjiig  tlimi^^ 

Not  less  diqienM  by  dayhgfat  and  its 
I  crown  thee  king  of  intiBiateddi^iiB» 
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And  an  the  comSamt  QiU  tbe  kmly  loof 

Of  uoduturb^d  Returanent,  and  the  boun 

Of  lotig  uninleinqytod  ev'niiig,  kziow* 

No  ntding  wheeb  stop  short  befiave  tfacw  gatas  ; 

No  powdered  pot  prancient  in  the  act 

Of  soimdiiig  aa  alarm  assaults  these  doors 

Tin  the  street  lingB ;  no  statJoaaiv  steeds 

Cough  their  own  InidU  while,  heedless  of  the  eound* 

The  silent  drde  fan  thcoaselves,  and  quakes 

But  here  the  .needle  plies  its  bu^  task. 

The  pattern  grows,  me  wefl  depicted  flowV, 

Wrought  patiently  into  the  snowy  lawn, 

Unfokb  its  bosom ;  buds,  and  leaves,  and  sprigii. 

And  curling  tendi^,  gracefiiny  disposed. 

Follow  the  nimble  finger  of  the  fair ; 

A  wreath,  that  cannot  fade,  of  flow*n,  that  blow 

With  most  success  when  aH  besides  decay. 

The  poet*8  or  historian*s  page  by  one 

Made  vocal  for  th'  amusement  of  the  rest ; 

The  sprishtly  lyre,  whose  treasure  of  sweet  sounds 

The  touui  mxD.  many  a  trembling  chord  shakes  out ; 

And  the  dear  ydoe  sym^honioos,  yet  distinct. 

And  in  the  chaiming  stnfe  triumphant  stUl ; 

Beguile  the  night,  and  set  a  keener  edge 

On  female  industry :  the  threaded  steel 

Flies  swiftly,  and  unfdt  the  task  proceeds. 

The  volume  cIos*d,  the  customary  rites 

Of  the  last  meal  commence.    A  Roman  meal  i 

Such  as  (he  mistress  of  the  world  once  firand 

Delicious,,  when  her  patiiotB  of  high  note. 

Perhaps,  by  moonlight,  at  their  humble  doors. 

And  under  an  old  oiak*8  domestic  diador 

Enjoy'd,  spare  feast !  a  radish  and  an  eg^ 

Discourse  ensues,  not  trivial,  yet  not  duU, 

Nor  such  as  with  a  ftown  finbids  the  play 

Of  fancy,  or  proscribes  the  sound  of  mirth : 

Nor  do  we  nuidly,  like  an  impious  woiid. 

Who  deem  religiott  firenzy,  and  the  God 

That  made  than^  an  intruder  on  their  joys. 


Pt<  *''^'i'  oSt  oar  pjifffmlir 
While  ve  Tccnce  vidi    ~ 
Tbt  C1&  die  pBtt  k 
Hie  AoMB  ve  hs«e  Va^d,  die 


Unknk'd  &r,  fife  pRKn'd,  sod  peace  iBftor^d. 

FniiB  itf  ODiaqMiCect  cftesnal  love. 

O  erni:^  rathj  of  die  leods !  cxdnmM 

The  Sobizae  bnd.    O  ci^uiog^  I  icftys 

MoEe  ID  be  pnx'd  and  imcud  dmi 

As  moKc  TThunin*d,  flid  wlL  ttoMr 

That  I,  wd  vnae,  ad  iSbam  w 

Is  Wmfier  faideoiB  in  a  gnb  Eke  diB  ? 
Needs  he  die  tzagac  far,  die  anoke  of  faonpa^ 
The  pest-iip  bicadi  of  an  unsM^iy  dmngv 
Todi2V  him  into  fiedng  ;  or  die  snast 
And  sD3|ipish  diafegne,  diai  l^poil  wili 
Can  oomet^,  to  ^Koasft  him  vtffa  a  snik  ? 
The  adf-compiaoent  adoe,  when  he  ^rievs 
(Sceafing  a  «^^^*'*«"»g  f^anee  at  a  fkdl  house) 
The  slope  of  frees  fimi  die  ilov  to  di*  nof 
(As  if  one  Dttster-^dng  oootnird  dieai  aD) 
Relsx^d  into  amifCBal  gnn. 
Sees  not  a  coimt*iiaiioe  diore  dwt  speaks  of  joj 
Half  so  icfti'd  or  ao  aneoe  as  oms. 
Cazds  vere  wninfliaw  hoe,  vidi  aQ  die  tiidk% 
That  ^'^'*«*^»  has  cfcr  jei  oonlziT'd 
To  fin  the  void  of  an  nnfimndi'd  bnm* 
To  r*^^*»»  AnJht^mtj  and  ffKK  time  a  diofe. 
Time,  as  be  paaaes  ns,  has  a  dovc*s  wing, 
UmoQ^d,  and  svift.  and  of  a  alken  somid  ; 
But  the  woiid^s  lime  Is  lime  in  maaqocnde  ! 
Than,  dMmld  I  paint  him,  has  his  pimons  fledg*d 
With  motkj  plnmes  ;  and,iHiCRtfaepeaax] 
His  aznre  eyes,  is  tinctured  Uack  and  red 
Widi  tpoti  qoadnngnlar  of  diamond  finm, 
Emangnin'd  heaxts,  dobs  tjpacal  of  stxifie. 
And  spades  ^e  cndilem  of  untimdy  gniTa. 
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What  should  be  and  what  was  an  hourglass  (mce, 
Becomes  a  dice-box,  and  a  billiard-mace 
Wen  does  the  work  of  his  destructive  scjrthe. 
Thus  decked,  he  charms  a  world  whom  fashion  blinds 
To  his  true  worth,  most  pleased  when  idle  most ; 
Whose  only  happy  are  their  wasted  hours. 
E*en  misses,  at  whose  age  their  mothers  wore 
The  backstring  and  the  bib,  assume  the  dress 
Of  womanhood,  sit  pupils  in  the  school 
Of  cacd-devoted  Time,  and  night  by  night 
Plac*d  at  some  vacant  comer  of  the  boud. 
Learn  ev*ry  trick,  and  soon  play  all  the  game» 
But  truce  with  censure.     Roving  as  I  rove. 
Where  shall  I  find  an  end,  or  how  proceed  ? 
As  he  that  travels  far  oft  turns  aside. 
To  view  some  rugged  rock  or  mould*iing  tow*r, 
Which  seen  delights  him  not ;  then  coming  home 
Describes  and  prints  it,  that  die  world  may  know 
How  &r  he  went  for  what  was  nothing  worth ; 
So  I,  with  brush  in  hand,  and  palette  spread* 
With  colours  mlx^d  for  a  far  difiTrent  use. 
Paint  cards,  and  dolls,  and  ev^ry  idle  thing. 
That  Fancy  finds  in  her  excursive  flights. 

Come,  Evening,  once  again,  season  of  peace  ; 
Return,  sweet  £v*ning,  and  continue  long ! 
Methinks  I  see  thee  in  the  streaky  west. 
With  matron  step  slow  moving,  while  the  Night 
Treads  on  thy  sweeping  train ;  one  hand  employ*d 
In  letting  fall  the  curtam  of  repose 
On  bird  and  beast,  the  other  charged  for  man 
With  sweet  oblivion  of  the  cares  of  day : 
Not  sumptuously  adom*d,  nor  needing  aid. 
Like  homely-featur*d  Ni^t,  of  clustering  gems ; 
A  star  or  two,  just  twinlding  on  thy  brow. 
Suffices  thee ;  save  that  the  moon  is  thine 
No  less  than  hers,  not  worn  indeed  on  high 
With  ostentatious  pageantry,  but  set 
With  modest  grandeur  in  thy  purple  zone. 
Resplendent  less,  but  of  an  ampler  round. 
Come  then,  and  thou  shalt  find  thy  votr*y  calm. 


ir.«*       T  i~  I  tf  1 

SospCBft] 

Sazts  wdl  dtt 
The  nrnd 

TfaatBCfcrfiBela 
Nor  need  one;  I 
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3f e  eft  hM  FflKy  liaficiw  aid  vild 

Soodb*d  widi  a  waking  diMii  flf  lioai 

Tteeiy  dmzdies,  and  sCnDge  visages. 

In  tlieiBd  nndfia^  vlnk  widi  fMiiig  cfc 

I  gaz'd*  nxjadf  cicaling  vliat  I  ssv. 

Xor  Ini  anius*d  hsw  I  qmeaoent  vatcik*d 

The  aoo^  fifana.  diat  pfay  upon  die 

PendalouB,  and  fivdwding  m  die 

Of  snpendtkn,  praphesying  ado, 

Thoo^  sdn  deoEn'd,  aom 

Tis  &■  die  undcB^nding  takei  r^oae 

In  indolent  vacnitj  of  dioag^ 

And  deqia,  and  ia  iefiedi*£    Meanvliilc  die 

Conceals  die  mood  Ifdiatgif  vidi  a  mask 
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Of  deep  ddibemtion,  as  the  man 
Were  tasked  to  his  fiiU  strengdi,  absorb'd  and  k»L 
Thus  ofl,  recilin*d  at  ease,  I  lose  an  hour 
At  evening,  till  at  length  the  freeing  blast. 
That  sweeps  the  bolted  shutter,  summons  home 
The  noollected  pow'n ;  and  snapping  diort 
The  glassy  threads,  widi  whidi  me  fancy  weaves 
Her  britde  toils,  restores  me  to  mysdf. 
How  calm  is  my  recess ;  and  how  ihe  frost, 
Ra^ng  abroad,  and  the  rough  wind  endear 
The  silence  and  the  warmth  enjoy'd  wit^ ! 
I  saw  the  woods  and  fields  at  dose  of  day 
A  variegated  show ;  the  meadows  green. 
Though  faded;  and  the  lands,  where  ladtdy  wav*d 
The  golden  harvest,  of  a  mdbw  brown. 
Upturned  so  lately  by  the  forceful  share. 
I  saw  far  off  the  weedy  fallows  smile 
With  verdure  not  unprofitable,  grazed 
Bj^  flocks,  fast  feeding,  and  sdecting  each 
His  &v*rite  herb ;  while  all  the  leafless  groves 
That  skirt  tfa*  horizon,  wore  a  sable  hue. 
Scarce  noticed  in  the  kindred  dusk  of  ev& 
To-morrow  brings  a  change,  a  total  change ! 
Which  even  now,  though  silently  perform*d. 
And  slowly,  and  by  most  unfdt,  the  face 
Of  universal  nature  undergoes. 
Fast  faDs  a  fLeecy  shower :  the  downy  flakes 
Descendinff,  and,  with  never-ceasing  lapse. 
Softly  alighting  upon  all  bdow. 
Assimilate  all  objects.    Earth  receives 
Gladly  the  thick*ning  mantle ;  and  the  green 
And  tender  blade,  that  fear'd  the  diilling  blast. 
Escapes  unhurt  beneath  so  warm  a  veiL 

In  such  a  world,  so  thorny,  and  where  none 
Finds  happiness  unblighted,  or,  if  found. 
Without  some  thistly  sorrow  at  its  side. 
It  seems  the  part  of  wisdom,  and  no  sin 
Against  the  law  of  love,  to  measure  lots 
WiA  less  dxstinguish'd  than  ouisdves ;  that  thus 
We  may  with  patience  bear  our  moderate  ills, 
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And  gymwithitr  widt  oifagi  ■nff'ring  nnwe. 

in  fim  tne  txavHIer  iiovr,  and  be  tiiat  staSts 

In  pand*rocttr  boots  beside  his  reeking  team. 

The  wain  §aes  heavily,  impeded  sore 

By  eoi^iegated  loads  adhering  dose 

To  ifae  dogged  wheek ;  and  in  its  sluggish  pace 

NoiaiiesB  appears  a  moving  hill  of  snow. 

The  toQing  steeds  expand  the  nostril  wide. 

Wink  ev*^  breath,  by  ren>iiation  strong 

Fotc*d  downward,  is  consondated  soon 

Upon  dieir  jutting  chests.     He,  fi>xm*d  to  bear 

The  pdting  brunt  of  the  tempestuous  night. 

With  half-shut  ^es,  and  pudcer*d  cheeks,  and  teetk 

Presented  bare  against  the  stonn,  plods  on. 

One  hand  secures  his  hat,  save  when  with  both 

He  brandishes  his  pliant  length  of  whip. 

Resounding  oft,  and  never  heard  in  vain. 

O  happy ;  and  in  my  account  denied 

The  sensibilitjr  of  pain,  with  which 

Refinement  is  endued,  thrice  happy  thou  ! 

Thy  frame,  robust  and  hardy,  feds  indeed 

The  perdng  odd,  but  feds  it  unimpair*d. 

The  learned  finger  never  need  explore 

Thy  vig'^rous  pudse ;  and  the  unhealtbful  east. 

That  breathes  the  spleen,  and  searches  ev*ry  bone 

Of  the  infinn,  is  wholesome  air  to  thee. 

Thy  days  roll  on  exempt  firom  household  care ; 

Thy  waggon  is  thy  wife ;  and  the  poor  beasts. 

That  drag  the  duD  companion  to  and  fio. 

Thine  hdpless  charge,  dependent  on  thy  care. 

Ah  treat  them  kindly  !  rude  as  thou  appear^st. 

Yet  show  that  thou  hast  mercv !  which  the  grait« 

With  needless  hurry  whirFd  Dt»n  place  to  plaoe^ 

Humane  as  they  would  seem,  not  always  show. 

Poor,  yet  industrious,  modJest,  quiet,  neat» 
Sudi  daim  compassion  in  a  night  like  this. 
And  have  a  friend  in  ev^ry  feeUng  heart. 
Warm*d,  while  it  lasts,  by  labour,  all  day  long 
They  brave  the  season,  and  yet  find  at  eve, 
111  dad  and  fed  but  spardy,  time  to  cooL 
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The  fh:^  hoiiaewifb  trembles  when  she'ligfats  ' 
Her  icanty  stock  of  brushwood,  blazing  ckHr» 
But  dying  soon,  like  all  terrestiial  jcjs. 
The  few  mall  embers  left  she  nurses  well ; 
And,  while  her  in&nt  race,  with  outspread  hands. 
And  dowded  knees  sit  cowering  o*er  the  sparks. 
Retires,  content  to  quake,  so  they  be  warm*d. 
The  man  feels  least,  as  more  inured  than  ahe 
To  winter,  and  the  current  in  his  veins 
More  brisUtr  mov*d  by  his  severer  toil ; 
Yet  he  too  finds  his  own  distress  in  theirs. 
The  taper  soon  extinginsVd,  which  I  saw 
Dangled  along  at  the  cold  finger's  end 
Just  when  the  day  dedin'd ;  and  the  brown  loaf 
LodgM  on  the  shelf,  half-eaten  without  sauce 
Of  sav'ry  cheese,  or  butter,  costlier  still ; 
Sleep  leems  their  only  refiige :  for,  alas. 
Where  penuxr  is  felt  the  thought  is  chun'd. 
And  sweet  colloquial  pleasures  are  but  few. 
With  all  this  thnft  they  thrive  noL    All  the  care 
Ingenious  Parsimony  takes,  but  just 
Saves  the  small  inventory,  bed,  and  stool. 
Skillet  and  old  carvM  chest,  from  public  sale. 
They  live,  and  live  without  extorted  alms 
From  gmdging  hands ;  but  other  boast  have  none* 
To  9oAi  their  nonest  pride,  that  scorns  to  beg. 
Nor  comfort  else,  but  m  their  mutual  love. 
I  praise  you  mudi,  ye  meek  and  patient  pair. 
For  ye  are  worthy ;  choosing  rather  fiir 
A  dry  hut  independent  crust,  hard  eamM, 
And  eaten  with  a  sigh,  than  to  endive 
The  rugged  frowns  and  insolent  rebu£% 
Of  knaves  in  office,  partial  in  the  work 
Of  distribution ;  hb  ral  of  their  aid 
To  damVous  Inmortunity  in  rags. 
But  oftdmes  deaf  to  suppliants,  who  would  blush 
To  wear  a  tatter'd  garb  however  coarse, 
Whom  famine  cannot  reconcile  to  filth : 
Tlieae  ask  with  painful  shyness,  and,  refusM 
Because  deserving,  olently  retire  t 

2  E 
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But  be  yt  of  0Dod  oxinge !    TinieitsdP 
Shan  nnidilMfiicnd  you.   Time  dttll  g^  inaease ; 
And  all  jour  nmnVoas  progeny,  wdl-ttain*d 
But  h^pkasy  in  few  yeais  aball  find  dieir  hands. 
And  labour  too.    Meanvbile  ye  diall  not  want 
'Wbal*  consdons  of  yoaririztaes,  vecan  ^aze. 
Nor  what  a  wealthier  dian  omsdves  may  aend. 
I  mean  the  man,  who,  when  the  Aslant  poor 
Need  hd^  denies  Aem  nothing  bat  his 


But  porezty  widi  most,  who  whimper  ftdh 
Their  kng  complaints,  is  sdf-infficted  wo  ; 
The  cflect  of  kanesB  or  aotdali  wastes 
Now  goes  die  ni^hdy  dnef  prowling  abroad 
Forpiimdcr;  nrodi  aoiicitoiis  how  best 
He  may  oonq^ensafee  tar  a  day  of  dodi 
By  WOKS  of  darkness  and  noctmnal  wrong. 
Wo  to  die  gard\iei^s  pak,  die  fiomer's  fa^ge, 
FladiM  needy,  and  secorM  widi  drifcn  states 
Deep  m  dw  loamy  bank.     Uptan  by  slrei^diy 
BobdesB  in  so  bia  a  canse,  bat  lame 
To  better  deeds,  he  bandies  "vp  die  ^kmI, 
An  ass*s  Iwudien,  and,  when  laden  most 
And  heaviest,  Qgjiit  of  ftot  steals  fast  awsry. 
Mor  ooes  tne  ooanieQ  novel  Decser  goacni 
Tht  wdl-«tdk*d  pile  of  riven  logs  and  roots 
F^QOi  his  pcmiQoos  Ibroe*    Nor  wfll  be  leave 
Unwivncli  u  die  door,  howwer  vcu  secur  a, 
whero  Qiantirleer  amidst  his  haram  sieeps 
In  oniHM|iectmg  pompi    "TwibhM  fimu  die  ^'T^T^^^ 
He  genres  die  prino^  bird,  widi  all  bis  wives^ 
Tbhis  voncMMB  bag,  sbngg'fing  in  vain. 
And  loadfy  wendVing  at  die  sadden  change. 
Nor  diis  to  feed  his  own»    Taiei 
Didpi^  of  dieir  saflT^sngs  warp 
His  principle,  and  tempt  him  into  sin 
For  diev  support,  so  desdtnte.    Bat  &ey 
Ne^ected  pine  at  home;  diemsdiTS, 
Ej^M  dun  odiers,  widi  less  scnmfe  made 
His  vicdms,  nbb*d  of  dieir  deAnedas  alL 
Crad  is  an  he  docs.    Tii  qaencUeflS  dimt 
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Of  niinous  cibriety,  that  prompts 

His  ev'xy  action,  and  hnibrates  the  num. 

O  for  a  law  to  noose  the  villsin's  neck. 

Who  starves  his  own ;  who  persecates  the  blood 

He  gave  tliem  in  his  children's  veins,  and  hates 

And  wrongs  the  woman  he  has  sworn  to  love  I 

Pass  where  we  may,  through  dty  or  through  town, 
Village,  or  hamlet,  of  this  merry  land. 
Though  lean  and  beggar'd,  ev'iy  twentieth  pace 
Conducts  th*  unguarded  nose  to  such  a  whiff 
Of  stale  debauch,  forth  issuing  fiom  the  styes 
That  Law  has  Iioens*d,  as  maSes  Temp'ranoe  leeL 
There  sit,  involv'd  and  lost  in  curling  clouds 
Of  Indian  fume,  and  guzzling  deep,  the  boor. 
The  lackey,  and  the  groom :  The  craftsman  there 
Takes  a  Lethean  leave  of  all  his  tiril ; 
Smith,  oobler,  jdner,  he  that  plies  die  shears. 
And  he  that  kneads  the  dough ;  all  loud  alike, 
AH  learned,  and  all  drunk  !  the  fiddle  screams 
Plaintive  and  piteous,  as  it  wept  and  waUM 
Its  wasted  tones  and  harmony  unheard : 
Fierce  the  dispute  whatever  the  theme ;  while  she. 
Fell  Discord,  arbitress  of  such  debate, 
Perch*d  on  the  signpost,  hdds  with  even  hand 
Her  undecisive  s^es.     In  this  she  lays 
A  weight  of  ignorance ;  in  that,  of  pnde ; 
And  smiles  delighted  with  th*  eternal  poise. 
Dire  is  the  frequent  curse,  and  its  twm  sound. 
The  cfaeek-distendins  oath,  not  to  be  prais*d 
As  ornamental,  musical,  polite. 
Like  those,  which  modem  senators  employ. 
Whose  oath  is  rhetoric,  and  who  swear  for  fitme ! 
Behold  the  schools  in  which  plebeian  minds 
Once  simple  are  initiated  in  arts, 
Which  some  may  practise  with  politer  grace. 
But  none  with  readier  skill ! — *tis  here  they  learn 
The  road,  that  leads  from  competence  and  peace 
To  indigence  and  rapine ;  till  at  last 
Society,  grown  weary  of  the  load. 
Shakes  her  encumbeiM  lap,  and  casts  them  oat 


998  TUB' TASK. 

But  cenMre  piofittB  liMie  t  von  th^  attdmpt 

To  adverdse  in  vene  a  pnldic  iwst. 

That,  like  the  fSth  with  which  the  peasant  feed* 

His  hungry  acres,  stinks,  and  is  of  use. 

Th'  ezdse  is  fattened  with  the  rich  result 

Of  all  tfaid  riot ;  and  ten  thousand  casks. 

Far  erer  dribblhig  out  their  hase  contents, 

Toudi'd  hy  the  Midas  finger  of  the  state. 

Bleed  gold  finr  mmisters  to  sport  away. 

Drink,  and  be  mad  dien ;  'tis  your  country  bids ! 

Gloriously  dnmk  obey  tfa*  important  call ! 

Her  cause  demands  th*  assistaace  of  your  throats  v— 

Ye  all  can  swallow,  and  she  asks  no  more. 

Wocdd  I  had  fallen  upon  those  ha|ipier  days. 
That  poets  celebrate ;  those  golden  tmoes. 
And  those  Arcadian  scenes  that  Maro  sings. 
And  Sidney,  warbler  of  poetic  prose. 
Nymphs  were  Dianas  then,  and  swuns  had  hearts, 
That  fdt  thdr  virtues :  Innocence,  it  seems. 
Prom  courts  disnuss'd,  found  shelter  in  the  groves; 
The  footsteps  of  Simplicity,  impressed 
Upon  the  yielding  herbage,  (so  they  sing) 
Then  were  not  aU  effaced :  then  speech  piofiuie. 
And  manners  profligate,  were  rarely  found, 
Observ*d  as  prodigies,  and  soon  redaim*d. 
Vain  wish  !  those  days  were  never  t  aiiy  dreams 
Sat  for  the  jncture :  and  the  poet^s  hand. 
Impacting  substan^  to  an  empty  shade. 
Imposed  a  gay  delirium  for  a  truth. 
Grant  it :  I  still  must  envy  them  an  age. 
That  favour^  such  a  dream ;  in  days  like  these 
In^possible,  when  Virtue  is  so  scarce. 
That  to  suppose  a  scene  where  she  presides. 
Is  tramontane,  and  stumbles  all  beuef. 
No :  we  are  pohsh'd  now.    The  rural  lass. 
Whom  once  her  vii^  modesty  and  graoe. 
Her  artless  manness,  and  her  neat  attiie. 
So  dignified,  diat  she  was  hardly  less 
Than  the  fair  shepherdess  of  old  romance. 
Is  seen  no  more.    The  character  is  lost  1 
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Her  head*  adom'd  wJA  Ji^tpeH  plDn'd  aM, 
And  ribands  streanuiia  gi^'^  rnxftftiy  iaia*d» 
And  magnifind  bqrpndalL  hmiaii  else. 
Indebted  to  some  nnait  wig«iveaTer't  iiand 
For  more  dian  half  the  tcMDCB  it  austams ; 
Her  elbows  leuffled,  and  her  tott'iing  form 
Sl-proppM  upon  FMOch  beeb  ;  she  might  he  deemM 
(But  that  the  bad»t  dangling  on  her  arm 
Interprets  her  more  truly)  of  a  rank 
Too  proud  for  dair^-work,  or  sale  of  eggs» 
Expect  her  aoon  with  foot^boy  at  her  heda* 
No  longer  blushing  for  her  awkwaid  load* 
Her  tiain  and  her  umbrella  aU  her  easel 

The  town  has  ting'd  the  country ;  and  tha  stain 
Appears  a  spot  upon  a  vestal^s  robe, 
The  worse  ror  what  it  soiku    The  fiuhion  mna 
Down  into  scenes  still  rural ;  but,  alas, 
Soenea  rarely  graced  with  rural  mannets  now  I 
Time  was  when  in  the  pastoral  retreat 
Th'  unguarded  door  was  safe ;  men  did  not  watch 
T'  invade  another's  ri^t,  or  guard  their  own* 
Then  sleep  was  undisturb'd  by  fear,  imscar*d 
By  dnrnkco  bowlings ;  and  the  chilling  tals 
Of  midnig^  murder  was  a  wonder  heavd 
With  doubtful  credit,  tdd  to  frighten  babes. 
But  fiucweH  now  to  unsuspicious  nights. 
And  slumbers  unalarm*d  1  Now,  tax  you  aleep» 
See  that  your  polisfa'd  arms  be  prim'd  with  cace» 
And  drop  the  nightbolt ;  ruffians  are  abroad; 
And  the  first  krum  of  the  oock*s  shiiU  throat 
Mar  prove  a  trumpet,  sunmioDin^  your  ear 
To  norrid  sounds  ot  hostile  Ibet  within. 
E*en  davligfat  has  its  dangers ;  and  the  walk 
Through  pathless  wastes  and  woods,  unoonacioua  once 
Of  other  tenants  than  melodious  birds. 
Or  harmless  flocks,  is  haaaidous  and  bold* 
Lamented  change !  to  which  fuH  many  a  cause 
Invet'rate,  hopdesa  of  a  eure,  conspires. 
The  course  of  human  dungs  from  good  to  ill, 
From  ill  to  wwaey  isfatal»  never  faib. 

«e2 


aaO  THB  TASK. 

iDcrawe  «f  fow^  bogelB  kusnut  of  wedth  ; 

Wealth  Ituusy,  aaid  hsxxBey  excen ; 

Excess  the  scmulouB  and  itchy  plague. 

That  seises  first  the  ofpaient,  descends 

To  the  next  rank  contagioiis,  and  in  time 

Taints  downward  all  thegndoated  scale 

Of  order,  fieom  the  duoiot  to  the  plough. 

The  rich,  and  tiiey  that  have  an  arm  to  check 

The  license  of  the  kmest  in  degree. 

Desert  theur  office ;  and  themsdves,  intent 

On  pteasiue,  haunt  the  capital,  and  thus 

To  all  the  Tioknee  of  lawless  hands 

Resign  the  scenes  theiz  presence  might  ptoteet. 

Authofitj  herself  not  seldom  sleeps. 

Though  resident,  and  witness  of  the  wrong. 

The  ]^ump  convivial  parson  often  bears 

The  magisterisl  sword  in  vain,  and  lays 

His  rev'rence  and  his  worship  both  to  rest 

On  the  ssme  cushion  of  habitual  sloth. 

Pedbaps  timidity  restrains  his  arm ; 

When  he  should  strike  he  trembles,  and  sets  het, 

Himsdf  cnslav'd  by  terrour  of  the  band, 

Th*  audacious  convict  whom  he  dares  not  Innd. 

Perhaps,  though  by  profession  ghostly  jNire, 

He  too  may  havenis  vice,  and  sometimes  prove 

Less  dainty  than  becomes  his  grave  outside 

In  lucrative  concerns.    Examine  well 

His  milkwhite  hand ;  the  palm  is  hardly  Hean-i  ■ 

But  here  and  there  an  ugly  smutch  appears. 

Fob  f  'twas  a  bribe  that  ikt  it :  he  has  touched 

CorruptiflD.    Whoso  seeks  an  audit  here 

Propitious,  pays  his  tribute,  game  or  fish, 

WiLd  fowl  or  ven'son ;  and  lus  enand  speeds. 

But  hsta  fiur,  and  more  than  all  the  rest, 
A  noble  cause,  which  none,  who  bears  a  spark 
Of  public  virtue,  ever  wish'd  remov'd. 
Works  the  depkxr'd  and  mischievous  eflbet     - 
'Tis  universal  soldienhip  has  stabb'd 
The  heart  of  merit  in  the  meaner  dass. 
Arms,  through  the  vanity  and  brainleas  rage 
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Of  those  tjliat  hem  ibtmi  in  whattTeremm, 
Seem  most  at  vadanoe  with.  aU  moral  good*    ' 
And  incompatible  with  aenous  thon^it* 
The  down,  the  child  of  natare*  witbont  gnile^  * 
Blest  with  an  infant's  ignoianoe  of  ail 
But  his  own  simple  pIiasiiKs ;  now  and  then 
A  wrestlinff  matcb»  a  footnce*  or  a  finr  t 
Is  ballotted,  and  tremUea  at  the  news : 
Sheepish  he  dofis  his  hat,  and  mmnUing  swcaia 
A  bible  oath  to  be  whate'cr  they  please. 
To  do  he  knows  not  what    The  task  pevfenn*d. 
That  instant  he  becomes  the  8ei:geam*s  care. 
His  punil,  and  his  toiment,  and  tus  jest. 
His  awkward  gait,  his  intiovoted  toes. 
Bent  knees,  round  shoiddcn,  and  dejected  looks, 
Procure  him  many  a  curse.    By  slow  degrees. 
Unapt  to  leani,  and  faxm*d  of  stubborn  staff. 
He  yet  by  slow  degrees  puts  off  himself. 
Grows  conscious  of  a  cbanse,  and  likes  it  well  t 
He  stands  erect ;  his  slouieh  becomes  a  walk ; 
He  steps  right  onwaxd,  martial  in  his  air. 
His  form,  and  movemcst ;  is  as  smart  above 
As  meal  and  larded  locks  can  make  him;  wears 
His  hat,  or  his  phmi'd  helmet,  with  a  grace  i 
And,  his  three  years  of  heroship  expir'd. 
Returns  indignant  to  the  slighted  plougfa. 
He  hates  the  fidd,  in  whidi  no  fife  or  drum 
Attends  him ;  drives  his  cattle  to  a  march ; 
And  sighs  for  the  smart  commdes  he  has  left. 
'Twere  well  if  his  exterior  change  were  alk— 
But  with  his  dumsv  port  the  wretch  has  lost 
His  ignorance  and  harmless  mannen  too. 
To  swear,  to  ^fsme,  to  drink;  to  show  at  home 
By  lewdness,  idleness,  and  Sabbath^breadi, 
The  great  pta&aaiey  he  made  abvoad ; 
T*  astonish  and  to  grieve  his  gazing,  firiends. 
To  break  some  ma&n's  and  his  mother's  heart ; 
To  be  a  pest  where  he  was  useAil  onoe; 
Are  his  sole  aim,  and  all  his  glory,  now« 
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Man  in  aa^ie^  ialike  a  flowV 
Blown  in  its  native  bed :  *tis  there  alone 
His  ftcultiei,  exinndcd  in  fiill  Uoom, 
Shine  out ;  itioe  only  xeach  theii  pnpa  use. 
But  man»  associated  and  kagu'd  with  nan 
Bj  f^gal  wanant*  or  self-join'd  by  bond 
Foe  int'resMake,  or  swanning  into  dans 
Beneath  one  head»  £m  puipoaos  of  war. 
Like  flow'n  selected  from  the  zest*  and  bound 
And  bundled  dose  to  fiU  some  crowded  vase. 
Fades  rapidly,  and,  by  compression  mair'd. 
Contracts  defilement  not  to  be  endur'd» 
Hence  chaitcr'd  borou^  are  such  public  plagues  | 
And  burghers,  men  immaculate  periiapc 
In  all  their  private  functions,  once  oomliin*d« 
Become  a  loathsome  body,  only  fit 
For  dissolution,  hurtful  to  the  main. 
Hence  merchants,  unimpeachable  of  sin 
Against  the  charities  of  domestic  lifie. 
Incorporated,  seem  at  once  to  lose 
Their  nature ;  and,  disdaiming  all  regard 
For  mercy  and  the  common  rights  of  num. 
Build  ftctories  wilh  blood,  oondncdng  trade 
At  the  sword's  point,  and  dyeing  the  white  xobe 
Of  innocent  eoounercial  Justice  red. 
Hence  too  the  field  oi  ^ory,  as  the  world 
Misdeems  it,  dazzled  by  its  brig^  anay, 
Wii2i  all  its  majesty  of  thundering  pomp. 
Enchanting  music  and  immortal  wreaths. 
Is  but  a  tanaoLt  where  thoughtlessness  is  taii^t 
On  prindple,  where  foppery  atones 
For  fdly,  gallantry  for  er'ry  viee. 

But  alighted  as  it  is,  and  by  the  groat 
Abandoned,  and,  which  still  I  more  regret. 
Infected  with  the  manners  and  the  modes 
It  knew  not  once,  the  countzy  wins  me  stilL 
I  never  fram'd  a  wish,  or  formed  a  plan. 
That  flattered  me  with  hopes  of  earthly  bliss. 
But  there  I  laid  the  scene.    There  euly  stiay*d 
My  fancy,  ere  yet  liberty  of  choice 
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Had  found  me,  or  the  hope  of  bciii^  free. 

My  very  dreams  were  rural ;  rural  too 

The  first-born  efibrts  of  my  yondiftd  muse, 

Sportive  and  jingling  her  poetic  beUs, 

Ere  yet  her  ear  was  miatresB  of  their  powers. 

No  bard  could  please  me  but  whose  lyre  was  tun^d 

To  Nature*s  praises.    Heroes  and  their  feata 

Fatigu'd  me,  never  weary  of  the  pipe 

Of  Tityrus,  assembling,  as  he  sang, 

7*he  rustic  throne  beneath  his  fav*rite  beeefa. 

Then  Milton  had  indeed  a  poet*8  charms : 

New  to  my  taste  his  Paradise  surpass'd 

The  struggling  eflforts  of  my  boyish  tongue. 

To  speak  its  excellence.    I  danc*d  for  joy. 

I  marvelled  much,  that,  at  so  ripe  an  age 

As  twice  seven  yean,  his  beauties  had  men  first 

Engaged  mv  wonder ;  and  admiring  still. 

And  still  aomiring,  with  regret  suppoe'd 

The  joy  half  lost,  because  not  sooner  found. 

Thee  too  enamour*d  of  the  life  I  Iov*d, 

Pathetic  in  its  praise,  in  its  pursuit 

Determined,  and  possessing  it  at  last 

With  transports,  such  as  £vour*d  lovers  fed, 

I  studied,  prized,  and  wish'd  that  I  had  known 

Ingenious  Cowley  !  and,  though  now  reclaim*d 

By  modem  lights  fixnn  an  erroneous  taste, 

I  cannot  but  lament  thy  splendid  wit 

Entangled  in  the  cobwebs  of  the  schools. 

I  still  revere  thee,  courtly  though  retired  ! 

Though  stretch'd  at  ease  in  Chertsey's  silent  bowers. 

Not  unemploy'd ;  and  finding  rich  amends 

For  a  lost  world  in  solitude  and  verse. 

*Ti8  bom  with  all :  the  love  of  Nature's  woriu 

Is  an  ingredient  in  ihe  compound  man 

Infus'd  at  the  creation  of  the  kind. 

And,  though  th'  Almighty  Maker  has  throughout 

Discriminated  each  from  each,  by  strokes 

And  touches  of  his  hand,  with  so  much  art 

Diversified,  that  two  were  never  found 

Twins  at  all  points.— yet  this  obtains  in  all. 
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That  all  disoem  a  beauty  in  his  works. 

And  all  can  taste  them :  minds,  that  have  been  formM 

And  tutored,  with  a  relish  more  exact. 

But  none  without  some  relish,  none  unmoY*d. 

It  is  a  flame,  that  dies  not  even  there. 

Where  nothing  feeds  it :  neither  business,  crowds, 

Nor  habits  of  luxurious  city-life. 

Whatever  else  they  smother  of  true  worth 

In  human  bosoms,  quench  it  or  abate. 

The  villas  with  whim  London  stands  b^irt. 

Like  a  swarth  Indian,  with  his  belt  of  beads. 

Prove  it    A  breath  of  unadult'rate  air. 

The  glimpse  of  a  green  jpasture,  how  they  cheer 

The  citizen,  and  brace  his  languid  frame  ! 

E'en  in  the  stifling  bosom  of  me  town 

A  garden,  in  whim  notliing  thrives,  has  charms. 

That  sooth  the  rich  possessor ;  mudi  consolM, 

That  here  and  there  some  sprigs  of  mournful  mint. 

Of  nightshade,  or  valerian,  grace  the  well 

He  c^tivates.    These  serve  him  with  a  hint. 

That  Nature  lives ;  that  aight-refreshing  gieen 

Is  still  the  liv*ry  she  delights  to  wear. 

Though  sickly  samples  of  th'  exuberant  whole. 

What  are  the  casements  lin'd  with  crequng  heriis. 

The  prouder  sashes  fronted  with  a  range 

Of  orange,  myrtle,  or  ike  fragrant  weed. 

The  Frenchman's  darling*  ?  are  they  not  aU  pioofr. 

That  man,  immur'd  in  cities,  stiU  retains 

His  inborn  inextinguishable  thirst 

Of  rural  scenes,  compensating  his  loss 

By  supplemental  shins,  the  heat  he  may  ? 

The  most  unfrunish'd  with  the  means  of  life. 

And  they,  that  never  pass  their  brick-wall  bounds. 

To  range  the  fields,  and  treat  their  lungs  with  air. 

Yet  fed  the  burning  instinct :  over  head 

Suspmd  their  crazy  boxes,  planted  thick 

And  water'd  duly.    There  the  {ntcher  stands 

A  fragpient,  and  the  spoutless  tea-pot  there; 

Sad  witnesses  how  dose-pent  man  regrets 

*  H^giwnntWB. 
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The  oountiY,  with  what  ardour  he  contrives 
A  peep  at  Mature,  when  he  can  no  more. 

Hau,  therefore,  patroness  of  healdi  and  ease, 
And  contemplation,  heart-consoling  joys, 
And  harmless  pleasures,  in  the  throng*d  abode 
Of  multitudes  unknown ;  hail,  rural  life  ! 
Address  himself  who  will  to  the  pursuit 
Of  honours,  or  emolument,  or  fame ; 
I  shall  not  add  myself  to  such  a  chase. 
Thwart  his  attempts,  or  envy  his  success. 
Some  must  be  great    Great  offices  will  have 
Great  talents.    And  God  gives  to  ev^iy  man 
The  virtue,  temper,  understanding,  taste. 
That  lifts  him  into  life,  and  lets  him  fall 
Just  in  the  niche  he  was  ordain'd  to  fill. 
To  the  deliverer  of  an  injurM  land 
He  gives  a  tongue  t*  enlarge  upon,  a  heart 
To  ted,  and  coun^  to  re£ress  her  wrongs ; 
To  monarchs  dignity ;  to  judges  sense ; 
To  artists  ingenuity  and  skill ; 
To  me,  an  unambitious  mind,  content 
In  the  low^  vale  of  lifb,  that  early  felt 
A  wish  for  ease  and  leisure,  and  ere  long 
Found  here  that  leisure,  and  tfatt  ease  I  wishM. 
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*Ti8  monung ;  and  the  stuiy  with  niddj  orb 
Ascending,  &ea  ih*  hoiizon ;  vlule  the  douds. 
That  crowd  away  before  the  drivmg  wmd. 
More  ardent  as  me  disk  emerges  more. 
Resemble  most  some  city  in  a  blaze. 
Seen  through  the  leafiess  wood.    His  slanting  ray 
Slides  ineffectual  down  the  snowy  vale. 
And,  tingeing  all  with  his  own  ro^  hue. 
From  ev*ry  herb  and  ev'ry  spiiy  blade 
Stretches  a  length  of  shadow  o'er  the  field. 
Mine,  s^nndling  into  longitude  inmiense. 
In  sjrite  of  gravity,  and  sage  remark 
That  I  myself  am  but  a  fleeting  shade. 
Provokes  me  to  a  smile.    With  eye  askance 
I  view  the  muscular  proportkm'd  limb 
Transformed  to  a  lean  shank.    The  slumeless  pur, 
As  they  design'd  to  mode  me,  at  my  siflb 
Take  step  lior  step;  and,  as  I  near  approach 
The  cottage,  walk  along  the  plarter'd  w«ll» 
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Picpoet'rous  MHt !  ibe  legs  without  die  man. 
Tbit  radxue  of  the  phun  lies  buried  deep 
Beneath  the  dazriii^  ddx^ ;  and  the  bents. 
And  ooaner  grass,  uiMpearing  o*er  the  rest. 
Of  late  vmai^tly  and  imaaen,  now  shine 
Coimpacuous,  and  in  bright  apparel  dad, 
And,  fledg*d  with  icy  festfacK,  nod  superb. 
The  cattle  mouzn  in  oomeis,  where  the  fence 
Scnms  diem,  and  seem  half  petrified  to  sleep 
In  uniecumbent  sadness.    There  they  wait 
Their  wonted  fodder ;  not  like  hung*ring  man, 
Fxetftil  if  unsuppilied ;  but  silent,  meek. 
And  patient  of  the  slow-pac'd  swain's  delay. 
He  warn  the  stack  carves  out  th*  aocustomM  load. 
Deep-plunging,  and  again  deep-plunging  oft. 
His  broad  keen  kni&  into  the  sofid  mass : 
Smooth  as  a  wall  the  upright  remnant  stands, 
With  such  undeviating  and  eren  force 
He  aeyen  it  away :  no  needless  care. 
Lest  storms  should  overset  the  leaning  pile 
Decaduotts,  or  its  own  unbalanced  weight 
Forth  goes  the  woodman,  leaving  unconcemM 
The  cheoful  haunta  of  man ;  to  widd  the  axe, 
And  drive  the  wedge,  in  yonder  ibrest  drear, 
From  mom  to.  eve  his  sdUlary  task. 
Sliaggy  and  lean,  and  shrewd,  widi  pcnnted  eats. 
And  tail  cro|ip*d  short,  half  lordier  and  half  cur, 
His  dog  attends  him.    Close  behind  his  bed 
I>iow  creeps  he  slow ;  and  now,  with  many  a  frisk 
Wide4camp*ring*  snatdies  u^  the  drifted  snow 
Wilb  iv'xT  tseth,  or  pbn^  it  with  his  snout ; 
Then  diakes  his  powder'd  coat,  and  barks  fbr  joy. 
Heedkas  of  all  hu  pnnks,  the  stmdy  drarl 
Moves  rig^t  toward  the  niaxk ;  nor  stops  for  ai^^ht, 
B|it  now  and  then  with  pressure  of  his  thumb 
T*  adjust  the  fragnait  cMige  of  a  short  tube, 
That  fumeBbeneadi  his  noK:  the  trailing  doud 
Streams  £fi  bdiind  him,  aeenting  all  the  air. 
2iow  from  the  most,  or  from  the  nei|^b*ring  pale, 
Where,  diligent  to  oMch  the  iint  fiuot  ^eam 

2f 


339  THE  TASK- 

Of  sniiUng  day,  thef  gosripM  side  lay  aide, 

Come  tioopng  at  the  housewife's  wdl-known  cftl! 

The  feather'd  tribes  domestic.     Half  on  wing. 

And  half  on  foot,  they  brush  the  fleecy  flood, 

Consdous  and  fbarful  of  too  deep  a  plunge. 

The  sparrows  i)eep,  and  quit  the  sheltering  eaves» 

To  se&e  Ae  fwr  occasion ;  well  they  eye 

The  scattered  grain,  and  thievishly  resolved 

T*  escape  th^  nnpending  famine,  often  scared 

As  oft  return,  a  pert  voracious  kind. 

Clean  riddance  quickly  made,  one  only  caie 

Remains  to  each,  the  seardi  of  sunny  nook. 

Or  shed  impervious  to  the  blast    Resgn*d 

To  sad  necessity,  the  cock  foregoes 

His  wonted  strut ;  and,  wading  at  their  head 

With  well-consider*d  steps,  seems  to  resent 

His  altered  gait  and  statelincss  retrettch*d. 

How  find  the  myriads,  that  in  summer  cheer 

The  hiQs  and  valleys  with  their  ceaseless  soi^. 

Due  sustenance,  or  where  subsist  they  now  ? 

Earth  yidds  them  nought;  th'imprison'dwown  is  safe 

Beneath  the  ftozen  dod ;  all  seeds  of  herbs 

Lie  oover*d  dose ;  and  beny-besring  thoma. 

That  feed  the  thrush  (whatever  some  suppose). 

Afford  the  smaller  jtainstrds  no  supply. 

The  bng  protracted  rigour  of  the  year 

Thins  all  weir  num*]!ous  flocks.   In  chinks  «nd  hols» 

Ten  thousand  seek  an  linmoksted  end. 

As  instinct  prompts ;  sdf- buried  efe  thef  die. 

The  very  rooks  and  daws  forsake  the  fieldf. 

Where  ndtfier  grub,  nor  root,  nor  eai1ii-ntit«  now 

Repays  thdr  labour  more ;  and  perch*d  akift 

By  the  wayade,  or  staUdng  in  the  pa&. 

Lean  pensioners  upon  the  trav'ller's  tntk. 

Pick  up  their  nauseous  dde,  thougih  sweet  to  t}t«a» 

Of  voided  pulse  or  half-digested  grain. 

The  streams  are  lost  amid  the  splendid  blank, 

0*erwhelming  all  distincfeieD.    On  the  floods 

Indurated  and  flz*d,  the  sno^  weight 

lies  undissolved ;  while  sSendy  benei^» 
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And  iinperetiT'd,  lihe  cunnt  ttealf  awaj. 

Ko^  so  where,  Momful  of  a  check,  it  leqpi 

Thd  xniUdam,  dashes  on  the  restl^  wheel, 

And  wantons  in  the  pebbly  gulf  below  i 

No  frost  can  bind  it  there ;  its  utmost  foroe 

Can  but  arrest  the  light  and  smoky  mist. 

That  in  its  fall  the  liquid  sheet  throws  wide. 

And  see  where  it  has  hung  th*  embroider*d  banks 

With  ibnns  so  various,  that  no  pow*za  of  art. 

The  pencil  or  the  pen,  may  trace  the  scene  1 

Here  glitt'ring  turrets  rise,  upbearing  hidb 

(Fantastic  misarrangement !)  on  the  roof 

Lazse  growth  of  wlut  may  seem  the  sparkling  treea 

And  arniibs  of  fairy  land.    The  crystal  drops. 

That  trickle  down  the  branches,  fast  oongeal*d. 

Shoot  into  pillars  of  pellucid  length, 

And  prop  the  pile  they  but  adom*d  before. 

Here  grotto  within  grotto  safe  defies 

The  sunbeam ;  there,  embossM  and  fretted  wikl. 

The  powin^  wonder  takes  a  thousand  shapes 

Oqpncioas,  m  which  fancy  seeks  in  vain 

The  likeness  of  some  object  seen  before. 

Thus  Nature  works  as  iif  to  mock  at  Art, 

And  in  defiuice  of  her  rival  pow*rs ; 

Bj  these  fortuitous  and  random  strokes 

Performing  such  inimitaUe  feats* 

Am  she  wim  aU  her  rules  can  never  reach. 

Less  worthy  of  applause,  though  more  admired. 

Because  a  novelty,  the  work  of  man, 

Imperial  mistress  of  the  ftir*cbid  Ruas, 

Thy  most  magnificent  and  migh^  freak. 

The  wonder  of  the  North.    No  finest  foil. 

When  thou  wouldtt  build;  no  quarry  sent  its  stores 

T*  enrich  thy  walls :  but  thou  didst  hew  the  floods* 

And  make  thy  marble  of  the  glassy  wa^'e. 

In  such  a  palace  Aristssus  found 

Cyrene,  when  he  bore  the  plaintive  tale 

Of  his  lost  bees  to  her  maternal  ear: 

In  such  a  palace  Poetry  might  place 

The  armory  of  Winter)  wl^nia  troops. 


The  g^oonxy  diniAt^  €B4'W(»poiUi>  aMovy  flkei>  ' 
Skin-pittic^Da^infley,  bkBBOtn-bruisiiig  hul. 
And  8D0W,  &ft>oftoi  blinds  the  tniT*ner^s  eoune* 
And  wraps  him  in  an  tmexj^eded  tomb. 
Silently  as  a  dicam  the  fabric  rose ; 
Na  aonnd  of  hammer  or  of  saw  was  there  s 
Ice  upon  ioe,  the  weU-adjusted  parts 
Were  loon  oonjoin^d«  nor  other  eement  ask*d 
Than  water  intetftis^d  to  make  them  one* 
Lamps  giaceftilly  disposed,  and  of  all  faaes, 
mumin^d  er'iy  side :  a  wat*ry  light 
Gleamed  through  the  dear  transparency,  that  seemM 
Another  moon  new  lis^n,  or  meteor  fiul*n 
From  Heav*n  to  Earth,  oi  lambent  flame  serene. 
So  stood  the  brittle  prodigy ;  though  smoodi 
And  slipp'iy  the  materials,  yet  frostboimd 
Firm  as  a  rock.     Nor  wanted  aught  within, 
Tliat  royal  residence  mig^t  wdl  befit. 
For  grandeur  or  for  use.    Long  wary  wreadis 
Of  flow'rs,  that  fear*d  no  enemy  but  warmth. 
Blushed  on  the  pannds.    Mirror  needed  none 
Where  all  was  vitreous ;  but  in  order  due 
Convivial  table  and  commodious  seat 
(WhatseemM  at  least  commodious  seat)  were  Acve; 
SofiE^  and  coudi,  and  high-built  throne  augusL 
The  same  lubridty  was  found  in  all. 
And  all  was  moist  to  the  warm  toudi ;  a  scene 
Of  evanescent  ^kny,  once  a  stream. 
And  soon  to  slide  mto  a  stream  acain. 
Alas !  'twas  but  a  mortifying  str&e 
Of  undesigned  severity,  that  glanc*d 
(Made  by  a  monarch)  on  her  own  estate. 
On  human  ^itandeur  and  the  courts  of  kinga. 
^was  transient  in  its  nature,  as  in  show 
'Twas  durable ;  as  worthless,  as  it  8eem*d 
Intrinsically  predous ;  to  the  fbot 
Treadi'rous  and  fake ;  it  smiled,  and  it  was  toUL 
Great  princes  have  great  playthings.     Some  have 
play*d 
At  hewing  mountains  into  men,  and  some 
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At  MUiQg  Smmaa  nondata  imwimbiAigh^ 
Some  lunre  amuft'd  the  diiU«  nd  ytan  cf  ItfBit 
<U£p  apeot  in  indolfiire>  and  thcMfsM  sad). 
With  gchemeg  of  nuNUime&tal  £aafk»i  and  aonght 
Br  pyramids  and  mauinilcan  pomp, 
SbortliT*d  themBdrcf,  t*  immortalise  tkric  booet. 
SoDie  leek  divenion  in  the  tented  fidd« 
And  make  the  sorows  of  mankind  Ihrir  aport 
But  war*8  a  guna,  which,  wcte  their  aublects  viie, 
Kingaiboold  not  pli^  at.    Nations  would  do  wdl 
T*  extort  their  tzuncheons  fiom  the  puny  hands 
Of  heroes,  whose  infirm  and  babjr  minds 
Are  gratified  with  mischief;  ana  who  tpaH^ 
Beomse  men  suffer  it,  their  toy  the  Wodd. 

When  Babel  was  confimnded,  and  the  great 
Confed^ncj^  of  projectors,  wild  and  vain. 
Was  qdit  mto  divernty  of  tongues. 
Then,  as  a  shepherd  separates  his  flock, 
These  to  the  upland,  to  the  valley  those, 
God  drave  asunder,  and  assigned  their  lot 
To  an  the  nations.    Ample  was  the  boon 
He  gave  them,  in  its  dismbution  ftir 
And  equal ;  and  he  bade  them  dwell  in  peace. 
Peaos  was  awhile  their  care:  they  ploughed  and  sowM, 
And  r6ap*d  their  plenty  without  grudge  or  strifiB. 
But  violence  ean  never  longer  sleep. 
Than  Hip'ft*^  passions  plgase.    In  ev*ry  heait 
Are  sown  the  sparks  that  kindle  fiery  war; 
Occasion  needs  but  fim  them,  and  they  Uaize. 
Cain  had  alreadv  ihed  a  biodier*s  Idood  i 
The  deluge  wash*d  it  out ;  but  kft  unqncnch*d 
The  seeds  of  murder  in  the  breast  of  man. 
fkxm  by  a  righteous  judgment  in  the  line 
Of  his  desrfiuling  progeny  was  found 
The  first  artifioer  of  death;  theafarewd 
Contriver,  who  first  sweated  at  the  forpe. 
And  l(n»*d  the  blunt  and  yet  unbloodied  steel 
To  a  keen  edge,  and  made  it  bright  for  war. 
Him,  Tubal  nam*d,  the  Vulcan  of  old  times. 
The  sword  and  iakhion  their  inventor  daim ; 
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And  the  fint  ttnith  «»8  the  fisit  nawd'rar^s  awu 

His  art  nimv'd  the  wate» ;  and  «r  longt 

When  man.  wa»  multiplied  and  spread  al&oad 

In  tribes  and  dans,  and  bad  begun  to  call 

These  meadows  and  that  range  of  hills  his  own» 

The  tasted  sweets  of  pnqper^  begat 

Desire  of  more,  and  industry  in  some* 

T'  unprove  and  cultivate  their  just  demcaie* 

Made  others  covet  what  they  saw  so  fiur. 

Thus  wars  began  on  eatth  i  these  fought  for  spoils 

And  those  in  self-defence.    Savage  at  first 

The  onset,  and  irregular.    At  le^th 

One  eminent  above  the  rest  for  strength* 

For  stratagem*  for  courage,  or  for  all. 

Was  chosen  leader ;  him  they  serv'd  in  war. 

And  him  in  peace,  for  sake  of  warlike  deeds 

ReverencM  no  less.   Who  could  with  him  ooo^^are  ? 

Or  who  so  worthy  to  control  themselves. 

As  he,  whose  prowess  had  subdu'd  their  Ibes  ? 

Thus  war,  afibrding  field  for  the  display 

Of  virtue,  made  one  diief,  whom  times  of  peace. 

Which  have  their  exigencies  too,  and  call 

For  skill  in  government,  at  length  made  king. 

King  was  a  name  too  proud  for  man  to  wear 

With  modesty  and  meekness ;  and  the  crown* 

So  dazzling  in  their  eyes,  who  set  it  on. 

Was  sure  t*  intoxicate  the  brows  it  bound* 

It  is  the  abject  property  of  most. 

That,  being  pajn:el  of  die  common  mass* 

And  destitute  of  means  to  raise  themselves* 

They  sink,  and  settle  lower  than  thCT  need. 

They  know  not  what  it  is  to  feel  within 

A  camptehcnsive  fiiculty,  that  grasps 

Great  purposes  with  ease,  that  turns  and  widda 

Almost  without  an  effiirt,  plans  too  vast 

For  their  conception,  whidi  they  cannot  move. 

Conscious  of  impotence  they  «oon  grow  drunk 

With  gating,  when  they  see  an  aUe  man 

Step  forth  to  notice :  and,  besotted  thus. 

Build  him  a  pedestal,  and  say,  *  Stand  there* 
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'  And  be  ou^  idttiintioti  and  our  yrtSBtL* 
They  loill  themsdves  before  hhn  in  the  dttt, 
Then  most  deserving  in  their  own  aoeonat. 
When  mocft  extravagant  in  his  applMise, 
As  if  exalting  him  mey  ndsM  themaehres. 
Thus  by  dc;^ees,  sdf-cheaced  of  ihrir  sound 
And  sober  judgment,  that  he  is  but  man. 
They  demideify  and  finne  him  so« 
That  in  due  season  he  forgets  it  toot 
Inflated  and  astmt  with  sdf-oonoeit. 
He  gulps  tfie  windy  diet ;  and  eie  long. 
Adopting  their  mistake,  profoundly  tfamln 
The  World  was  made  in  vain,  if  not  for  him. 
Thenceforth  they  are  his  cattle ;  drudges,  bom 
To  bear  his  burthens,  drawing  in  his  gean. 
And  sweating  in  his  service,  his  capriee 
BeoGimes  the  soul  that  animates  them  alL 
He  deems  a  thousand,  or  ten  thousand  lives. 
Spent  in  the  purdiase  of  renown  for  him. 
An  easy  reckoning ;  and  they  think  tiie  same. 
Thus  kings  were  first  invented,  and  thus  longs 
Were  burnish'd  into  heroes,  and  became 
The  arbiters  of  this  terraqueous  swamp ; 
Storks  among  frogs,  that  nave  but  crMk*daaddied> 
Strange,  that  such  foQy,  as  lifts  bloated  man 
To  eminence  fit  only  for  a  god. 
Should  ever  drivel  out  of  human  lips, 
£*en  in  the  cradled  weakness  of  the  World ! 
Still  stranger  mudi,  that  when  at  length  mankind 
Had  reached  the  sinewy  firmness  of  their  youth. 
And  could  discriminate  and  argue  well 
On  subjects  more  mysterious,  Uiey  were  yet 
Babes  in  the  cause  of  freedom,  and  shoidd  ftar 
And  quake  before  the  gods  tfaemsdves  had  made  t 
But  above  measure  strange,  that  neither  proof 
Of  sad  experience,  nor  examples  set 
By  some,  whose  patriot  virtue  has  prevailed. 
Can  even  ndw,  when  they  are  grown  mature 
In  wisdnn,  and  with  philosopMc  deeds 
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PamHiarV  «vve  f  entalidpale  the  R«t ! 

Siidi  diip6t  8X6  men  to  cnstoiny  snd  fo  |ikiIic 

To  rev'renoe  what  n  ancittt,  apod  can  plead 

A  oouiM  €ff  Img  obsofVHiice  for  its  tisey 

That  evea  wrvitiide,  the  wont  of  iOs, 

Beeaiue  dd^rer'd  down  from  she  to  Km, 

Is  kept  and  guarded  as  a  sacred  thing. 

But  is  it  fit,  or  can  it  bear  the  shock 

Of  rationsl  discussion,  that  a  man. 

Compounded  and  nude  up  like  other  men 

Of  elements  tomultaoas,  m  whom  hist 

And  folly  in  as  ample  measure  meet. 

As  in  the  bosoms  of  die  slaves  he  rules. 

Should  be  a  despot  absolute,  and  boast 

Himself  the  only  freeman  of  his  land  ? 

Should,  when  he  pleases,  and  on  whom  he  will. 

Wage  war,  with  any  or  with  no  pretence 

Of  provocation  giv*n,  or  wrong  sustain'd. 

And  force  the  beggarly  last  doit  by  means. 

That  his  own  humour  dictates,  from  the  chitdi 

Of  Poverty,  that  thus  he  may  procure 

His  thounnds,  weary  of  penurious  life, 

A  splendid  opportunity  to  die  ? 

Say  y^,  who  (witii  less  prudence  than  of  oJd 

Jotham  ascribM  to  his  assembled  trees 

In  politic  convention)  put  your  trust 

I*  &'  shadow  of  a  bramble,  and  recBnM 

In  fimded  peace  beneath  his  dangerous  br^di. 

Rejoice  in  him,  and  celebrate  his  sway. 

Where  find  ye  pasdve  fortitude  ?  Whence  springi 

Your  self-denying  zeal,  that  holds  it  good. 

To  stroke  Ae  middy  grievance,  and  to  lumg 

His  thorns  wim  streamers  of  oondntud  praise  ? 

We  too  are  ftiends  to  loyalty.    We  love 

The  kmg,  who  loves  the  law,  respects  his  bounds. 

And  Migns  content  within  them :  him  we  serve 

Freely  and  with  ddight,  who  leaves  us  free : 

But  reooDeeting  still  that  he  is  mail. 

We  trust  him  not  tno  far.    King  though  he  be. 
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And  king  in  Rpglanri  too.  ha  nugr  b^  .^rspW   v 

And  vain  enough  to  be  ambitious  stiQi  .  . 

May  exerdse  amiss  his  proper  pow^is* 

Or  covet  more  than  &e^en  d^ose  to  giant: 

Beyond  that  mark  is  treason.     He  is  ours, 

T*  administer,  to  guard,  t*  adorn,  the  state. 

But  not  to  warp  or  change  it.    We  aw  his. 

To  serve  him  nobly  in  the  common  cause, 

True  to  the  death,  but  not  to  be  his  slaves. 

Mark  now  the  difTrenoe,  ye  that  boast  your  Iov« 

Of  kings,  between  your  loyalty  and  ours. 

We  love  the  man,  the  paltry  pageant  you : 

We  the  diief  patron  of  the  commonw^th. 

You  the  regardless  author  of  its  woes : 

We  finr  the  sake  of  liber^  a  king. 

You  chains  and  bondage  for  a  tyrants  sake. 

Our  love  is  principle,  and  has  its  root 

In  reason,  is  judicious,  manly,  firee ; 

Yours,  a  blind  instinct,  crouches  to  the  rod. 

And  licks  the  foot  that  treads  it  in  the  dust. 

Were  kingship  as  true  treasure  as  it  seems. 

Sterling,  and  worthy  of  a  wise  man*s  wish. 

I  would  not  be  a  kmg  to  be  beloved 

Causeless,  and  daubed  with  undisceming  pcaise. 

Where  love  is  mere  attachment  to  the  throne, 

Not  to  the  man,  who  fills  it  as  he  ought. 

Whose  freedom  is  by  sufiTrance,  and  at  will 
Of  a  superior,  he  is  never  free. 
Who  lives,  and  is  not  weaiy  of  a  life 
E3qpo6*d  to  manacles,  deserves  them  welL 
The  state,  that  strives  for  liberty,  though  fixil*d. 
And  forced  to  abandon  what  she  bravely  aoug^ 
Deserves  at  least  applause  for  her  attonpt. 
And  pity  for  her  lo».     But  that*s  a  cause 
Not  often  unsuccessful :  pow'r  usurped 
Is  weakness  when  opposed  ;  conscious  of  wrong, 
'Tis  pusillanimous  and  prone  to  flight. 
But  slaves,  that  once  conceive  the  glowing  thought 
Of  freedom,  in  that  hope  itself  possess 
All  that  tlie  contest  calls  for ;  spirit,  strength. 


«rihe  good  thej 


To  FoBoe  dun  aD  ber  loBo  and  deftals» 

Old  or  offater  dale,  Iqr  am  or  knd, 

ITii  tmiiir  rftiwriy,  wnrir  tliin  ihit  nf  olil 

Wfakb  God  aicBsM  on  Phamdi— the  Bastflle. 

Te  land  tov^  df  abode  of  Imkeii  hearts  ; 

To  diuigBaaa  md  je  cages  of  dc^air, 

niai  munaidu  have  aD|i|ified  from  age  to  age 

With  aaaBCt  aDdi  as  soils  thdr  sovVeign  ears* 

Hie  i^^  and  grosns  of  mnetabfe  men  I 

lime's  not  an  En^idi  heart  that  vonld  not  leap 

TobsBrtfaatTewereftn^natlast;  toknofv 

Tliat  e*en  oar  cpfrairs,  so  oft  cnqplojM 

In  foeyiy  chawH  fix  us*  Acwmcjvcs  woe  fieeii 

For  he«  who  vahies  I jbeity«  """^F'^fit 

His  zeal  fiir  her  |Hed<aninancft  widiin 

No  nanow  boonds ;  her  canae  ei^sages  hhn 

Wherever  pleaded.     Tis  die  csuse  o£  maik 

Hiere  dwell  die  most  fiodom  of  fanmanldnd, 

Immot'd  dioagh  miaocns*d«  oondenm'd  untiiada 

Cmdl^  niar*d«  and  hopdess  of  escape. 

There,  like  die  visioDaij  emhkm  seen 

By  him  of  Babylon,  life  stands  a  stomp, 

And,  fiDetted  alMiat  with  hoops  of  brass, 

8tin  lives,  tfaou^  all  its  pleasant  boug^  are  gone. 

To  ooont  the  hour-beQ  and  expect  no  change  ; 

And  ever,  as  die  saOen  sound  is  heaidt 

Stin  to  reflect,  diat,  thoog^  a  joylns  note 

To  him,  whose  moments  all  have  one  duU  pace. 

Ten  thousand  rovers  in  the  world  at  large 

Account  it  music ;  that  it  summons  some 

To  theatre,  or  jocund  feast,  or  hall ; 

The  wearied  hireliog  finds  it  a  release 

From  labour ;  and  the  lover,  who  has  cdiid 

Its  long  delay,  feds  ev*ry  wdoome  strobe 

*  The  mfhor  hopes  that  he  shall  not  be  oemorcd  fbr  — ^ 
wannlh  mmn  to  intcnetfaig  a  subject.     He  is  a(«rai«,  that  U  i»  ^. 
■iinost  ftsmflmable  to  ati|piatize  tach  sentunento  as  no  better  than 
ty  dariamaMon ;  but  ft  is  an  iB  qrnvtom.  and  peeoliar  to 
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Upon  hia  hesrt^stnimi^  tienibiiiig  wUtk  defighU* 

To  fly  for  icf^  ftom  disttMtiiig  tbouf^t 

lb  Mch  anraBcawnto  as  mgebioui  wo 

ContriTes,  haid-thiftiiiff,  and  iritbout  htr  tooli  ■■■ 

To  read  engraveii  on  nie  moiildy  walla. 

In  8tagg*iuig  types,  his  predeoeBtor*B  talt^ 

A  sad  memoriiu,  and  sabjoin  his  ow&— 

To  turn  punreyor  to  an  orergorgM 

And  bloated  s^der,  till  the  pampered  pest 

Is  made  fiuniliar,  watches  his  approach, 

Comee  at  his  call,  and  serves  hnn  for  a  ftiend— 

To  wear  out  time  in  numb*nng  to  and  ho 

Ths  studs,  that  thick  emboss  ms  iron  door ; 

Then  downward  and  then  iqpward,  dien  aslant 

And  then  alternate ;  with  a  siddy  hope 

By  dint  of  change  to  give  his  tasteless  task 

Some  relish ;  tiU  the  sum,  exi^y  fbund 

In  an  directions,  he  begins  again*-* 

Oh  comfortless  existence !  hanm*d  around 

With  woes,  which  who  that  mfSen  would  not  kned 

And  beg  for  exile,  or  the  pangs  of  death  P 

That  man  should  thus  encroach  on  fUllow  man. 

Abridge  him  of  his  just  and  native  rights, 

Eradicate  him,  tear  him  from  his  hold 

Upon  th*  endeannents  of  domestic  life 

And  sodal,  nip  his  iruitfulness  and  use. 

And  doom  hin<  for  perhaps  a  heedless  word 

To  barrenness,  and  st^tude,  and  tears. 

Moves  indignation,  makes  the  name  of  king 

(Of  king  whom  such  prerogative  can  pleaae) 

As  dreMful  as  the  Manicfaean  god 

Ador'd  througli  fear,  strong  only  to  destroy. 

*Tis  liberty  alone  that  gives  the  flow'r 
Of  fleeting  life  its  lustre  and  perflmie ; 
And  we  are  weeds  without  it    All  eonstraint, 
Exo^t  what  wisdom  lays  on  evil  men, 
la  evil:  hurts  the  faculties,  impedes 
Their  progress  in  the  road  of  science ;  blind* 
The  eyesidtt  of  Discovery ;  and  bmets. 
In  those  mat  sufiar  it,  a  s<adid  mind^ 
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To  be  die  tennt  of  mai*s  noble  fimi. 

Thee  thnduie  stOl,  bbmerathy  as  tfaoa  ait, 

Widi  an  tlij  km  of  cfupiie,  and  dsoi^  sqaee7*d 

By  pnbhc  tsogeofct,  dD  annual  fiiod 

Paiis  fior  die  oaring  bnnger  of  die  state, 

Tliee  I  acooait  sdll  hspfvy,  and  die  dnef 

Amflpg  die  nations,  seong  dioa  art  fiee  ; 

M  J  native  nook  of  caitfa !  ^ij  cfine  is  mde* 

Beplcte  vidi  vapoms,  and  din|ioaps  miicJi 

An  faeaits  to  SKDMss,  and  none  moR  dian  mine  s 

ndne  imadnk'nte  manncn  are  less  soft 

And  planwhlp  than  social  Kfe  lequinat. 

And  tiioa  hast  need  of  disc^line  and  art. 

To  gjive  thee  vfaat  poBtpr  FianoB  leoavos 

Fiom  natnv^s  IwuntjF— diat  famnane  address 

And  sweeOiesB,  widiont  idddi  no  pleasure  is 

In  eoDvcne,  cidur  starv'd  by  aM  raseive, 

Ot  flndi'd  widi  liaoe  dispiilff,  a  stpsclcjs  bowL 

Yet  being  fiee  I  love  diee :  far  die  aske 

Of  diat  one  featnre  can  be  wcfl  oonteot, 

Dngnc^d  as  tlioQ  hast  been,  poor  as  thoa  an. 

To  seek  no  snbfamaiy  rest  boide. 

But,  onoe  cnsla^v'd,  nsevdl !  I  coaU  endure 


no  vtierepaticntF^;  and  chains  at  home, 
l¥here  I  am  fiee  b?  biidiri|^t,  not  at  alL 
Tlicn  vfaat  were  len  of  roo^mess  in  die  gnin 
Of  Bnddi  natdres,  wanting  its  ezcare 
That  it  bdongi  to  fiecmen,  would  diagost 
And  diock  me.    I  shoold  dicn  widi  doable  pain 
Fed  an  die  ligour  of  div  fidJe  dime  ; 
And,  if  I  must  bewail  die  Mi  wring  kst. 
For  wUdh  our  Hampdens  and  oar  Sidneys  Ued, 
I  would  at  least  bewail  it  nnder  skies 
Milder,  among  a  people  less  austere ; 
In  scenes,  wfaidi,  hsving  never  known  me  five. 
Would  not  reproadi  me  widi  the  ioas  I  fidt. 
Do  I  findlKide  impossible  events. 
And  tremble  at  vain  dreams  ?  HeaVn  grant  I  may  I 
But  die  age  of  virtuous  politicB  is  past. 
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And  we  wt^.  dnep  m  iimt  ct  CBid  ynHoMBd, 
FWaoto  ore  gicim  too  dnewd  to  be  snooe* 
And  we  trowjae  totinatdian.    Hediittokei 
Deop  in  Ins  loft  aedali^  the  ttaanap 
I>eagn*d  bj  load  dedaimaf  on  the  pKt 
Oil&atft  dMnuehcs  the  sfaiTes  of  loat, 
Incnn  drriiann  for  hii  cmj  ftitfa. 
And  lack  of  knowledge,  and  with  caoae  enoogh : 
For  when  was  public  viitue  to  be  fimnd* 
Where  private  was  not  ?  Can  he  lore  the  whole* 
Who  loves  no  part?  He  be  a  nation*s  fiiend. 
Who  is  in  tram  the  friend  of  no  man  dioe  ? 
Can  he  be  sucnaoos  in  his  eoimtiy's  erase. 
Who  sli^^  the  diarities>  for  whose  dear  sake 
That  eoontiy,  if  aft  all*  most  be  beknr'd  ? 

*Tis  dieiii£ire  sober  and  good  men  an  sad 
For  Endand*s  ^aj*  seeing  it  wax  pak 
And  aiddy*  whue  her  champions  wear  their  hearts 
So  loose  to  prirate  dnty,  tfai^  no  brain* 
Healthibl  and  nndistoib^d  by  fiwtious  fumes* 
Can  dream  them  trusty  to  me  gen*ziJ  weaL 
Sudi  were  not  they  of  old*  whose  tempered  blades 
Dineis'd  the  nhaAlfii  of  nsinp*d  oonlnl* 
And  hew*d  them  link  from  link ;  then  Albion's  sons 
Were  sons  ii^eed ;  they  ftlt  a  filial  heart 
Beat  hig^  within  them  at  a  mother's  wxongs ; 
And*  duning  each  in  his  domestic  sphere* 
Shone  brighter  still*  once  call'd  to  puUie  view. 
Tis  ther^xe  many*  whose  sequestet'd  kit 
Forbids  their  intSEfrmioe,  loolang  on, 
Antic^iate  peifbroe  some  dire  event ; 
And,  seem^  the  old  castle  of  the  state* 
That  pranns'd  once  more  finnness*  so  asssilMt 
That  all  its  tempest-beaten  torrels  shake» 
Stsnd  motionless  expectants  of  its  fidL 
AH  has  its  date  bdow ;  the  fiital  hour 
Was  registered  in  Heav'n  ere  time  began. 
We  turn  to  dust,  and  all  our  mightiest  woiks 
Die  too :  the  deep  foundatkms  that  we  lay, 
Thne  ploo^  them  up*  and  not  a  trace  remains. 

2g 
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Wc  imiln  vidi  vtaft  wc  dsiB  cttml  fflc«  ? 

And  in  die  dnst,  sAed  Mid  ifiiliM  wt  VaiD, 

Bui  dme  k  Yct  a  Ubutji,  miiMing 
By  poets,  and  bv  semlon  mpms  v^ 
WUdi  iiwiiTfhs  oBDot  gDBt,  Dor  aD  die  pow*»s 
9i  eanh  md  mu  coafisd  laftey  take  away  : 
Jl  fibntTy  vniui  pfiaBnwtwn^  uaud^ 
OinRHMBv  laiiMii,  liawt  m  povnr  to  niid« 
Wlncli  vlmo  lartfi  en  be  cndaT  d  no  inoBb 
Tis  fiborty  cf  heart  duiv'd  frani  Hcav^, 
Bma^bit  vidi  His  blood,  vfao  gBf«  k  to  mankind. 
And  KsTdvidi  die  snK  token.    ItishcU 
Bj  chartnr,  and  diat  riiaitrr  naBflaai^d  sme 
jsj^  in  nBBi^eacnaHe  ana  aarnu  oain 
And  pramse  €■  a  Goda    ^Biolnerpfts 
All  bear  die  nyil  slanpi,  diat  ipeaks  tficni  bis. 
And  are  angost ;  baft  dns  tianaoends  llieui  alL 
His  odicr  wnks,  die  Tiaible  dwplay 
Of  aH-cieatii^  encigj  md  BE^ht, 
Ar  grand  no  dodbt,  and  vnidiy  of  fne  viied« 
Tint,  frWKng  an  iiili  iiniiiil Jf  nmfi 
Unoocopied,  bas  Wd  die  void  to  vcD, 
And  made  to  spaiUing  what  was  dtok  befiiie. 
But  dnw  are  not  bis  ^iorf.    Man,  "tis  tme^ 
Smit  widi  die  beaiUy  of  to  ikir  a  scene, 
^dffA  wdl  suppoto  ui  aitiDCcr  divme 
Meant  it  etannl,  bad  he  not  bimsdf 
PranooncM  it  transient,  ^toeiom  to  it  n. 
And,  still  designing  a  more  doriom  6r, 
Doom*d  it  to  insaflBdcnt  ftr  his  praiB& 
ThcM  thcfdbre  are  oceasknal,  and  pass  $ 
Fonn'd  for  die  ouniutatiou  of  die  ftol, 
Whow  lying  heart  disputes  against  a  God ; 
^Int  oflioe  serr'd,  diey  most  be  swept  snray. 
Not  to  the  labours  <^ his  love:  diey  dime  --f 

In  odier  heay*ns  dian  theto  that  we  bdtokU 
Andfiubnot  Tliere  is  Paradire  that  feani 
No  fevftitare,  and  of  its  fruits  he  sends 
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Large  prelibaftkm  oft  io  wonts  below* 
Of  these  the  fint  in  order,  and  the  pledge^ 
And  confident  assuiance  of  the  rest* 
Is  liberty  ;  a  flight  into  his  anas. 
Ere  yet  mortality's  fine  threads  give  way* 
A  dear  escape  from  tyrannizing  litst» 
And  full  immonity  from  penal  wo. 

Chains  are  the  portion  of  revolted  man* 
Stripes,  and  a  dungeon ;  and  his  bodr  serves 
The  triple  purpose.     In  that  sickly*  md. 
Opprobrious  residenoe  he  finds  them  all. 
Propense  his  heart  to  idols,  he  is  hdld 
In  silly  doti^  on  created  things. 
Careless  of  their  Creator.    And  that  low 
And  sordid  gravitation  of  his  pow'rs 
To  a  vile  dod  so  draws  him,  with  sudi  force 
Resistless  from  the  centre  he  should  seek. 
That  he  at  last  fixgets  it.    All  his  hopes 
Tend  downward ;  his  ambition  is  to  smk. 
To  reach  a  depth  profounder  still,  and  stUI 
Profounder,  in  the  fifithomless  abyss 
Of  folly,  plunging  in  pursuit  of  death. 
But  ere  he  gain  £e  oomfortless  repose 
He  seeks,  and  acquiescence  of  his  soul 
In  Heav*n*renouncing  exile,  he  endures—  ^ 
What  does  he  not,  firan  lusts  opposed  in  vain. 
And  sdf-reproaching  oonsdence  ?  He  foresees 
The  fatal  iBsue  to  his  health,  fame,  peace. 
Fortune,  and  digmty  ;  the  loss  of  all 
That  can  ennoble  man,  and  make  frail  life. 
Short  as  it  is,  supportable.     Still  worse. 
Far  worse  than  all  the  plagues,  with  wfaidi  his  sins 
Infect  his  happiest  moments,  he  forebodea 
Ages  of  hopdesi  misery.     Future  death* 
And  death  stiU  future.     Not  a  hasty  stroke. 
Like  that  which  sends  him  to  the  dusty  grave ; 
But  unrepeakUe  enduring  death. 
Scripture  u  stfll  a  trumpet  to  his  fears : 
What  noDo  caa  prove  «  £atg*Ty  WMJ  be  true  4 
What  none  but  had  men  wish  exploded  must 


trani 


JLid  flior'd  die  caidi 

xo  Ratify  OK  BUDgS  CK  llli 

And  dodi  be  mMuJiMte,  snd  v31  lie 

*  The  «ae  of  lib  ovn  boontj  ? 
<  So  fiafl  a  kmd,  and  tfaen 

*  So  iliirt,  diet  leas  dun  pofect  most 

*  Pafadiood !  vlddi  vfaon  but  nspeds 

*  DMfaflnomt  God,  and  makes  a  dave  of  i 

*  Do  diejr  dieiiwl*!*,  whoundcxtakeftrliiie 

*  The  teacbcr't  office,  and  dkpone  at  kige 

*  Their  weddy  dole  of  edifying  stiains, 

*'  Attend  to  dicir  own  nmdc  ?  have  they  fii^ 

*  In  what  wtdi  sodi  Mkninity  of  tone 

*  And  gettUTB  diey  propoimd  to  onr  bcfief  ? 

*  Nmr—oonduct  ham  me  londert  tongue.   The  Tokt 

*  If  bnt  an  instnunent,  on  wfaldi  die  priert 

*  May  play  what  tune  he  pleaMi^    In  the  deed. 
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*  The  unequivoca]*  authentic  deed» 

*  We-find  sound  argument*  we  read  the  heart*  ' 

Such  reasonings  (if  that  naxne  must  needs  bcbng 
T*  excuses  in  which  reason  has  no  part) 
Senre  to  compose  a  qpirk  well  indinM* 
To  live  on  terms  oi'  amity  with  vice. 
And  Bin  without  disturbance.    Often  uxgM» 
^As  often  as  libidinous  discourse 
Exhausted,  he  resorts  to  solemn  themes 
Of  theological  and  ^ve  import) 
They  gain  «t  last  his  unreserved  assent ; 
Till,  hardenM  his  heart's  temper  in  the  forge 
Of  lust,  and  on  the  anvil  of  despair, 
H  e  slights  the  strokes  of  conscience.   Nothing  movei^ 
Or  noming  much,  his  constancy  in  ill ; 
Vain  tampering  has  but  fostered  his  disease ; 
'Iris  desperate,  and  he  sleeps  the  deep  of  death* 
Haste  now,  philosopher,  and  set  him  free. 
Charm  the  deaf  serpent  wisely.    Make  him  hear 
Of  rectitude  and  fimess,  moral  truth 
How  lovely,  and  the  moral  sense  how  sure* 
Consulted  and  obey'd,  to  guide  his  steps 
Directly  to  the^Sr^^  and  only  fair. 
Spare  not  in  such  a  cause.    Spend  all  the  pow*n 
0£  rant  and  rhapsody  in  virtue's  praise : 
Be  most  sublimely  good,  verbosely  grand. 
And  with  poetic  trappings  grace  thy  proae* 
Till  it  outmantle  all  the  pride  of  verse.— 
Ah,  tinkling  cymbal,  and  hi^-sounding  braasy 
Smitten  in  vain  !  such  music  cannot  cfaaim 
The  eclipse,  that  intercepts  truth's  heav'nly  beam» 
And  chills  and  darkens  a  wide-wand'ring  souL 
The  MtUl  tmaU  voice  is  wunted.    He  must  speak. 
Whose  word  leaps  finrth  at  once  to  its  effect  \ 
Who  calls  for  things  that  are  not,  and  they  come. 

Grace  makes  the  slave  a  freeman.    'Tis  a  change^.. 
'^hsiK  turns  to  ridicule  the  turgid  speech 
And  stately  tone  of  moralists,  who  boast, 
As  if«  like  him  of  fabulous  renown, 

tGi 
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An  OipbeoB,  and  onm^otoit  in  song 
But  tianifennalkB  of  apostale  man 
Fram  fiMil  to  wise,  finn  onlfaly  to  i 
Is  woik  for  Him  that  made  him.     He  akne» 
And  he  bf  means  in  pfaibsopldc  ^es 
Tmial  and  vordij  of  disdain*  adnievcs 
The  vcmder;  homamzing  what  ishnite 
In  the  lost  kbkU  eztncting  fiom  the  lips 
Of  a^  their  fcnom,  OTopow^nng  strengA 
B J  vcakncsB,  and  hoatOirf  by  love. 

Patziols  hare  tail*d«  and  in  their  ooimtzy*s  cause 
Bled  noUj  ;  and  their  deeds,  as  they  deserve, 
Beeeive  prood  reuumpcnse.    We  give  in  diaig^ 
Their  names  to  ^  sweet  lyre.    Th*  historic  muse. 
Proud  of  the  tieasine,  maidies  with  it  down 
To  ktest  times  ;  and  Scn^tme,  in  her  torn. 
Gives  hood  in  stone  and  enx-dxaang  brass 
To  guard  diem«  and  t'  immottalize  her  trust : 
But  finber  vrreaths  are  due,  thou^  never  paid. 
To  diose,  who,  pasted  at  die  shrine  of  Truth, 
Have  fidl*n  in  her  defiaioe.    A  patriot's  hlood* 
Wdl  spent  in  sodi  a  strife,  may  earn  indeed. 
And  for  a  time  cnsoie,  to  his  lov'd  land 
The  sweeti  of  fiber^  and  equal  htws  ; 
But  mar^is  strugg^  for  a  blister  prize. 
And  win  it  vndi  more  pain.    Their  blood  is  shed 
In  cunflmiation  of  the  noiUest  chdm. 
Our  daim  to  feed  upon  immortal  trudi. 
To  walk  widi  God,  to  be  diving  fitee. 
To  soar,  and  to  anticipate  the  does. 
Yet  few  remember  them.    They  1iv*d  unknown. 
Tin  Penecution  dnggM  them  into  feme. 
And  chas*d  them  up  to  Heav'n.    Tlieir  ashes  flew 
—No  maiUe  tells  us  whither.    With  their  names 
No  bard  embalros  and  sanctifies  his  song  : 
And  history,  so  wann  on  meaner  diemes. 
Is  oold  on  this.    She  execrates  indeed 
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The  tynoBTt  that  doom'd  than  to  ifac  fiie^ 
But  gives  the  glatioiu  suff'ien  little  pniift* 

He  is  the  freeman,  whom  the  truth  makes  fine* 
And  an  are  sUres  boides.    There's  not  a  cfaaoiy 
That  hellish  foes,  confederate  for  his  harm* 
Can  wind  around  him,  but  he  casts  it  off. 
With  as  much  ease  as  Sampson  his  green  withes. 
He  looks  abroad  into  the  varied  field 
Of  nature,  and  though  |ioor  perhaps,  oompar'd 
With  those  whose  mansums  glitter  in  his  aght» 
Calls  the  deli^^tfid  scen'ry  aU  his  own. 
HIb  are  the  mountains,  and  the  valleys  his. 
And  the  resplendent  rivers :  his  t*  enjoy 
With  a  propriety  that  none  can  fod. 
But  who,  with  filial  confidence  inspired. 
Can  lift  to  Heav'n  an  unpresumptuons  qre. 
And  smiling  saj*-*  My  nther  made  them  all  1' 
Are  they  not  his  by  a  peculiar  right. 
And  by  an  emphasis  of  interest  mis. 
Whose  eye  they  fill  with  tears  of  holy  joy. 
Whose  heart  with  praise,  and  whose  euited  mind 
With  worthy  thoughts  of  that  unwearied  love. 
That  planned,  and  built,  and  still  upholds,  a  world 
So  ck4fa*d  wiUi  beauty  for  rebellious  man  ? 
Yes — je  may  fiU  your  gamers,  ye  that  lei^ 
The  loaded  soil,  and  ye  may  waste  much  good 
In  senseleas  riot ;  but  ye  will  not  find 
In  feast,  or  in  the  chase,  in  song  or  danoe, 
A  liberty  like  his,  who,  unimp»ch*d 
Of  usurpation,  and  to  no  man*s  wrong. 
Appropriates  culture  as  his  Father*s  work* 
And  has  a  richer  use  of  yours  than  you. 
He  is  indeed  a  freeman.    Free  by  birth 
Of  no  mean  dty ;  plann*d  or  ere  the  hills 
Were  built,  the  fountains  openM,  or  the 
Widi  all  his  roaring  multitude  of  waves. 
His  freedom  is  the  same  in  ev*ry  state ; 
And  no  condition  of  this  changeful  life. 
So  manifold  in  cares,  whose  ev*ry  day 
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AofDMUk  dqrsdf  vidi  God*  n  loou  tti  iililht  tiitf 
HiB'varics»    Admitttd  CDce  to  Ins  cmfanoev 
llun  diak  pcRxive  dtot  dioa  vait  blmd  befcce : 
Thine  ^e  ^bD  be  kmractod  ;  and  dune  heut 
Made  pme  dan  ididi*  vith  dnrine  dcfig^ 
Tm  then  midUt*  vfaat  hnds  divine  have  «ioiigfai» 
Brates  gEBze  die  mountain-top,  with  fines  pniBCk 
And  eyes  intent  n|Kin  die  wcanty  huh 
It  jidds  diem  ;  «,  icomnbenk  on  ita  hnnr, 
Rmnxnale  hee^eB  of  die  scene  ontsfieed 
Bcneadi,  bcTOod*  and  stmdui^  fiur  away 
Fxdm  "friy^  unions  to  the  dwtant  "**"i 
Man  views  it,  and  admiics  ;  but  lests  content 
Widivhat  he  views.    The  hondsci^  has  his  pnuc. 
But  not  its  Author.    UnoBioeinM  who  fonn^d 
The  Paradise  he  sees*  he  finds  it  sndi. 
And,  sodi  wdl-pleas*d  to  find  it,  asks  no  more. 
Kotsothemind,  diaft has  been  touched  from  Heav% 
And  in  the  school  of  sacred  wisdom  tang^^. 
To  read  his  wonders,  in  whose  thou^t  the  Worid» 
Fair  as  it  is,  eodsted  ere  it  waSi 
Not  fior  its  pwn  sake  meielj,  but  fiv  his 
Much  more,  who  feshion^d  it,  he  pwes  it  pnise  ; 
Praise  that  from  Earth  resulting,  as  it  on^it. 
To  Eaith*s  acknowledg*d  Sov^reiga,  finds  at  ODoe 
Its  only  just  propiietor  in  Him. 
The  soul  that  sees  him,  ot  receives  sublimM 
New  faculties,  or  learns  at  least  t*  employ 
More  worthily  the  powers  she  own*d  be^Ke, 
Discerns  in  sH  things  what,  with  stupid  gaasa 
Of  igaoFsnce,  till  then  she  oyedook'dj 
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A  ny  of  heUv^Ug^t,  dUHaf^aD  AoniM 
TerresCiUI  in  the  vast  and  the  mfinute  ; 
The  unambiguous  ibotsteps  of  tiie  God, 
Who  fdva  its  histie  to  an  insect's  ning^ 
And  imeels  his  tlurone  upon  the  roDtng  wuridi. 
Much  eonvttsant  with  HeaT*ii,  she  oran  hidda 
With  those  fiiir  mimsten  of  li^  to  man. 
That  fin  the  skies  nightly  with  siknt  pomp. 
Sweet  conference.    Inquires  what  stnuns  were  they 
Wiih  whidi  Heav*n  nmg,  when  er'iy  star,  in  haste 
To  gratulate  the  new-craited  Eaidi, 
Sent  forth  a  voice,  and  all  the  sooi  of  God 
Shouted  Ibr  joy. — *  Tell  me,  ye  shining  hosts. 
That  nai^te  a  sea  that  knows  no  stonna. 
Beneath  a  vault  unsnUifd  with  a  doud. 
If  fiom  yonr  elevation,  whence  ye  view 
Distinctly  scenes  inviable  to  man. 
And  sjrstems,  of  whose  birth  no  tidings  yet 
Have  readiM  this  nedier  world,  ye  apy  a  race 
Favoured  as  ours ;  transgressors  from  the  womb. 
And  hasting  to  a  grave,  yet  doom*d  to  rise, 
And  to  possess  a  bri^ter  heav*n  than  yours  ? 
As  one,  who,  long  detain*d  on  foreign  shores. 
Pants  to  retorn,  and  when  he  sees  alar 
His  country's  weatber-bleach'd  and  batter*d  tooka^ 
From  the  green  wave  emerging,  darts  an  eye 
Radiant  with  joy  towards  the  happy  land ; 
So  I  with  uiimafed  hopes  behda. 
And  many  an  adnng  wish,  your  beamy  fires. 
That  show  like  beacons  in  the  bhie  abyss, 
Ordain*d  to  guide  th'  embodied  spirit  home 
From  toilsome  life  to  never-ending  rest. 
Lnve  kindles  as  I  gaze.    I  fed  desires. 
That  give  assurance  of  their  own  success. 
And  that,  infus'd  from  Heav*n,  must  thither  tend.* 
So  reads  he  nature,  whom  the  lamp  of  truth 
Illuminates    Thy  lamp,  mysterious  Word ! 
Which  whoso  sees  no  longer  wanders  lost. 
With  intellects  bemazM  in  endless  doubt. 
But  runs  the  road  of  wisdom.    Thou  hast  buih 
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Widi  means,  that  woe  not  till  hy  €bee  anploy*d, 

Waridsy  diat  had  never  been  ha&i  tfaoa  in  sbength 

Been  leat,  or  leas  benevolent  dian  stioi^ 

Tfaey  aie  thy  witncsBes,  who  speak  thy  pov^ 

And  goodnesB  infinite,  but  speak  in  eaza 

That  hear  not,  or  recehre  not  thdr  zeporL 

In  vain  thy  ucalmcs  testify  of  thee. 

Tin  tiioa  proclaim  thysdf.    Thein  is  indeed 

A  tfaidiing  voice ;  bat  *tis  the  praise  of  diine. 

That  idiom  it  teaches  it  makes  prompt  to  leam. 

And  with  the  boon  gives  talents  for  its  useu 

Tin  thou  art  heard,  imaginations  vain 

PoBBesB  the  heart,  and  fithles  fidse  as  HeD  ; 

Yet,  deem*d  orandar,  hue  down  to  death 

The  miinli9nn*d  and  heedless  souls  of  men. 

We  g^e  to  dianoe,  blind  diance,  ourselves  as  bfindf 

The  glory  of  thy  work  ;  which  yet  appears 

Perfect  and  miimpeachable  of  blame. 

Challenging  human  scrutiny,  and  prov'd 

Then  Wilful  most  when  most  severely  jiidg*d. 

But  dianoe  is  not ;  or  is  not  where  thcni  icign*st : 

Thy  providence  forbids  that  fickle  pow*r 

(If  pow*r  she  be,  that  works  but  to  confound) 

To  mix  her  wild  vagaries  wiAi  thy  laws. 

Yet  thus  we  dote,  refusing  while  we  can 

Instruction,  and  inventing  to  oursdves 

Gods  sudi  as  guilt  makes  wdeome ;  gods  that  deqpi 

Or  disregard  our  follies,  or  that  at 

AmusM  spectators  of  this  bustling  stages 

Thee  we  reject,  unaUe  to  abide 

Thy  purity,  till  pure  as  thou  art  pure. 

Made  such  by  thee,  we  love  thee  for  that  cause. 

For  which  we  shunn*d  and  hated  thee  before. 

Then  we  are  free.    Then  liberty,  like  day. 

Breaks  on  the  soul,  and  by  a  flash  from  Heav*n 

Fires  all  the  faculties  with  gknious  joy. 

A  voice  is  heard,  diat  mortal  ears  hear  not. 

Tin  thou  hast  touched  them ;  'tis  the  voice  of  song, 

A  loud  Hosanna  sent  from  iJl  thy  works  ; 

Whidi  he  that  hears  it  with  a  shout  repeats. 
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And  adds  Im  nptme  to  the  goi^nJ  praise. 
In  tfiat  blest  moment  Natuie,  tfaiowuig  wide 
Her  veil  opaque,  discloses  widi  a  smile 
The  sathor  of  her  beauties,  who,  retxr*d 
Bdiiiid  his  own  creatioD,  works  unseen 
By  the  impure,  and  hears  his  pow*r  denied* 
Tjioa  art  me  source  and  centre  of  all  minds* 
Their  only  point  of  rest,  eternal  Word  ! 
From  thee  o^nrting  they  are  lost,  and  lore 
At  saadom  without  honour,  hope,  or  peace. 
From  diee  is  all,  that  soothes  the  life  of  inan« 
Hie  hig^  endearour,  and  his  fjbd  success. 
His  etrength  to  suffer,  and  his  will  to  serve. 
But  O  thou  bounteous  Girer  of  all  good, 
Tboa  art  of  all  thy  gifts  thyself  the  crown ! 
GUre  what  thou  canst,  witliout  fliee  we  are  poor; 
jiod  with  thee  ndi,  take  what  iSboa  wilt  awi^. 
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These  is  in  souls  a  sympattiy  wiQi  soonds* 
And  as  the  nund  is  pitdi*d  the  ear  is  pleased 
Whfa  mdlii^  aiis  or  nrnrtial,  brisk  or  grare  ; 
Some  diord  in  imisoD  widi  what  we  luar 
Is  toodiM  Within  ns^  and  die  heart  rtylica> 
How  soft  the  masir  of  those  tillage  hdb. 
Falling  at  intervals  upon  die  ear 
In  ca£nce  sweet,  now  djing  all  away. 
Now  pealing  load  i^ain,  and  louder  still, 
dear  and  sonorous,  as  the  gale  eomes  on  t 
Widi  easy  force  it  opens  all  the  edls 
Where  Mem'nr  slept    Whererer  I  lore 
A  kindred  moody ^  the  scene  recoxs. 
And  with  it  aO  its  pleasmes  and  its  pains. 
Sixfa  comprehensive  views  die  spirit  takes^ 
THirt  in  a  ftw  tbott  momenta  T  retnee'  - 
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(As  in  m  map  the  voyager  hia  oomae) 
The  wmdingi  of  mj  way  through  vaany  yeaa. 
8hort  aa  in  retroapect  the  journey  teema. 
It  seonM  not  always  abort ;  the  xugged  path* 
And  ppoapect  oft  so  dreary  and  Ibrlom, 
Mor'd  many  a  s^  at  its  disheartening  lengdu 
Yet  feeling  present  erils,  while  the  past 
Faintly  impress  the  mind,  ornot  at  all. 
How  readify  we  wish  time  spent  rer^'d, 
Th«r  IM  might  try  ii»  ground  again,  where  ailoe 
(Throng  inexperience,  as  we  now  pereeive) 
We  misB*d  diat  happiness  we  mi^t  have  found ! 
Some  fiiend  is  gone,  peifaaps  Iris  aon*s  best  friend, 
A  ftdier,  whose  authority,  in  show 
When  most  severe,  and  mustering  all  its  fi»ee« 
Was  hot  the  graver  ooontenanoe  of  love ; 
Whose  favour,  like  the  douds  of  spring,  might  low  V, 
And  utter  now  aod  then  an  awAil  voice. 
But  had  a  Messing  in  its  darkest  frown, 
■Threat^niDg  at  once  aod  nourishing  the  plant. 
We  lovM,  but  not  enough,  the  gentle  hand 
That  reared  us.    At  a  £oughtle»  age,  allur'd 
By  ev'ry  gilded  folly,  we  renounced 
His  shdt*iing  side,  and  wilfully  forewent 
That  eonvenct  which  we  now  m  vain  regret. 
How  gladly  would  the  man  recall  to  life 
The  &y\  neglected  sire  1  a  mother  too. 
That  softer  £iend,  perhaps  more  gladly  stilly 
Aijg^t  he  demand  Uiem  at  the  gates  of  death. 
Sorrow  has,  since  they  went,  subdued  and  tam*d 
The  playful  humour ;  he  could  now  endure* 
(Himself  grown  sober  in  the  vale  of  tears) 
And  fed  a  parent's  presence  no  lestyaint. 
But  not  to  understand  a  treasure's  worth. 
Till  timer  has  stoVn  away  the  sligbted  good* 
Is  cause  of  half  the  poverty  we  w^ 
And  makes  the  Wodd  the  wilderness  it  is. 
The  few  that  piay  at  all  pwy  oft  amiss,. 
And,  sedci^g  grace  t'  improve  the  prise  tfa^  hold* 
Would  urat  a  viser  suit  than  asking  PMie. 

2h 
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The  nig^t  was  winter  in  his  xougfacst  mood  9 
The  momiDg  Atop  and  dear.     But  now  at  noon 
Upon  the  soudiem  tide  of  the  slant  hilk. 
And  where  the  woods  ftnce  off  the  nordiem  blast. 
The  season  smiles,  resigning  all  its  rage. 
And  has  die  warmth  of  May.    The  rsaJt  is  bfaie 
Without  *  dood,  and  while  without  a  spedE 
The  ditygUng  ^iLesdonr  of  the  scene  below. 
Again  the  harmony  comes  o*er  the  vale ; 
And  through  the  trees  I  view  th'  erabatcied  tow'r. 
Whence  all  the  music.    I  again  perceive 
The  soothing  influence  of  the  waited  strains. 
And  settle  in  toft  musings  as  I  tread 
The  walk,  sdU  verdant,  under  oaks  and  dms. 
Whose  outqpread  brandies  overardi  the  g^& 
The  roof,  though  moveable  throng^  all  its  length 
As  the  wind  sways  it,  has  yet  wdl  snfficVL, 
And,  inteicepting  in  their  silent  && 
The  frequent  flakes,  has  kept  a  path  for  me. 
No  noise  is  here,  or  none  that  hmdets  thought. 
The  redbreast  warbles  still,  but  is  content 
With  dender  notes,  and  more  flian  half  suppnstM ; 
PleasM  with  his  sofitude,  and  flitting  lig^t 
From  spray  to  spray,  where'er  he  rests  he  shakes 
From  many  a  twig  the  pendent  drops  of  ice. 
That  tinkle  in  the  wither'd  kanres  bdow. 
Stillness,  accompanied  with  soonds  so  soft. 
Charms  more  thjon  silence.    Meditation  here 
May  thiidc  down  hours  to  moments.    Here  the  heart 
May  give  a  useful  lesson  to  the  head. 
And  Leaming  wiser  grow  without  his  books. 
Knowledge  and  Wisdom,  fiv  from  being  one. 
Have  oftmnes  no  oonnezion.    Knowlei^  dwdls 
In  heads  rqdete  with  thoughts  of  other  niicn  ; 
Wisdom  in  minds  attentive  to  their  own* 
Knowledge,  a  rude  unprofitable  mass. 
The  mere  materials  with  which  Wisdom  builds. 
Till  smoothed,  and  squar'd,  and  fitted  to  its  pine. 
Does  but  encumber  whom  it  seems  t*  easidii 
Knowledge  is  ptond  that* he  has- leamM-  so ^modi ;    ' 
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Wisdom  10  hmiUe  diat  he  knows  no  mtxL 

Books  are  not  seldam  talisimins  and  speDs^ 

By  wMdi  the  magie  art  of  shrewdar  wia 

Holds  an  imtlrinlrin^  multUnde  oitlmU'd. 

Some  to  the  ^sanation  of  a  name 

Sumnder  judmnent,  hoodwinked.    Some  the  style 

Infiitnates,  and  Uizougib  ]ab3ninths  and  wiUs 

Of  errour  leads  them,  by  a  tune  cntnnc*d. 

While  doth  sednoes  more,  too  weak  to  bear 

The  inseqypoitBble  £itigae  of  thou^it. 

And  swallowing  tfaeielbte  without  pause  or  choke 

The  total  grist  mtstftud,  husks  and  alL 

But  trees  and  rivulets,  whose  rapid  oonzse 

Defies  the  check  of  winter,  haunts  of  deer. 

And  flheep-walks  populous  with  blurting  lambsy 

And  lanes  in  whidi  the  piininse  ere  her  time 

Peeps  thio*  the  moss,  that  dothes  the  hawtfaom  mkM^ 

Deceive  no  student    Wisdom  there,  and  trulfat 

Not  shy,  as  in  the  wodd,  and  to  be  wen 

By  dow  solicitation,  seize  at  once 

The  roving  thought,  and  fix  it  on  themsdvci. 

What  prodigies  can  pow'r  divine  pofinm 
More  grand  tlum  it  prmfaices  year  by  year» 
And  aU  in  sight  of  inattentive  man  ? 
Familiar  wi£  th'  tSBxt  we  slight  the  canae^ 
And  in  the  constancy  of  nature's  oouise» 
The  regular  return  of  genial  months. 
And  renovation  of  a  fined  woidd. 
See  nought  to  wonder  at.    Shoidd  God  again* 
As  once  in  Gibeon,  interrupt  the  race 
Of  the  undenating  and  nunctual  sun. 
How  would  the  irodd  admire  1  but  speaks  it  less 
An  agency  divine,  to  make  him  know 
His  moment  when  to  sink  and  when  to  rise. 
Age  after  age,  than  to  arrest  his  course  ? 
All  we  behold  is  mirade ;  but  seen 
So  duly,  all  is  mirade  in  vain« 
Where  now  the  vital  energy,  that  movM, 
While  Aunmes  was,  the  pure  and  subtle  lymph 
Throng  th*  impcroeptible  mcand^iing  veins 
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OfleafandikyirV?  It  deeps;'  attd  tft**!!:^  toodi 

Of  toipolifle  winter  has  impress'd 

A  cold  Bta^wtbn  on  th*  intestine  tide. 

But  let  ^e  montiis  go  round,  A  few  short  montibs. 

And  aU  shall  be  restored.    These  naked  shoots, 

fianen  as  lances,  among  which  the  wind 

Makes  wintry  nmac,  nghing  as  it  goes* 

Shall  put  their  graoeM  foliage  on  again. 

And  more  aspiring,  and  with  ampler  spread; 

Shall  boast  new  chArms,  and  more  than  they  havcloA. 

Then  eadi,  in  its  peculiar  honours  dad. 

Shall  publish  eren  to  the  distant  eye 

Its  fiunily  and  tribe.    Labomqm,  ridi 

In  streaming  gold ;  sjrringa,  iv'ry  pure ; 

The  scented  and  the  scentless  rose ;  this  red. 

And  of  an  humbler  growth,  the  other*  tall. 

And  throwing  up  into  the  darkest  g^oom 

Of  neighb*ring  cypress,  or  more  sable  yew. 

Her  ^ver  gM»es,  light  as  the  foamy  surf 

That  the  wind  serecs  ftom  the  broken  ware ; 

The  lilae«  tarious  in  array,  now  white. 

Now  sanguine,  and  her  beauteous  head  now  set 

With  pu^le  s^es  pyramidal,  as  if 

Studious  of  ornament,  yet  unresoly'd 

Whidi  hue  she  most  approved,  she  diose  litem  dl; 

Cbpioos  of  flow'is  the  woodbine,  pale  and  wim. 

But  well  compensating  her  dckly  looks 

With  nerer-dojring  odours,  early  and  late ; 

Hypericum  all  bloom,  so  thick  a  swaxm 

Of  flow'rs,  like  flies  clothing  her  slender  Mds, 

That  scarce  a  leaf  appears ;  mezereon  too. 

Though  leafless,  well  attirM,  and  thick  hesiet 

With  blushing  wieadis,  investing  eT*ry  spray  ; 

Althaea  with  die  purple  eye ;  the  btocrni. 

Yellow  and  bright,  as  bullion  uttaHoy'dy 

Her  blossoms ;  and  luxuriant  above  aU 

The  jasmine,  throwing  wide  her  elq^^ant  tweets. 

The  deep  dark  green  of  whose  unyaniishM  leaf 

Makes  more  conspicuous,  and  illumines  mote, 

*  Th«  OiMlder-rGM. 
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The<l?xi|0^  pxofiifioD  of  Iter  SGatter'd 

These  have  been,  and  these  shall  be  in  their  day  ; 

And  all  this  uxHJfoim  uncolomr'd  scene 

Shall  be  disiuantled  of  xta  fleecy  load» 

And  flash  into  variety  again. 

Prom  dearth  to  plenty,  and  from  death  to  life, 

Is  Nature*s  process,  when  she  lectures  man 

In  heav'nly  trum  ;  evincing,  as  she  makes 

The  grand  transition,  that  Siere  lives  and  works 

A  ao^  in  all  things,  and  that  soul  is  God. 

The  beauties  of  the  wilderness  are  his. 

That  makes  so  gay  the  solitary  place. 

Where  no  eye  sees  them.    And  the  fairer  forms. 

That  cultivation  glories  in,  are  his. 

He  sets  the  blight  procession  on  its  way. 

And  marshals  all  the  order  of  the  year  ; 

He  marks  the  bounds,  which  Winter  may  not  pass* 

And  blunts  his  pointed  fary ;  in  its  case. 

Russet  and  rude,  folds  up  the  tender  genn. 

Uninjured,  with  inimitable  ait ; 

And,  ere  one  flow'ry  season  Aides  and  dies. 

Designs  the  blooming  wonders  of  the  next 

Some  say  that  in  &e  origin  of  things. 
When  all  creation  started  into  birth. 
The  in&at  elements  received  a  law. 
From  which  they  swerve  not  since.  That  under  force 
Of  that  controUmg  ordinance  they  move. 
And  need  not  his  immediate  hand,  who  first 
Presdib'd  their  course,  to  regulate  it  now. 
Thus  dream  they,  and  contrive  to  save  a  God 
Th*  encumbrance  of  his  own  concerns,  and  spare 
Hie  great  artificer  of  all  that  moves 
The  stress  of  a  continual  act,  the  pain 
Of  unremitted  vigilance  and  care. 
As  too  laborious  and  severe  a  task. 
So  man,  the  moth,  is  not  a&aid,  it  seems. 
To  spaa  omnipotence,  and  meas^ire  might. 
Thai  knows  no  measure,  by  the  scanty  rule 
And  stan^Aid  of  his  own,  that  is  to-day. 
And  is  not  ere  to-morrow*s  sun  go  down. 

2h2 
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But  horn  thoQld  matter  oeoufiy  n  charge^ 

DuU  as  it  ii,  and  latbiy  a  law 

So  vast  in  its  demands*  unless  impeU*d 

To  oeasdess  service  by  a  ceaseless  force. 

And  under  pressure  A  some  conscious  cause  ? 

The  Lord  of  all,  Imnseif  through  all  difibsM, 

Sustains,  and  is  the  life  of  all  diat  lives. 

Nature  is  but  a  name  for  an  efi^ct. 

Whose  cause  is  God.    He  feeds  the  sacred  fiie 

By  which  the  mighty  process  is  maintain'd. 

Who  sleeps  not,  is  not  weary ;  in  whose  aigjttt 

Slow  drchng  ages  are  as  transient  days ; 

Whose  woric  is  without  labour ;  whose  designs 

No  flaw  d^orms,  no  difficulty  thwarts  ; 

And  whose  beneficence  no  charge  exhausts. 

Him  blind  antiquity  profan'd,  not  searv'd. 

With  self-taught  rites,  and  under  various  names. 

Female  and  male,  Pomona,  Pales,  Pan, 

And  Flora,  and  Vertumnus ;  peopling  earth 

With  tutelary  goddesses  and  gods. 

That  were  not ;  and  commending  as  they  would 

To  each  some  province,  garden,  ndd,  or  grove. 

But  all  are  under  one.    One  spiiit— His, 

Who  bore  the  platted  thorns  with  bleed^ig  brows, 

Rules  universal  nature.    Not  a  flow*r 

But  shows  some  touch,  in  freckle,  stseak,  or  stain, 

Of  his  unrivallM  pendL    He  inspiieB 

Their  balmy  odours,  and  hnparts  their  hues. 

And  bathes  their  eyes  with  nectar,  and  indodes. 

In  grains  as  countless  as  the  seaside  sands. 

The  fbnns  with  which  he  sprinUes  iXL  the  cariii. 

Happy  who  walks  with  him  I  whom  what  he  finds 

Of  flavour  or  of  soent  in  fruit  or  flow'?. 

Or  what  he  views  of  beautifiil  or  grand 

In  nature,  from  the  broad  majestic  oak 

To  the  green  Uade  that  twaiklss  in  the  aim. 

Prompts  with  remerabrance  of  a  present  OmL 

His  presenile,  who  made  all  so  fair,  pemaivM, 

Makes  aU  still  faireiu    As  with  him  no  8een« 

Is  dreary,  so  with  him  all  seasons  please. 
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Though  winter  bad  beca  ixne^  had  man  been  tnK« 

And  earth  be  punish'd  for  its  tenant's  sake. 

Yet  not  in  venffeance;  as  tfais  smiling  sky, 

So  soon  succeeding  such  an  angry  ni^t. 

And  these  dissolving  snows,  axSl  this  dear  stream 

Recovering  fast  its  hquid  mtuict  provfr 

Who  then,  that  lias  a  mind  wcdl  strung  and  tun*d 
To  contemplation,  and  within  his  reach 
A  scene  so  fiieudly  to  his  fiiv*iite  task. 
Would  waste  attention  at  the  checker*d  board. 
His  host  of  wooden  warriors  to  and  fro 
Marching  and  countermarching,  with  an  eye 
As  £bCd  as  marble,  with  a  forehead  ridged 
And  furrow*d  into  storms,  and  with  a  luind 
Tremblii^,  as  if  eteniity  were  hung 
In  balance  on  his  conduct  of  a  pin  ? 
Nor  envies  he  aught  more  dieir  idle  sport. 
Who  pant  with  application  misapplied 
To  trivial  toys,  and,  pushing  iv*ry  balls 
Across  the  velvet  level,  feel  a  jov 
Akin  to  rapture,  when  the  bauble  finds 
Its  destined  goal,  of  difficult  access. 
Nor  deems  he  wiser  him,  who  gives  his  noon 
To, Miss,  ihe  mercer's  plague,  man  shop  to  shop 
Wandering,  and  litt'ring  with  unfolded  sUks 
The  polish'd  counter,  and  aj^roving  none; 
Or  promising  wi&  smiles  to  call  again. 
Nor  him,  who  by  his  vanity  seduc*d. 
And  sooth'd  into  a  dream  that  he  discerns 
The  difTrenoe  of  a  Guido  ham  a  daub, 
Freauenis  the  crowded  auction :  station'd  there 
As  duly  as  the  Langford  of  the  show. 
With  g^ass  at  eye,  and  catalogue  in  hand. 
And  tongue  acoonophsh'd  in  me  fulsome  cant. 
And  pecUintry,  that  oaauombs  learn  with  ease ; 
Ott  as  the  pnee-deciding  hammer  falls. 
He  notes  it  in  his  book,  then  raps  his  box. 
Swears  'tis  a  bargain,  rails  at  his  hard  fate. 
That  he  has  let  it  paci  i  but  never  bidai 


Here  unmolfisted,  tlixpugU  wbateioer  «i^  . 
Tlie  sun  ^jpc^eds*  I  wander.    Neither  mist^ 
Nor  freezing  sky  nor  sultry,  checking  me» 
Nor  stranger,  intermeddlii^  with  mv  joy. 
E*en  in  the  spring  and  pUvtime  of  the  year. 
That  calls  th*  unwonted  villager  abroad 
With  all  her  little  ones,  a  sportive  train» 
To  gather  kingcups  in  the  yellow  mead. 
And  prink  their  hair  with  daisies,  or  to  pick 
A  cheap  but  wholesome  salad  from  the  brook. 
These  shades  are  all  my  own.    The  timorous  hare^ 
Grown  so  familiar  with  her  frequent  guest. 
Scarce  shuns  me ;  and  the  stockdove  unalarm^d 
Sits  cooing  in  the  pine-tree,  nor  suspends 
His  long  k>ve-ditty  for  my  near  approach* 
Drawn  from  his  refrige  in  some  lonely  e]m» 
That  age  or  injury  has  hcdlowM  deep. 
Where,  on  his  bed  of  wool  and  matted  leaves^ 
He  has  outslqpt  the  winter,  ventures  forth 
To  frisk  a  while,  and  bask  in  the  warm  8un» 
The  squirrel,  flippant,  pert,  and  fuU  of  pUy  ; 
He  sees  me,  and  at  once,  swift  as  a  bird. 
Ascends  the  neighboring  beech ;  there  whi^hisbrush^ 
And  perks  his  ears,  and  stamps,  and  scolds  aloud. 
With  all  the  prettiness  of  feigned  alarm* 
And  anger  insignificantly  fierce. 

The  heart  is  nard  in  nature,  and  imfit 
For  human  fellowship,  as  being  void 
Of  sympathy,  and  therefore  d^  alike 
To  love  and  friendship  both,  that  is  not  pleased 
With  sight  of  animals  enjoying  life. 
Nor  fe£  their  happiness  augment  his  own. 
The  bounding  fawn,  that  darts  across  the  ^ade 
When  none  pursues,  through  mere  delight  of  health 
And  spirits  buoyant  with  excess  of  glee ; 
The  horse  as  wanton,  and  almost  as  fleet. 
That  skims  the  spacious  meadow  at  fuU  speed. 
Then  stops,  and  snorts,  and,  throwing  high  his  hcvlst 
Starts  to  the  volimtary  race  again ; 
The  very  kine,  that  gambol  at  high  noon, 
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The  total  lieid  receiving  first  from  o&e, 
Tliat  leads  the  dance,  a  summons  to  be  gay, 
Though  wild  their  strange  vagaries,  and  uncouth 
Their  efforts,  yet  resolv'd  with  one  consent 
To  give  sudi  act  and  utterance,  as  they  may 
To  ecstacy  too  big  to  be  suppressM — 
These,  and  a  thousand  images  of  bliss. 
With  which  kind  Nature  graces  ev*ry  scen^a 
Where  cruel  man  defeats  not  her  deogn. 
Impart  to  the  benevolent,  who  wish 
AO  that  are  capable  of  pleasure  plea8*d» 
A  fa^  superior  liappiness  to  theirs, 
The  comfort  of  a  reasonable  joy. 

Man  scarce  had  rib^n,  obedient  to  his  call 
Who  fonn*d  him  from  the  dust,  his  future  grave. 
When  he  was  crowned  as  never  king  was  since. 
God  set  the  diadem  upon  his  head. 
And  angel  choirs  attended.    Wond*ring  stood 
The  new-made  monarch,  while  before  him  passM, 
All  happy,  and  all  perfect  in  their  kind. 
The  creatures,  summon*d  from  their  various  haunts* 
To  see  their  sovereign,  and  confess  his  sway. 
Vast  was  his  empire,  absolute  his  pow*r. 
Or  bounded  only  by  a  law,  whose  force 
'Twas  his  sublimest  privilege  to  feel 
And  own,  the  law  of  universal  love. 
He  rul*d  widi  meekness,  they  obey'd  with  joy ; 
No  cruel  purpose  lurk*d  within  bis  heart. 
And  no  distrust  of  his  intent  in  tiieirs. 
So  Eden  was  a  scene  of  harmless  sport. 
Where  kindness  on  his  part,  who  rul'd  the  whole. 
Begat  a  tranquil  confidence  in  all, 
And  fear  as  yet  was  not,  nor  cause  for  ftar. 
But  sin  marr*d  all ;  and  the  revolt  of  man. 
That  source  of  evils  not  exhausted  yet. 
Was  punish*d  with  revolt  of  his  from  him. 
Garden  of  God,  how  terrible  the  change 
Thy  groves  and  lawns  then  witnessed  T  Ev*ry  heart. 
Each  animal,  of  ev*Ty  name,  oonceivM 
A  jealousy,  and  an  instinctive  fear. 


370  THE  TASK. 

And,  oonsdoiis  of  some  danger*  dther  fled 
PredpitAte  the  loath*d  abode  of  man. 
Or  growrd  defiance  in  such  angiy  sort. 
As  taught  hun  too  to  tremble  in  his  turn. 
Thus  harmony  and  fiunily  accord 
Were  driven  from  Paradise ;  and  in  that  hour 
The  seeds  of  cruelty,  that  since  have  swelled 
To  sudi  gigandc  and  enormous  growth. 
Were  sown  in  hiunan  nature*s  fruitful  soaL 
Hence  date  the  persecution  and  the  pain. 
That  man  inflicts  on  all  inferior  kinos. 
Regardless  of  their  plaints.     To  make  him  spoct. 
To  gratify  the  frenzy  of  his  wrath. 
Or  Jb^  base  gluttony,  are  causes  good 
And  just  in  his  account,  why  bird  and  beast 
Should  suf!er  torture,  and  the  streams  be  dyed 
With  blood  of  their  inhabitants  impal'd. 
Earth  groans  beneath  the  burden  m  a  war 
Wag'd  with  defenceless  innocence,  while  he» 
Not  satisfied  to  prey  on  all  around. 
Adds  tenfold  bitterness  to  death  by  pangs 
Needless,  and  first  torments  ere  he  devours. 
Now  happiest  they,  that  occupy  the  scenes 
The  most  remote  from  his  abhoriM  resort. 
Whom  once,  as  delegate  of  God  on  earth. 
They  feared,  and  as  his  perfect  image  lov*d. 
The  wilderness  is  theirs,  with  all  its  caves. 
Its  hollow  glens,  its  thidcets,  and  its  plains, 
Unvisited  by  man.     There  ihey  are  uee. 
And  howl  and  roar  as  likes  them,  unccml3t>ll*d  ; 
Nor  ask  his  leave  to  slumber  or  to  ^iaj. 
Wo  to  the  tyrant,  if  he  dare  intrude 
Within  the  confines  of  their  wild  domain  : 
The  lion  tells  him — I  am  monarch  here— 
And,  if  he  spare  him,  spares  him  on  the  terms 
Of  royal  m^cy,  and  through  generous  scorn 
To  rend  a  victim  trembling  at  his  foot. 
la  measure,  as  by  force  of  instinct  drawn. 
Or  by  necessity  constraint,  they  live 
Dependent  upon  man ;  those  in  his  fields. 
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These  at  his  crib,  and  some  beneath  his  roof. 
Hiey  prove  too  often  at  how  dear  a  rate 
He  seUs  protection. — Witness  at  his  fbot 
The  spaniel  dying  for  some  venial  fault 
Under  dissection  of  the  knotted  scourge ; 
Witness  the  patient  ox,  with  stripes  and  yells 
Driv*n  to  the  slai^ter,  goaded,  as  he  runs, 
To  madness ;  whue  the  savage  at  his  beds 
Laughs  at  the  frantic  soff'rer^s  fuiy,  spent 
Upon  the  guiltless  passenger  o*erdirown. 
He  too  is  witness,  noblest  of  the  train 
That  wait  on  man,  the  flight-petforming  horse ; 
With  unsuspecting  readiness  he  takes 
His  murderer  on  his  back,  and  pushed  all  day 
With  bleeding  sides  and  flanks,  that  heave  for  life. 
To  the  far  distant  goal,  arrives  and  dies. 
So  little  mercy  shows  who  needs  so  much ! 
Does  law,  so  jealous  in  the  cause  of  man. 
Denounce  no  doom  on  the  delinquent  ?  None. 
He  Hves,  and  o*er  his  brimming  beaker  boasts 
(As  if  barbarity  were  high  desert) 
Th*  inglorious  fbat,  and  clamorous  in  praise 
Of  the  poor  brute,  seems  wisely  to  suppose 
The  hcmours  of  his  matchless  horse  his  own. 
But  many  a  crime,  deemM  innocent  on  earth. 
Is  registered  in  heav'n ;  and  these  no  doubt 
Have  each  tfadr  record,  with  a  curse  annexed. 
Man  may  dismiss  compassion  from  his  heart. 
But  God  will  never.    When  he  diarg'd  the  Jew 
T*  assist  his  foe*s  down-fallen  beast  to  rise ; 
And  when  the  bush-exploring  boy,  that  seiz*d 
The  young,  to  let  the  parent  bird  go  free ; 
FroY  d  he  not  plainly,  that  his  meaner  works 
Are  yet  his  care,  and  have  an  interest  aQ, 
Ally  in  the  universal  Father's  love  ? 
On  Noah,  and  in  him  on  all  mankind. 
The  charter  was  conferr'd,  by  which  we  hold 
The  flesh  of  animals  in  fee,  and  daim 
O'er  all  we  feed  on  powV  of  life  and  death. 
But  read  the  instrument,  and  mark  it  well ; 
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Th'  opproauon  of  9  ^rrannoiu  oontrd 
Can  mid  no  wutant  diera.    Peed  then,  tfid^ll 
Thanki  for  <hy  food.    Camhtnoos,  iStaoaf^  tbi. 
Feed  on  die  riain,  intl  spaie  the  living  bmle  1 

The  Goremor  oi  idl,  himaelf  to  aD 
So  boundfiil,  in  whoee  attentive  ear 
The  unfledged  raven  and  the  Bon's  whd]^ 
Plead  not  in  vain  fat  pity  on  the  pangi 
Of  hunger  unawuag'd,  has  intei{K»*d« 
Not  seldom,  his  avenging  aim,  to  sndls 
Th*  injurious  tram^der  upon  natore'e  hnr* 
Tliat  claims  finbeaianee  even  for  a  brute. 
He  hates  the  hardness  of  a  Balaam's  heart  t 
And,  prophet  as  he  was,  he  might  not  atrik* 
The  btaTnelfiw  animal,  without  rc^lnike. 
On  nhidi  he  rode.    Her  oj^xyrtone  oflfinofi 
Sav*d  him,  or  th'  unrelenting  seer  bad  died*  ' 
He  sees  that  human  equity  is  dadc 
To  interfere,  though  in  so  just  a  canse ; 
And  makes  die  tadc  his  own.    Inqfiiring  dumb 
And  hdpless  vicdms  with  a  sense  so  keen 
Of  injury,  with  such  Imowledge  of  tfadr 
And  such  kigadty  to  take  revenge. 
That  oft  the  beast  has  seem'd  to  ju^  the 
An  ancient,  not  a  legendary  tale, 
By  one  of  sound  intelligence  rehears'd 
(If  such  who  plead  for  Providence  may 
In  modem  eyes),  shall  make  the  doctrine  clenr« 

Where  Englimd,  stretch'd  towards  tbe  aettiiig  ma^ 
Narrow  and  long,  o'erlooks  the  western  wave* 
Dwelt  young  Misagathus ;  a  scccner  he 
Of  God  and  goodness,  atheist  in  osteat,  ' 
Vicious  in  act,  in  temper  savage-fierce. 
He  joumey'd ;  and  his  chance  was,  as  be  irant. 
To  j(nn  a  trav'ller,  of  far  dififrent  note, 
Evander,  fam'd  for  piety,  for  years 
Deservinff  honour,  but  for  wisdom  mom. 
Fame  had  not  left  the  venerable  man 
A  stranger  to  the  manners  of  the  yomb. 
Whose  fooe  too  was  fomibar  to  hit  iriewt 
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Thdv  loqr  va9  OB  thfl  iwu!giii  «£  tlwIttiA, 
0*er  the  obmb  timiinit  of  me  ioeki«  ^fh/me  hue 
Beats  bade  the  loaziiig  swige,  scaioe  heard  so  hifjb» 
The  chari^,  that  waim'd  hii  heart,  waa  mov*d 
At  ri^t  of  the  man-monater.    With  a  innle 
Gentte,  and  tlKble,  and  fiiU  of  gnoe, 
Aa  fearful  of  ofiending  whom  he  w!sh*d 
Much  to  perauade,  he  plied  his  ear  with  (mifaa 
Not  harshly  thundered  forth,  or  rudely  prnaM, 
But,  like  hia  pozpoae,  gracious,  kind,  and  sweet, 

*  And  dost  thou  dreBm,'  th'  impenetiabk  man 
Exdaim^d,  *  that  me  the  luUahies  of  age, 

*  And  ftatasies  of  dotards  sudi  aa  thou, 

*  Can  dieat,  or  more  a  moment*a  fSear  in  me  ? 

*  Mark  now  the  ]^zoof  I  give  thee,  that  the  hnra- 

*  Need  no  codi  aida^  as  aiperstition  lends 

*  To  steel  their  heuls  against  die  dread  of  dea&** 
He  spoke,  and  to  the  piecuiioe  at  hand 
Push  d  i^ih  a  madman's  mry.    Fancy  shrinks 
And  the  blood  thrills  and  eurdks,  at  the  thoii^ 
Of  sudi  ft  fiilf  as  he  dedgn'd  his  gmre. 
But,  thou^  the  felon  on  his  bade  could  dare 
The  dreadful  lem,  moie  rational,  his  steed 
Declined  the  deam,  and  wheding  swifttr  round. 
Or  e*er  his  hoof  had  pMaa*d  the  crumblmg  voge. 
Baffled  hia  nder,  sav*d  against  his  wilL 
The  frenzy  of  &e  brain  may  be  redress'd 
"By.  med'cine  wdl  applied,  Imt  without  gaee 
The  heart's  insanity  admits  no  core. 
Enrag'd  the  more,  by  wh«t  mig^t  have  reformed 
His  horrible  intent,  again  he  snij^t 
destruction,  with  a  zeal  to  be  destroy'd. 

With  sounding  whip,  and  rowels  died  in  blood* 
But  stiU  in  vain*    The  Providence,  that  meant 
A  longer  date  to  the  &r  noblsr  beast, 
Spar'd  yet  apain  th'  ignoble  for  his  sake, 
^d  now,  his  prowess  prov'd,  and  hia  sinoere 
Incurable  obduocy  evinced. 
His  rage  grew  eools  and,  {tea'd  perii^is  :i'  hatpT 
earn'd 

2  I 


ST*  THE  TASff. 

So  cheaply  the  renown  of  that  attempt. 

With  looks  of  some  oomplacenoe  he  resmnM 

His  road,  deriding  mudi  the  blank  amaze 

Of  good  Evander,  stUl  where  he  was  left 

Fix*d  moticMileBS,  and  pelzified  with  dread. 

So  GQ  they  far^d.    Discourse  on  other  themes 

Ensuing  seem'd  t*  obliterate  the  ^st ; 

And  tamer  far  for  so  much  fury  shown, 

(As  is  the  course  of  rash  and  fiery  men) 

The  rude  companion  smil'd,  as  if  transformM. 

But  *twas  a  transient  calm.     A  storm  was  near. 

An  unsuspected  storm.     His  hour  was  come. 

The  impious  chaDenger  of  Pow*r  divine 

Was  now  to  learn,  that  Heay'n,  tho*  slow  to  wrath. 

Is  never  with  impunity  defied. 

Hb  horse,  as  he  had  caught  his  master's  mood, 

Snordng,  and  starting  into  sudden  rage, 

Unbidden,  and  not  now  to  be  contioH^d, 

RushM  to  the  cliff,  and,  having  reach'd  it,  stood. 

At  once  the  shock  unseated  him :  he  ilew 

Sheer  o*er  the  cngry  barrier ;  and,  hnxners'd 

Deep  in  the  floodr%und,  when  he  sought  it  not. 

The  death  he  had  deservM,  and  died  alone. 

So  God  wroufi^t  double  justice ;  made  the  fool 

The  victim  of  his  own  tremendous  choice. 

And  taught  a  brute  the  way  to  safe  revenge. 

I  would  not  enter  on  my  list  of  friends 
(Though  gnc*d  with  polish'd  mannets  and  fine  sense. 
Yet  wanting  senability)  the  man 
VHm  needlessly  sets  foot  upon  a  worm. 
An  inadvertent  step  ma^  crush  the  snaS, 
That  crawls  at  ev*ning  m  the  public  path ; 
But  he  dut  has  humanity,  forewarned. 
Win  tread  aode,  and  let  die  repUle  live. 
The  creeping  vennin,  loathsome  to  the  aght. 
And  duug'd  perhaps  with  venom,  that  intrudes, 
A  visitor  unwelonne,  mto  scenes 
Sacred  to  neatness  and  repose,  th^  alcove. 
The  chamber,  or  refectory,  may  die : 
A  necessary  act  incurs  no  blame. 
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Not  10  iriicn«  hdd  wilihiik  ihox  pnptt  bmndiy 
And  mahitm  of  offimoe,  they  nnge  tbe  air^ 
Or  taSe  tfadr  pasthne  in  the  tpadaoB  fidd  ; 
Tlieie  they  axe  pihilep'd :  and  he  that  hunts 
Or  haims  them  there  ii  soQiy  of  a  wzongt 
DistoriM  th'  eoonomy  of  Natiixe*i  leaUn, 
Who*  idicn  she  foiin*d,  deogn'd  them  an  abode. 
The  sum  is  tfaia.    If  man's  oonvcDienoet  health. 
Or  safety,  intCKfere,  his  rights  and  claims 
Are  paamoont,  and  must  cztingnish  (hdxs. 
Else  they  are  all— 4he  meanest  uizuB  that  are. 
As  free  to  live,  and  to  c^joy  that  lire. 
As  God  was  fiee  to  fiitm  them  at  the  fint. 
Who  in  his  sor'reign  wisdom  made  them  aO. 
Ye,  therefore,  who  lore  merey,  teadi  your  sons 
To  love  it  toob    The  springtime  of  our  yean 
Is  soon  didKmom'd  and  dioTd  in  most 
By  buddinff  flOsy  diat  ask  a  prudent  hand 
To  check  tbem.    But  alas  I  none  sooner  shoots. 
If  unrestmtn'd,  into  hixuziant  srowtfa. 
Than  oneltyt  most  devlish  of  mem  alL 
Mercy  to  hun,  that  shows  it,  is  the  rule 
And  ri||^teous  limitation  of  its  act. 
By  which  Heay'n  moves  in  pard'nin^  guilty  man  t 
And  he  that  shows  none,  bemg  ripe  m  years. 
And  conscious  of  the  ontra^  he  oommits, 
fibaU  seek  it,  and  not  find  it,  in  his  turn. 

IHrtinguish'd  much  by  reason,  and  still  more 
By  our  capacity  of  Grace  divine. 
From  creatures,  that  exist  but  for  our  sake. 
Which,  having  sarv*d  us,  perish,  we  are  hdd 
AooountaUe ;  and  God  some  future  day 
W31  reckon  with  us  roundly  for  th*  abuse 
Of  what  he  deems  no  mean  or  trivial  trust. 
Superior  m  we  are,  they  yet  depend 
Not  more  on  human  help  than  we  on  thein. 
Their  strength,  or  speed,  or  vigihmce,  were  giv*n 
In  aid  of  our  defocts.    In  some  are  found 
8ucfa  twichahle  and  apprehenrive  parts, 
That  man*s  attainments  in  his  own  eoncems. 


Wms  pabEc  Ihboiii  ;  aidta 
Puicndjr  pRKDt  St  a  nfcno  sbb0* 

(O  wBttfaM  cfiect  of  mune's  fow^  E> 

McMrfi's  coJDgy  for  Hirid's  adte. 

Sot  Iesi»  nirthinfa^  tfam  auaihge  wMht 

(For,  vas it loi.  what  bcadMn  WRddbnedv^A 

To  stz^  Jovi^s  fitatne  of  Mb  Ofekm  wtralh^ 

And  bug  it  im  in  hononr  of  a  noHi  ?> 

Much  ks  mi^t  serfe,  whea  all  diat  m  de&i^ 

Is  but  to  graliiy  an  itdiiiy  car. 

And  g^ve  the  day  to  a  mosidan's  pniaeu 

Bemember  Handd  ?  Wlio,  teft  m  not 

Deaf  as  the  dead  to  barmoof  «  foigets. 

Or  can,  the  mote  than  Homer  of  boa  i^  I 

Yes — ^we  remember  bim  ;  and,  wbik  mt 

A  talent  so  divine,  remember  too 

That  His  most  holy  book,  fion  ^wbam  it 

Was  never  meant,  was  never  u^d  bnfore* 

To  buckram  ont  die  mem*ry  of  a  man* 

But  hush !— die  mnse  {iertiii|iaia  tooaBveoes 


i 


THE  WINTBfi  WALK  AT  NOON.  39T 

And  with  agmritf  b»«id  the nze 
And  mmrnxn  a£th'  omnce,  rebukes  a  deed 
Lev  impious  than  absurd*  and  owing  more 
To  want  flf  judgment  than  to  wxong  design. 
So  in  the  diapslof  old  £ly  House, 
When  wand*ring  Chades,  who  meant  to  be  the  tbiid» 
Had  ied  finm  WiUiam»  and  the  news  was  &esh» 
The  snpaple  deiik,  but  loyal,  did  announce. 
And  eke  did  nar  right  morrily,  two  staves. 
Sung  to  the  pnise  «id  gkuy  of  King  George  I 
-^Man  piaises  man ;  and  Garrick's  mem*nr  next^^ 
When  tsne  had  somewhat  mellowed  it,  and  made 
The  idol  of  our  warship  while  he  liv'd 
The  God  of  our  idolatry  once  more. 
Shall  have  its  akar;  and  the  world  shall  go 
In  pilgrimage  to  bow  before  his  shrine. 
The  theatre  too  small  shall  sufibcate 
Its  squeezed  contsgots,  and  more  than  it  admits 
Shall  sigh  at  thdr  exclusion,  and  return 
Ungradfied :  for  there  some  noUe  lord 
Shall  stuff  his  shoulders  with  king  Richard^s  bunch. 
Or  wrap  himself  in  Hamlet's  inky  doak. 
And  strut,  and  storm,  and  strad^e,  stamp  and  sUre, 
To  show  die  world  how  Garrick  did  not  act. 
For  Gairick  was  a  worshipper  himself; 
He  drew  the  lituigy,  and  uam'd  the  rites 
And  solemn  ceremonial  of  the  day. 
And  call'd  the  world  to  worship  on  the  banks 
Of  ATim»  iarnM  in  song.    Ah,  pleasant  proof 
That  piety  has  still  in  human  hearts 
Some  place,  a  spark  or  two  not  vet  extinct 
The  BuU>*ny-tree  was  hung  with  blooming  wreadu ; 
The  midVrry-tree  stood  centre  of  the  dance ; 
The  mulb*iiy-tree  was  hymn'd  with  dulcet  airs ; 
And  from  his  touchwood  trunk  the  mulb'rry-tree 
Supplied  such  relics  as  devotion  holds 
Still  seated,  sad  preserves  with  pious  care. 
So  *twas  a  haUow'd  time :  decorum  reign*d. 
And  mirth  without  offence.     No  few  returned, 
DoubdesB)  much  edified>  and  all  refresh  M— 

?  i2 


To  fffoit  ia^  cfn,  wm 

Wkik  edios,  Bol «  Mdified,  mbaEW 

BQs  imds«  iiHiip  ft  place  nicy  vdl  dc8BVe> 
Why?  wliatliwdmm'dliian?  Hadi lie mv^ ife 


Ko.    Dodi  he  pmpoK  ite  ahraliaB  ?  Kow 
Enfliamiiig  Dordty^  tint  hmkai  aft  AdDU 
Tint  findi  out  er'iy  oevke  of  die  bead 
Tint  is  not  wmw  and  |iaftict<  haoi  m  iIiuib 
Wmig^  tins  i1iitii>lwiiicir.    Bkit  the  vone  io 
And  Ins  own  csttie  nnnt  suffice  hnn  kmb* 
Thns  idiy^  do  we  waste  the  hioUh  oi  iiemm* 
And  dedicate  a  tnbntey  in  its  nse 
And  Jnst  duecUou  saocd^  to  a  tiungp 
Doom'd  to  tiie  dost,  or  lodg'd  aheuljtiiack 
Enoomimn  in  old  time  was  poets*  wvdc  $ 
Bnt  poets,  having  lavidily  long  rinoe 
Ezhansted  all  Tnatirials  of  tiie  art. 
The  task  iiow  fidls  into  the  pnUie  hand  ; 
And  I,  contented  witii  an  hmnhler  tiienie» 
Have  poi]T*d  my  stream  of  panegyric  down 
The  vale  of  Natmre,  where  it  creeps,  and  iniidi 
Among  her  lovdy  works  with  a  secnie 
And  unambitious  course,  reflecting  dear. 
If  not  the  virtues,  yet  the  worth,  of  brates. 
And  I  am  reoompens'd,  and  deem  tiie  toils 
Of  poetry  not  lost,  if  verse  of  mine 
May  stand  between  an  animal  and  wo^ 
And  teach  one  tvrant  pity  for  his  drudge. 

The  groans  or  Nature  in  tiiis  nether  world. 
Which  Heav*n  has  heard  for  ages,  have  an  cnd^ 
Foretold  by  prophets,  and  by  poets  sung. 
Whose  fire  was  kindled  at  the  prophets*  laiiip» 
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The  time  of'MM,  ike^poaatNi  SabbsOi,  ooBMk 
Six  ihmmtad  jmn  ogsattow  have  wdl  nigh 
FiillQl*d  tiieir  tndf  and  dbastfcnv  ooime 
Over  argmflal  iraild)  and  wfaatTSmftiDs 
Of  this  tempeftaoua  ttate  of  hiuaan  thlkigi 
Jg' merely  aa  the  woiidiig  «f  a  iea 
Before  a  cafan,  tiiat  iDcks  Htdf  to  rat : 
For  He,  whoie  est  the  windi  are,  and  the  dondi 
The  dost  that  waits  upon  his  sultry  march. 
When  sin  hath  mof*d  him,  and  hu  wrath  is  hot^ 
Shall  visit  earth  in  mercy ;  shall  descend 
Propitioiis  in  his  chariot  pavM  with  love ; 
Ana  what  Ms  stonns  have  blasted  and  defiM*d 
For  man's  revolt  shaO  with  a  smile  repair. 

Sweet  is  the  haip  of  prophecy ;  too  sweet 
Not  to  be  wrongM  by  a  mere  mortal  tondi : 
Nor  can  the  wonden  it  records  be  song^ 
To  meaner  mtme,  and  not  sufier  loss. 
But  when  a  poet,  or  when  one  like  me, 
Happy  to  rove  among  poetic  flow*rs, 
Though  poor  in  skill  to  rear  them,  lights  at  last 
On  some  ftir  tiieme,  some  theme  divmdy  fair. 
Such  is  the  impulse  and  the  spur  he  feels. 
To  give  it  praise  proportioned  to  its  worth. 
That  not  t'  attempt  xt,  arduous  as  he  deems 
The  labour)  wot  a  task  more  arduous  stilL 

O  scenes  snipaasinff  fiible,  and  yet  true. 
Scenes  of  aooomplishM  bliss !  which  who  can  see» 
Though  but  in  distant  prospect,  and  not  fed 
His  soul  refreshed  with  foretaste  of  the  joy  P 
Rivers  of  gladness  water  all  the  earth. 
And  clothe  all  dimes  with  beauty ;  the  repxoaeh 
Of  barrenness  is  past.    The  frmtfol  fidd 
Lauglis  with  abundance ;  and  the  land,  once  lean* 
Or  fertile  only  in  its  own  disgrace. 
Exults  to  see  its  thistly  curse  repeal'd. 
The  various  seasons  woven  into  one. 
And  that  one  season  an  eternal  spring. 
The  garden  fears  no  blight,  and  needs  no  fence. 
For  mere  is  none  to  covet,  all  are  fulL 


3W     '  -  THBTASK.       '  "     '"••• 

The  Uon,  and  the  KbbtttU  viA  the  bew* 

Gtaze  with  the  ftariett  flecks;  aB  bedc  at  aooe-    -* 

Together,  or  all  fuabol  in  the  shade 

Of  the  same  grove*  and  drink  one  eommon  itRaiib' 

Antipatfaiee  azo  none.    No  foe  to  man 

Lurks  in  the  serpent  now :  the  motfier  seee* 

And  smfles  to  see*  her  inftnt's  pilayftd  hand 

Stretch*d  fbdh  to  dally  with  the  oested  wonn. 

To  stroke  his  azure  neck,  or  to  receive 

The  lambent  homage  of  his  anowr  tOBfloe. 

All  creatures  worship  man,  and  all  manlnnd 

One  Lord,  one  Father*     Errour  has  no  fihce : 

That  eneping  pestilence  is  dri^'n  awaf  $ 

The  breath  of  Heay'n  has  chas*d  it.     In  the  heart 

No  passion  touches  a  discordant  stzing» 

But  all  is  harmony  and  love.    Disease 

Is  not :  the  pure  and  unoontaminate  UckmI 

Holds  its  due  course,  nor  fears  the  firost  of  a^ 

One  song  em|doys  aU  nations ;  and  all  cry, 

'  Worthy  the  Lamb,  for  he  was  slain  for  us  V 

The  dwellers  in  the  vales  and  on  the  loc^ 

Shout  to  each  other,  and  the  mountain-taps 

From  distant  mountains  catch  the  flying  joy : 

Till,  nation  after  nation  taught  the  strain. 

Earth  roUs  the  rapturous  Hosanna  round* 

Behold  the  measure  of  the  promise  fill*d  ; 

See  Salem  built,  the  labour  of  a  God ! 

Briffht  as  a  sun  the  sacred  city  shines  ; 

AU  Kingdoms  and  all  jHinoes  of  the  earth 

Flock  to  that  light ;  the  sbr^  of  all  lands 

Flows  into  her ;  unbounded  is  her  joy. 

And  endless  her  increase.    Thy  rams  are  theve^ 

Nebaioth,  and  the  flocks  of  Kedar  there*  : 

The  looms  of  Ormus,  and  the  mines  of  Ind» 

And  Saba*s  spicy  groves,  pay  tribute  these. 

Praise  is  in  all  her  gates :  upon  her  walls. 

And  in  her  streets,  and  in  her  spacious  oonits 

^  Ncbftioai  and  Kedar,  the  sons  of  Ishim^  and  {irvgwiitors  <^  til 
Arabs,  fai  the  prophetic  icriptviv  here  alluded  tb,  nutv  be  leoHjiiwy 
contidexed  m  vepreaeiitativat  of  Ur  Gentiles  at  Uxgt*      ' 
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It  heard  aalmdm^    Battem  Jmii  Uksb 
Kneeb  vitk  the  native  «f  the  &ilbc0t  west ; 
And  iEthiopia  ipreads  abvoad  the  band. 
And  vofshoML    Htr  repoH  has  tr»reU*d  forth 
Into  all  lands*    From  ev'iy  clime  they  come 
To  see  thy  besnty,  and  to  duve  thy  joy» 
O  Sion  !•  an  assembly  such  as  earth 
Saw  neveri  stteh  as  Heav*n  stoops  down  to  sse. 

Thus  heav*nwajrd  att  thmgs  tend*  For  aJII  weve  once 
Perfect,  and  all  nrast  be  at  lengUi  resttn'd* 
So  God  hath  gzeatiy  poiposM ;  who  would  else 
In  his  disfaoiioar*d  works  himself  cndu« 
Dishonour,  and  be  wvong'd  withoot  xedreis. 
Haste  then,  and  wheel  away  a  shattered  wodd. 
Ye  slow-revQlTing  seasons !  we  would  see 
CA  sight  to  which  our  eyss  are  stwugnis  yet) 
A  world,  thai  does  not  dread  and  hiSe  his  laws. 
And  suffer  lor  its  crime  9  would  leam  how  lair 
The  creature  ii  that  God  pBonounoes  good. 
How  pleasant  in  ttsdf  what  pleases  him. 
Here  ev*ry  drop  of  honey  hioes  a  sting ; 
Worms  wind  themsehres  into  oar  sweetest  flow*r« ; 
And  e*en  the  joy^  that  haply  some  poor  heart 
Derives  fi;om  Hesv*n,  pore  as  the  foimtain  is, 
Is  sullied  in  the  stream,  taking  a  taint 
From  touch  of  human  Ups,  at  best  impurei 
O  for  a  world  in  ptindple  as  dbaste 
As  this  is  gross  and  selfish !  over  whkh 
Custom  and  prefudioe  shall  bear  no  sway. 
That  govern  all  things  here,  should'ring  aside 
The  meek  and  modnt  Truths  and  forcing  her 
To  seek  a  refUge  from  the  tongue  of  Stm 
In  nooks  obscitfo,  fiff  from  the  ways  of  men  s 
Where  VioleMe  thaU  never  lift  the  swoid. 
Nor  CunniBg  Justify  the  proud  man's  wrong,  - 
Leaving  the  poor  no  remedy  hut  tears : 
Where  he,  that  SSk  aoolBee,  shall  esteem 
Th*  occasion  it  presents  of  doing  good 
Mare  tfmn  the  perquisite :  where  Law  shall  speak 
Seldoin,  and  never  butas  Wisdom  piompts 
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And  Equity;  not  jedoos  hmr  to  guard 
A  wurtfakai  fimiE,  llian  to  decide  an^z 
Where  Fashion  AaR  not  micdfy  abuse. 
Nor  smoolfa  Good4ireediiig  (siqiplemental  graoe> 
With  lean  perfbananoe  ne  the  work  of  Lm ! 
Come  dien,  and*  added  to  thy  many  crowns^ 
Receive  yet  one,  tiie  crown  of  wl  the  earthy 
T%oii  vfao  ahne  ait  VGCthy !  It  was  thine 
By  ancient  covenant*  ere  Natnte^s  bitth  ; 
And  thou  hast  nude  it  thine  hy  pordiaae  ainoe. 
And  overpaid  its  vahie  with  tl^  blood. 
Thy  saints  pRKbim  thee  king;  and  in  their  hearts 
Thy  title  is  cngiafen  widi  a  pen 
Dipped  in  the  fixmtain  of  eternal  lore, 
Tli^  saints pradBim  thee  long;  andtfaydday 
Gi?es  oomage  to  their  foes,  who,  could  they  see 
The  dawn  of  thy  last  advent,  kng  desir'd. 
Would  creep  into  die  bowels  of  the  hills. 
And  flee  ftr  saftty  to  the  fidfing  rodEL 
The  way  spirit  of  the  worid  u  tir*d 
Of  its  own  tMmring  qnestian,  aakM  so  long, 
*  Where  is  the  pronnse  of  your  Loid*8  appcoadi?* 
The  iufidd  has  diot  his  bolts  away. 
Tin,  his  eadunsted  qnirer  jiddhig  none. 
He  gleans  the  hfamted  diafts,  that  have  leeoa^d. 
And  aims  ibtm  at  tiie  sfaidd  of  Truth  again. 
The  veil  is  rent,  tent  too  by  priestly  hands. 
That  hides  dhn^ty  ftom  mortd  eyes ; 
And  an  the  mysteries  to  fiddi  proposed. 
Insulted  and  tradnc'd,  are  cast  aside. 
As  useless,  to  the  mdies  and  to  the  bolb 
They  now  are  deem'd  die  finthfnl,  and  are  pcais^d. 
Who,  constant  only  in  refecting  tfaee» 
Deny  thy  Godhead  with  a  mai^s  seal. 
And  quit  their  oflice  for  dicir  errour^  asJbe. 
Blind,  and  in  love  with  darimess !  yet,  «^en  these 
Worthy,  compared  irilh  syeophants,  who  knee 
Thy  name  adoring,  and  then  {veaeh  thee  man ! 
So  fores  thy  diurdi.    But  how  thy  dnndi  tOKy  tUt 
The  wotldti&es  little  thoo^t  Who  will  may  pieiehk 
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And  what  €aey  niU.    All  poston  ate  alike 
To  wandering  sheep,  resolved  to  foQow  none. 
Two  pods  divide  than  alL— Pleasiue  and  Gain : 
For  theie  they  live,  they  saczifioe  to  these. 
And  in  their  service  wage  perpetual  war 
With  Conscience  and  w&  mee.    Lust  in  their  hearts^ 
And  mischief  in  their  hands,  they  roam  the  earth. 
To  nrey  upon  each  other :  stubborn,  fierce, 
Hi^i-minded,  foaming  out  their  own  disgnioe. 
Thy  unlets  ^eak  otsucfa ;  and,  noting  down 
The  featnies  of  the  last  dmn'rate  times. 
Exhibit  ev*ry  lineament  ofthese. 
Come  then,  and,  added  to  thy  many  crowns, 
Receive  iret  one,  aa  radiant  as  the  rest. 
Due  to  my  last  and  most  effixtoal  work. 
Thy  word  ftOfill'd,  the  conquest  of  a  world ! 
He  is  the  happy  man,  whose  life  e*en  now 
Shows  somewhat  oS  that  hi^ipier  life  to  come ; 
Who,  doom*d  to  an  obscure  but  tranquil  state. 
Is  plas*d  with  it,  and,  were  he  free  to  choose. 
Would  make  his  fiite  hisdunoe;  whom  peace,  thefiutt 
Of  virtue,  and  whom  virtue,  fruit  of  faith. 
Prepare  for  hrapincas ;  bespeak  him  one 
Content  indeed  to  sojourn  while  he  must 
Bdow  the  skies,  but  having  there  his  home. 
The  world  overlooks  him  in  her  busjr  search 
Of  objects,  more  iUustrious  in  her  view ; 
And,  occupied  as  earnestly  as  she. 
Though  more  sublimely,  he  o'erlooks  the  world. 
She  scorns  hia  pleasures,  fiir  she  knows  them  not ; 
He  seeks  not  hers,  for  he  has  prov*d  them  vain. 
He  cannot  skim  the  ground  like  summer  birds 
Pursuing  gilded  fiies ;  and  sudi  he  deems 
Her  honours,  her  emoluments,  her  joys. 
Thecetine  in  contemplation  is  his  bliss. 
Whose  pow'r  is  such,  that  whom  she  lifts  from  earth 
She  makea  lamiliar  with  a  heav*n  unseen, 
Afld  ^ws  hun  glories  yet  to  be  reveal*d. 
Kot-Alothi^  he,  though  seeming  unemployed. 
And  censured  <^  as  useless.    Stillest  streams 


Oft  water  ftae4mHidimi,MdtlKbii^        * 
That  flitfkx»  ki0l»  is  loi)£^  oa  4be  win^ 
Aflk^uB,  jadeed*  what  tBophks  be  baa  j»i«'cl. 
Or  what  i^ebMveBieiits  of  Jumortal  £u»e 
He  puipoaest  and  he  shall  aiiflrer-— No«^  . 
His  war&M  is  within.    Thei»  un&tigu^d 
His  ferroDt  i^^al  labouxs.    Th^ehe  figbte. 
And  there  obtains  fresh  »^iwpfrg  o*«r  himsrtf 
And  nsver  withering  waui^  cmipsv'd  witli  «Mhb 
The  laurels  that  a  CsBsar  reaps  a«e  waeda. 
Perhaps  the  sdl^^^pinoving  haugh^  wosid,    . 

That  as  she  sweeps  him  with  hei  whistliiig  sUka  . 
Scarce  ddgns  to  notice  hinu  or.  if  d^  seiv 
Deems  him  a  cipher  in  the  wodka  of  i«(Qd« 
Receives  advantage  from  his  Boiaelass  hours* 
Of  which  sbe  little  drewns»    Perhaps  sbe  ovm 
Her  sunshine  and  her  nin,  jbec  blpwoiiig  ^tris^ 
And  plenteous  harvest,  to  the  pv^'r  lia  soMibn^    >' 
When,  Isaac  like,  the  solitaiy  aunt   • 
Walks  jforth  to  meditate  at  eveoiide* 

And  think  on  her,  who  tlHBks  mM  for  beoMlC  ' 
For^ve  hipi  then,  tbou  bustler  in  eooonaM  .  i 
Of  httle  wortb,  im  idler  in  the  best,  ,  i 

If,  author  of  no  micduef  a«d  some  good*  >. 
He  seek  his  proper  happipes  by  means 
That  may  advance,  but  cannot  bader,  ihiae.  •  •  , ., 
Nor,  though  be  lUeed  Oie  eecKi;|MiAi of  iifiK,     ...,/ 
Biigage  no  notice,  and  enjoy  miicb  «sae»  .  ..>< 

Account  him  an  ennimbnmceQittfaeiatatc.  ,.,'.  ^•■ 
Receiving  benefits,  aod rendering noBf^.  ,  ►  .•  ..i 
His  sphere  though  bumble,  if  that  bumble  ipbW' 

Shine  with  his  £ur  exanoipte*  we4  tbQ^^  sBMdl  r** 
His  influence,  if  that  i]i4iuii«e;  all.  be  fpetkt . 
In  soothing  «Mrow,  aod  io  <iuencbuig:fitii(e»>    : . 
In  aidins  hdpless  indigenoe,  in  wihIqi,     .    .  .  ,  t  i 
Promwhich.atleaata«»i4ullew.d«rive    .;.   , 
Some  taste  of  eomfort  in  a  world  of  ni^  i,  .  . ,   .  , 
Then  let  the  siqierciUousi^wat, qenfeas  -  . .  .,  j 

He  serves  his  oountiy,  reeompenfie^w^^  l^ . .  . 
The  state,  bea^i  the  ^^ow  «f  wbeiM;  viiN»  ^  ^ 
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He  BtB  wocost^  md  in  wic  flc&le  oi  on 
Holds  no  ignoble,  though  a  di|^ited,  plftee. 
The  nttn,  wiiose  nitaes  are  more  ftk  tkin  seen. 
Must  dxop  indeed  die  hope  of  paUie  pnise  $ 
But  he  mfff  boast,  what  few  that  wm  it  can. 
That,  if  hs  oonntry  stsnd  not  by  his  skiB, 
At  least  his  ibilies  have  not  wrooght  hsr  hXL 
Polite  Reinonent  oflfefs  him  in  vain 
HfT  gcMm  tube^  ihiou^  which  a  .scoaiial  world 
Dzaws  gross  mipiufitjr,  and  Hkes  it  wdl« 
The  neat  conveyance  hiding  all  th'  oflfenoe* 
Vot  tfiat  he  peevishly  rejects  a  mode 
Because  that  world  adopts  it    If  it  bear 
The  stamp  and  dear  impression  of  good  sense^ 
And  be  not  oosdy  mote  ihan  of  true  worth. 
He  puts  it  on,  and  for  decorum  sake 
Can- wear  k  e'en  as  graoeAilly  ub  she. 
She  jodgct  of  refinemsBt  by  the  eye. 
He  by  <he  test  of  oonsdence,  and  a  heart 
Not  soon  deceivM ;  aware  that  what  is  base 
Vo  polish  can  make  sterling ;  and  that  vice. 
Though  weQ  perfum'd  and  degantly  dress*d. 
Like  an  unbuiied  carcass  tiick'd  wiUi  flow'rs, 
Is  but  a  gamishM  nuisance,  fitter  fiir 
For  deanlv  riddance,  than  ibr  fiur  attire. 
So  life  ^ides  smoothly  and  by  stealth  away. 
More  golden  than  that  age  of  fabled  sold 
Benown'd  in  andent  song ;  not  vex*d  with  care 
Or  stained  with  guilt,  beneficent,  a^yprov*d 
Of  God  and  man,  and  peaceful  in  its  end. 
So  glide  my  lift  away,  and  so  at  last. 
My  share  of  duties  decently  MfiU'd, 
May  some  disease,  not  taidy  to  perform 
Its  destinM  office,  yet  with  gentte  stroke. 
Dismiss  me  weary  to  a  safe  retreat. 
Beneath  the  turf,  that  I  have  often  trod. 
It  shall  not  grieve  me  then,  that  once,  when  call'd 
To  dress  a  Softi  with  the  fiow'n  of  verse, 
I  pUy*d  a  while,  obedient  to  the  foir. 
With  that  light  talk ;  but  soon,  to  please  hernw^ 
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It  18  not  from  his  form,  in  which  we  trace 
Strength  join*d  with  beauty,  dignity  with  grace, 
That  man,  the  master  of  this  globe,  derives 
His  ritfht  of  empire  over  all  that  lives. 
That  rorm  indeed,  th*  associate  of  a  mind 
Vast  in  its  pow'rs,  ethereal  in  its  kind. 
That  form,  the  labour  of  almighty  skill, 
Framed  for  the  service  of  a  freebcnm  will. 
Asserts  precedence,  and  bespeaks  control, 
But  borrows  all  its  grandeur  from  the  souL 
Hers  is  the  state,  the  splendour,  and  the  throne. 
An  intellectual  kingdom,  all  her  own. 
For  her  the  Mem'ry  fills  her  ample  pa^ 
With  truths  pour*d  down  fiom  ev*ry  distant  age ; 
For  her  amasses  an  unbounded  store. 
The  wisdom  of  great  nations,  now  no  more ; 
Though  laden,  not  encumbered  with  her  spoO ; 
Labonous,  yet  unconscious  of  her  toil ; 
When  copiously  supplied,  dien  most  enlarged ; 
Still  to  be  fed,  and  not  to  be  surchaig*d. 


968  TIROCminM :  OR,  A 

For  her  the  Fancy,  nmng  imconfin*d9 
Tlie  present  muse  of  ev*iT  pensive  mind. 
Warn  maac  wonders,  aods  a  brighter  hue 
To  Nature^  scenes  thui  Nature  ever  kneir. 
At  her  command  winds  rise,  and  waters  xoar. 
Again  she  lays  them  shunb'ring  on  the  &ore ; 
With  i!ow*r  and  fruit  die  wilderness  supplies. 
Or  bids  the  rocks  in  ruder  pomp  arise. 
For  her  the  Jnd^ent,  umpire  in  the  strife. 
That  Grace  and  Nature  have  to  wage  tfaroog^  fife. 
Quick-sighted  arbiter  of  good  and  iU, 
Appmnted  sage  preceptor  to  the  Will, 
Condemns,  approves,  and  with  a  fidthfcd  voice 
Gixides  &e  decision  of  a  doubtful  dioioe. 
Why  did  the  fiat  of  a  God  give  bblh 
To  yon  fiiir  Sun,  and  his  attendant  Earth  ? 
Ana,  when  descending  he  resigns  the  skies. 
Why  takes  the  gender  Moon  her  turn  to  rise. 
Whom  Ocean  feels  through  all  his  countless  waves, 
And  owns^her  pow*r  on  ev*ry  shore  he  laves  ? 
Why  do  the  seasons  still  enncfa  the  year. 
Fruitful  and  young  as  in  their  first  career  ? 
Spring  hangs  her  infant  blossoms  on  the  trees, 
Rock*d  in  me  cradle  of  the  westem  breeze ; 
Summer  in  haste  the  thriving  chaige  receives 
Beneath  the  shade  of  her  expanded  leaves. 
Tin  Autumn's  fiercer  heats  and  plenteous  dews 
Dye  them  at  last  in  all  thdr  glowing  hues.— 
'Twere  wild  profusion  all,  and  boodess  waste, 
Fow*r  misempIoyM,  munificence  misplacM, 
Had  not  its  audior  dignified  the  plan. 
And  crown*d  it  with  die  majesty  d  man. 
Thus  form*d,  dius  placed,  intelligent,  and  tat^t. 
Look  where  you  will,  the  wonders  God  has  wtoc^ta 
The  wildest  scomer  of  his  Maker's  laws 
Finds  in  a  sober  moment  time  to  pause. 
To  press  th*  important  quesdon  on  his  heart, 
*  why  fbrmM  at  all,  and  wherefore  as  thou  atrt  ?* 
If  man  be  what  he  seems,  this  hour  a  slave. 
The  next  mere  dust  and  ariies  in  the  grave ; 
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Enda*d  wtth  naaon  ooiy  to  descnr 
His  crimes  and  folfies  with  an  aching  eye ; 
With  passions,  just  ihat  he  may  prove,  with  paln« 
The  force  he  spends  against  their  fury  vain ; 
And  if,  soon  tata  havmg  burnt,  by  turns, 
With  ev*ry  lu8t»  with  wmch  frail  Nature  bums, 
His  being  end,  where  death  dissolves  the  bond. 
The  tomb  take  all,  and  all  be  blank  beyond ; 
Then  he,  of  all  that  Nature  has  brought  fortli. 
Stands  sdf-impeach'd  the  creature  of  least  worth, 
And  usdess  while  he  Ures  and  when  he  dies, 
Brings  into  doubt  the  wisdom  of  the  skies. 

Tmths,  that  the  learned  pursue  with  eager  thought, 
Are  not  important  always  as  dear-bought. 
Proving  at  last,  tfaoufh  told  in  pompous  strains, 
A  diilmsh  waste  of^ilosophic  pains ; 
But  truths,  on  whicn  depends  omr  main  ooncem. 
That  *tis  our  shame  and  misery  not  to  learn. 
Shine  by  the  side  of  ev^ry  path  we  tread 
With  such  a  lustre,  he  that  runs  may  read. 
'Tis  true  that,  if  to  triile  life  away 
Down  to  the  sunset  of  their  latest  day. 
Then  perish  on  futurity's  wide  shore 
Like  fleeting  exhalations,  found  no  more. 
Were  all  that  Heav'n  required  of  humankind. 
And  all  the  plan  their  destiny  design'd. 
What  none  could  rev*renoe  lUl  might  justly  blame. 
And  man  would  breathe  but  for  Iujb  Maker's  shamflb 
But  reason  heard,  and  nature  well  perus'd. 
At  once  the  ^"^^^'^g  mind  is  disabus'd. 
If  all  we  find  possessmg  earth,  sea,  air. 
Reflect  his  attributes,  who  pWd  them  there. 
Fulfil  the  puipoBe,  and  appear  dengn'd 
ProQ&  of  tlie  wisdom  of  w  all-seeing  mind, 
*Tis  plain  the  ereatnre,  whom  he  diose  t'  invest 
With  kinfldiip  and  dominion  o'er  the  rest, 
BeoeiT'd  nis  aoblar  nature,  and  was  made 
Pit  fn  the  pofw'r,  in  which  he  stands  array 'd ; 
That  firsts  or  last,  hereafter,  if  not  here, 
He  too  might  Qiake  bis  fmthor's  wisdom  clew, 
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Praise  him  on  Earth,  or,  oblkiaateilf  ^harirj 
Suffer  his  justice  in  a  world  to  come. 
This  once  bdiev'd,  'twere  logic  misappliedy 
To  prove  a  oonsequenee  by  none  denied. 
That  we  are  bound  to  cast  the  minds  of  youth 
Betimes  into  the  mould  of  heavenly  tmth. 
That  tau|^t  of  God  they  ma^  indeed  be  wise» 
Nor  ignorantly  wand'ring  miss  the  skies. 

In  early  days  the  conscience  has  in  most 
A  quickness,  which  in  later  life  is  lost  $ 
Prtterr'd  from  guilt  by  salutary  fean. 
Or  guilty  soon  rdenting  into  teats. 
Too  cardess  often,  as  our  yean  proceed. 
What  friends  we  sort  with,  or  what  books  we  read, 
Our  parents  yet  exert  a  prudent  caie. 
To  feed  our  in&nt  minds  with  proper  fiure ; 
And  wisely  store  the  nurs'ry  by  degrees 
With  wholesome  leanang,  yet  aoquir'd  with  easb 
Neatly  secured  from  being  soiled  or  torn 
Beneath  a  pane  of  thin  tninsluoent  hom» 
A  book  (to  please  us  at  a  tender  age 
»Tis  caU'd  a  book,  though  but  a  single  page) 
Presents  the  pray- r  the  Saviour  deign*d  to  taM^, 
Which  diildien  use,  and  panona— >when  they  pnaefa. 
Lisping  our  sylhbles,  we  scramble  next 
Through  moral  narrative,  or  sacred  text ; 
And  Iram  with  wonder  how  this  wodd  b^gin. 
Who  made,  who  marr'd,  and  who  has  ransomM,  msMi 
Points,  which,  unless  the  Scripture  made  thera  plain. 
The  wisest  brads  might  agitate  in  Tain. 

0  thou,  whomy  borne  on  fancy's  eager  ymg 
Back  to  the  season  of  life's  happy  spring, 

1  jdeas'd  remember,  and,  whue  mcna*iy  yet 
Holds  fiist  her  office  here,  can  nete  iargfit ; 
Ingenious  dreamer,  in  whose  well4o]d  tale 
Sweet  fiction  and  sweet  truth  alike  previS  ; 
Whose  hum*rons  vein,  strong  sense,  and  nm^  Myk i 
May  teach  the  gayest,  midie  the  gravest  snulet 
Witty,  and  well  empIoy*d,  and,  "Ske  thy  Loid, 
Speaking  in  parables  his  dighted  word  ; 
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I  name  thet^JfiPU  hA  to  despised  a  oame 

Should  move  a  sneer  at  thy  desenred  fame ;        -   - 

Yet  e'en  in  tzanfiitory  life's  late  day* 

That  mingles  all  my  biown  with  sober  oray. 

Revere  the  man*  whose  pUgrim  marks  ttie  road. 

And  guides  l^eprcgres*  of  the  soul  to  God. 

'Twere  well  with  most,  if  books,  that  could  engage 

Their  childhood,  pleas'd  them  at  a  riper  age ; 

The  man,  approvmg  what  had  cbann'd  tlw  boy. 

Would  die  at  last  in  comfort,  peace,  and  joy ; 

And  not  with  curses  on  his  heait,  wlio  stole 

The  gem  of  truth  from  his  unguarded  souL 

The  stamp  of  artless  piety  impressed 

By  kind  tuition  on  his  yielding  breast. 

The  youth  now  bearded,  and  yet  pert  and  raw. 

Regards  with  scorn,  though  once  receiv'd  with  awe; 

And,  warp'd  into  the  labyrinth  of  lies. 

That  babbleis,  call'd  philosophers,  devise. 

Blasphemes  his  creed,  as  founded  on  a  phm 

Replete  with  dreams,  unworthy  of  a  man. 

Touch  but  his  nature  in  its  aihng  part. 

Assert  the  n^itive  evil  of  his  heart. 

His  ^lide  resents  the  charge,  although  the  peoof* 

Rise  in  his  forehead,  and  seem  rank  enough : 

Point  to  the  cure,  describe  a  Saviour's  crass 

As  God's  expedient  to  retrieve  his  loss, 

The  young  apostate  sickens  at  the  view. 

And  hates  it  with  the  malice  of  a  Jew* 

How  weak  the  barrier  of  mere  Nature  proves, 
Oppos'd  ajzainst  the  pleasures  Nature  loves  1 
While  se£betray'd,  and  wilfully  undone. 
She  longs  to  yield,  no  sooner  woo'd  than  won. 
Try  now  the  merits  of  this  Uest  exchange 
Of  modest  truth  for  wit's  eeoenirie  mnge. 
Time  was,  he  olos'd  as  he  began  the  day 
With  decent  duty,  not  asham'd  to  pray  s 
The  pRMitice  was  a  bond  upon  his  heart, 
A  pledge  he  gave  for  a  consistent  part ; 

•  Sw  i  Chron.  cb.  avl.  tct.  10* 
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VcK  coold  BB  dnc  jammiptnowwy 

A  pow'Tt  6onfesB*d  so  lat^  on  Ids  knees* 

But  noir£new«]I  an  kgeDoaij  biks, 

Tlie  ■tofluws  %,  pfailoBaphj  pmraDs  ; 

Vny^T  to  Ae  innds,  and  amdon  to  die  vares  ; 

Bdjginn  makes  the  free  bj  nature  dares. 

Pnols  hate  in  vented*  and  die  worid  admir*d 

What  kiiatnii  piicrti  praniu^Kte  as  mspir'd  « 

TxD  Beawp,  now  no  knger  oresaw'd, 

Besames  ha  pov'is,  and  spams  the  dnmaj  ftanSt 
And,  oommon-flense  diffiwiiig  leal  day» 

The  meteor  of  the  Goqxl  dsa  sway. 

Socfa  fhapBodics  oar  dixewd  disoennng  yootli 

Leam  fiom  enport  inqinRxs  after  truth  $ 

Whose  only  caie,  mig^t  truth  presume  to  ^lesk. 

Is  not  to  find  iriiat  diey  profess  to  seek 

And  thus,  wdl^tnlorM  only  wfafle  we  share 

A  mother*!  lectnres,  and  a  nurse's  care  ; 

And  taug^  at  scfaoob  mudi  mydialqg^  sCii^* 

But  sound  idigifln  spaxing^  enough; 

Our  eaxly  notioes  of  tindi,  akgrac*d« 

Soon  lose  their  credit,  and  an  aU  c£5u;'d. 

Would  you  your  waa  dioald  be  a  sot  or  dunce, 
LasciTious,  headstrong,  or  all  these  at  once  ; 
That  in  good  time  the  sizipfing's  finidi'd  taste 
For  loose  expense,  and  finhioDaUe  waste. 
Should  prove  your  ruin,  and  his  own  at  last; 
Train  lum  in  puhlie  widi  a  mob  of  boys, 
Childidi  in  mjaAJAf  only  and  in  noise. 
Else  of  a  wMmnkih  growth,  and  five  in  ten 
In  infideliu  and  lewdness  men. 
There  shall  he  leam,  ere  sixteen  wintexs  old. 
That  autfaora  are  most^useftil  pawn*d  or  aoUl ; 
That  pedantry  is  all  that  schools  impart. 
But  tavenis  teach  die  knowledge  of  the  heatt ; 


*  The  author  tagl  Inve  to  C3(|l«iiv~SaHibl»  OtaJt, 

knovledce,  neither  the  ancient  poets  nor  Ustoriuis  ctti  Iw  i ^ 

deed  vnlbrMood,  iM  does  not  neaa  to  oeneun  0»  palaft  that  «»  

to  tantnict  a  achoqiboj  in  the  religion  of  the  Heathen,  hut  Toa^timi 
neglect  of  Chilsliaa  culttue  wfakh  leaEves  him  ahamefiuy  %noiat  flf  tdi 
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There  waiter  Dick,  with  Baedianallan  layi. 
Shall  win  hit  heart,  and  have  bia  drunken  pfaiie» 
Hia  Gounaellor  and  boaom  friend  shall  move. 
And  aome  atzeet-padn^  harlot  his  fint  JOve. 
Schools,  unless  disciphne  were  doubly  strong. 
Detain  their  adolescent  charge  too  long ; 
The  management  oi  tiroes  S  dghtfen 
Is  difficult ;  their  punishment  obscene. 
The  stout  tall  captain,  whose  superior  size 
The  minor  heroes  view  with  envious  eyes. 
Becomes  their  pattern,  upon  whom  they  fix 
Their  whole  attention,  and  ape  all  his  tiidcs. 
His  pride,  that  scorns  t*  obey  or  to  submit, 
Witn  them  is  courage ;  his  efliont'ry  wit 
His  wild  excursions,  window-breaking  feats, 
Robb*r^  of  gardens,  quarreb  in  the  streets. 
His  hairbreadth  *scapes,  and  all  his  daring  schemes, 
TransDort  them,  ana  are  made  their  fav*nte  themes. 
In  litde  bosoms,  such  achievements  strike 
A  kindred  spark :  they  bum  to  do  the  like. 
Thus,  half-aooQmpl]ah*d  ere  he  yet  beopb 
To  show  the  peepmff  down  upon  his  rain ; 
And,  as  maturity  of  yean  comes  on. 
Made  just  th*  aaept  that  you  design*d  your  son ; 
T'  ensure  the  perseverance  of  his  course. 
And  give  your  monstrous  project  all  its  force. 
Send  him  to  college.    If  he  there  be  tam*d. 
Or  in  one  article  ot  vice  reclaim*d. 
Where  no  regard  of  ard*nances  is  shown 
Or  looked  for  now,  the  fault  must  be  his  own. 
Some  sneaking  virtue  lurks  in. him,  no  doubt. 
Where  neither  strumpets'  charms,  nor  drinking-bout* 
Nor  gambling  prnedoes,  can  find  it  out. 
Sudi  youths  of  spirit,  and  that  spirit  too, 
Ye  nurs*ries  of  our  boys,  we  owe  to  you  s 
Though  from  ourselves  the  mischief  more  proceeds* 
For  public  schooils  *tis  public  folly  feeds. 
The  slaves  of  custom  and  cstabliah'd  mode. 
With  packhone  oonstancy  we  keep  the  xoad« 
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Crooked  or  itnidit,  ihiaugh  qoagi  or  tfaaroj  4cfl% 

Tme  to  the  jinmiing  of  our  leader's  bells.  . 

To  follow  jfooliu  precedents,  and  wink 

With  both  our  eyes,  is  easier  than  to  think : 

And  such  an  age  as  ours  balks  no  expense. 

Except  of  caution,  and  of  oommon-^sense  ; 

Else  sure  notorious  fact,  and  proof  so  plahi. 

Would  turn  our  steps  into  a  wiser  train. 

I  blame  not  ihose,  who  with  what  care  they  can 

0*erwatch  the  numerous  and  unruly  dan  ; 

Or,  if  I  blune,  'tis  only  that  they  dare 

Promise  a  work,  of  which  they  must  despair. 

Have  ye,  ye  sage  intendants  of  the  whole* 

A  ubiquarian  presence  and  control, 

Elisha  s  eye,  that,  when  Gehazi  stray'd. 

Went  with  him,  and  saw  all  the  game  he  piay'd  f 

Yes — ye  are  conscious ;  and  on  all  the  shdves 

Your  pupils  strike  upon,  have  struck  youzselYSi* 

Or  if,  by  nature  sober,  ye  had  then. 

Boys  as  ye  were,  the  gravity  of  men  ; 

Ye  knew  at  least,  by  constant  proofs  nddrsBs'd 

To  ears  and  eyes,  the  vices  of  the  rest. 

But  ye  connive  at  what  ye  cannot  cure. 

And  evils  not  to  be  endur'd,  endure. 

Lest  pow'r  exerted,  but  without  success. 

Should  make  the  Uttle  ye  retain  still  less. 

Ye  once  were  justly  fam'd  for  bringing  foA 

Undoubted  scholarship  and  genuine  worth  ; 

And  in  tlie  firmament  of  fame  still  shines 

A  glory,  bright  as  that  of  all  the  signs. 

Of  poets  rais'd  by  you,  and  statesmen,  and  di^ao^ 

Peace  to  them  all !  those  brilliant  times  are  fled» 

And  no  such  lights  are  kindling  in  their  stead. 

Our  striplings  uiine  indeed,  but  with  such  nys. 

As  set  the  midnight  riot  in  a  blaze  9 

And  seem,  if  ju^'d  by  their  expressive  looikt,. 

Deeper  in  none  than  in  theix  surgeons*  books. 

Say  muse  (fbr,  education  nuide  the  aong» 
No  muse  can  hesitate,  or  Ijnger  lon^,  .     , 
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Whftt  catises  vaafe  us,  knon^ng  as  we  must 
That  these  menageries  all  fiul  thdr  trust, 
To  send  our  sons  to  scout  aod  scamper  there. 
While  cohs  and  pup^es  cost  us  so  much  caxe  ? 

Be  it  a  weakness,  it  deserves  some  praise* 
We  love  the  playi^ace  of  our  eailjr  days ; 
The  scene  is  toucoing,  and  the  heart  is  stone. 
That  feels  not  at  that  sight,  and  feels  at  none. 
The  wall  on  which  we  tried  our  graving  skiU* 
The  very  name  we  carv'd  subsisdnff  still ; 
The  bench  on  whidi  we  sat  while  deep  employM, 
Tho*  mangled,  hack*d,  andhew'd,  not  yet  destroyM ) 
The  little  ones,  imbuttonM,  dowing  hot, 
Plaving  our  games,  and  on  me  very  spot ; 
As  nappy  as  we  once,  to  kned  and  draw 
The  chal^  ring,  and  knuckle  down  at  taw ; 
To  pitch  the  bul  into  the  grounded  hat. 
Or  drive  it  devious  with  a  dext'zous  pat ; 
The  pleasing  spectacle  at  once  excites 
Such  recollection  of  our  own  delights. 
That,  viewing  it,  we  seem  almost  t*  obtain 
Our  innocent  sweet  simple  years  again. 
This  fond  attachment  to  ike  wdl-bnown  place. 
Whence  first  we  started  into  ]ife*s  long  race, 
Maintains  its  hold  with  such  unfailing  sway. 
We  feel  it  e*en  in  age,  and  at  our  latest  daj. 
Hark  !  how  the  sire  oi  diits,  whose  future  share 
Of  cUssic  food  begins  to  be  his  care. 
With  lus  own  likeness  idae*d  on  either  knee^ 
Indidges  all  a  Alher's  neart-£dt  glee ; 
And  ^Bs  them,  as  he  strokes  their  silver  locks. 
That  they  must  soon  leam  Latm,  and  to  box ; 
Then  tuniing  he  regales  lus  list*ning  wife 
With  an  di*  advoitures  of  his  earl^  life  $ 
His  skill  in  coachmanship,  or  drivmg  chaise. 
In  bilkmg  tavern  bills,  and  spouting  plays ; 
What  dmfcs  he  us'd,  detected  in  a  scrape. 
How  he  was  floggM,  or  had  the  luck  t'  esome ; 
What  simis  he  lost  at  play,  and  how  he  sold 
Watdi,  seals,  and  all-ltiU  aU  his  pranks  aie  told* 
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Retndng  tfli*  hfejMIc*  Ctis'li  nattie  '      **'     * ' ]* 
That  palliates  deedt  of  folly  and  of  sha^e). 
He  gives  the  local  bbs  all  its  sway  ; 
Resolves  that  irhere  he  playM  his  sons  shiOr  play. 
And  destines  flicir  bright  genitls  to  ht  shown        ^ 
Just  in  the  scene  where  he  display^  Ws  own.  "^ 
The  meek  and  baahfal  boy  will  soon  be  tati^t,* 
To  be  as  bold  and  forward  a&  he  ought ; 
The  rude  will  scuffle  throu^  with  ease  en&of^. 
Great  schools  suit  best  the  sturdy  and  tfie  tougbr 
Ah  happy  designation,  prudent  dunoe, 
Th*  event  is  sure ;  expect  it ;  and  Tejdice  ! 
Soon  see  your  widi  fulfill'd  in  cMier  child. 
The  pert  made  perter,  and  the  tame  made  wfli ; 

The  great  indeed,  by  titles,  ridies,  birth, 
Excus'd  th*  encumbrance  of  more  «>Kd  wdri!h. 
Are  best  dispos'd  of  where  with  most  success 
They  may  acquire  that  confident  address. 
Those  hsiAts  of  profiis©  and  lewd  expense. 
That  scorn  of  all  delights  but  those  of  sense. 
Which,  though  in  plain  plebeians  we  condemn^ 
With  so  mu<£  reason  all  expect  from  them. 
But  fioniHes  of  less  ilhisttious  feme. 
Whose  chief  distinction  is  their  spotless  na&ie. 
Whose  hens,  theur  honours  none^  diiSr  faioomc  nafl, 
Must  shine  by  true  desert,  or  not  at  alT, 
What  dream  tney  of,  that  with  so  Bttlc  care  ' 
They  risk  their  hopes,  theu:  direst  treasure,  flice? 
They  dream  of  litde  Charles  or  WilBam  grac'd" 
With  wig  prolix,  down  flowing  to  his  waist ; 
They  see  ^'  attentive  crowds  his  talents  draw. 
They  hear  him  speak— the  oracle  of  law. 
The  father,  who  designs  his  babe  a  priest. 
Dreams  him  episcop3ly  such  at  least ; 
And,  while  the  playfiiT  jockey  scours  flie  room 
Briskly,  astride  upon  the  parlour  broom,  ^ 

In  fancy  sees  hnn  more  superbly  rifle  * 

In  coacn  with  purple  lin^d,  and  ndtrca  oti  fts'sine» 
Events  iitrprrtmble  and  strange  as  these, 
Whidi  omy  a  parental  eyd  fbresees, 
A  public  school  ^all  brix^s  to  pass  with 
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But  how  ?  resides  such  virtue  in  that  «ir» 
As  must  .create  aa  appetite  for  pRayV  ? 
And  will  it  breathe  into  him  all  the  seal. 
That  candidates  for  such  a  prize  should  feel. 
To  take  the  lead  and  be  the  foremost  still 
In  all  true  worth  and  litenuj  skill  ? 
Ah  blind  to  bright  futurity,  untaught 
The  knowledge  df  the  worla,  and  dull  of  thought ! 
Chnrp)i*ladders  are  not  always  mounted  best 
By  learned  derks,  and  Latinists  pzo£ess*d. 
Til*  exalted  prize  demands  an  upward  look. 
Not  to  be  found  by  poring  on  a  book. 
Small  skin  in  Latin,  and  stiH  less  in  Greek, 
Is  more  than  adequate  to  all  I  seek. 
Let  erudition  grace  him,  or  not  grace, 
I  give  the  bauble  but  the  second  place ; 
His  wealth,  fame,  honours,  all  that  I  iatend. 
Subsist  and  centre  in  one  point — a  friend. 
A  iriendy  whatever  he  stuoies  or  n^ects. 
Shall  give  him  consequence,  heal  aU  defects. 
His  intercourse  with  peers  and  sons  of  peer^- 
There  dawns  the  splendour  of  his  future  yeans : 
In  that  bright  quarter  his  propitious  skies 
Shall  blush  betimes,  and  there  his  glory  rise. 
y(fur  LorMip,  and  Tour  Grace  I  what  scbdbl 

teach 
A  liiet'xic' equal  to  those  parts  of  speech  ? 
What  need  of  Homer's  verse,  or  Tully's  prose. 
Sweet  interjections  !  if  he  learn  but  those  ? 
Let  rev*rend  chuds  his  ignorance  rebuke. 
Who  starve  upon  a  dogVear'd  Pentateuch, 
The  parson  knows  enoush,  who  knows  a  duke.* 
Egv^ious  purpose !  wormily  begun 
In  barb'rous  prostitution  of  your  son ; 
PressM  on  hit  part  by  means,  that  would  disgrace 
A  scrivener's  derk,  or  footman  out  of  place. 
And  ending,  if  at  last  its  end  be  gain*a. 
In  sacrilege,  in  God's  own  house  profan'd. 
It  may  succeed ;  and,  if  his  sins  should  .call 
For  more  &an  common  punishment,  it  shaU ; 

21- 
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The  wretch  fliiaU  rue,  and  be  ^st  thong  on  Bartfi 

Least  qualified  in  honour,  leaming,  wortha 

To  occupy  a  sacred,  awful  post. 

In  which  the  best  and  worthiest  tremble  moat. 

The  roya/ felfer*  are  a  thing  of  course, 

A  kins,  that  would,  mig^  recommend  his  hone  $ 

And  £aDS,  no  doubt,  and  chapters,  with  one  voioa 

As  bound  in  duty,  woidd  oon&m  the  dioioe. 

Behold  your  bishop !  weB  he  plays  his  part. 

Christian  in  name,  and  infidel  in  heart, 

GhosUy  in  oflSoe,  earthly  in  his  plan, 

A  dave  at  court,  dsewhoe  a  lady^s  man. 

Dumb  as  a  senator,  and  as  a  priest 

A  jdeoe  of  mere  church-fiuniture  at  best ; 

To  Hve  estrang'd  fimm  God  his  total  scope, 

And  his  end  sure,  without  one  glimpse  of  hope. 

But  fSdr  althou^  and  feasible  it  seem. 

Depend  not  mw^fa  iqion  your  golden  dream  ; 

For  Providence,  that  seems  concem'd  f  exempt 

The  haillow'd  bendi  ftom  absolute  contempt. 

In  spite  of  all  the  wrigglers  into  pboe. 

Still  keeps  a  seat  or  two  for  worth  and  grace ; 

And  therefine  'tis,  that,  though  the  nght  be  rare. 

We  sometimes  see  a  Lowth  or  Bagot  there. 

Besides,  schodl-fiiendsldps  are  not  always  found. 

Though  fair  in  promise,  permanent  and  sound ; 

The  most  disint*rested  and  virtuous  mnods. 

In  early  years  connected,  time  unlnnds ; 

New  situations  give  a  different  east 

Of  habit,  inclination,  temper,  taste ; 

And  he,  that  aeem*d  otu*  counterpart  at  first. 

Soon  shows  the  strong  simifitude  revers'd. 

Young  heads  are  ffMy,  and  young  hearts  axe  warm, 

And  make  mistakes  for  manhood  to  refonn. 

Bojs  are  at  best  but  pretty  buds  unblown. 

Whose  scent  and  hues  are  rather  gnessMtium  known; 

Each  dreams  that  each  is  just  what  he  appears, 

But  leams  his  enour  in  matnrer  Veais, 

When  di^osilion,  like  a  sail  unftnlM, 

Shows  all  its  r«its  and  patdies  10  &e  world.  ' 
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If,  tboifinBeb  ft*<ni  wbon  ]iane«t  in  Mfpi, 
A  bt^riah  JViwidfihip  may  so  soon  dedne* 
'Twere  wuer  nue  t*  inspire  a  liido  lieait 
With  JQflt  aUwDBcnce  of  so  mean  a  pattt 
Than  set  yom  aoa  to  wock  at  a  lile  tnda 
For  wages  so  unlikely  to  be  paid* 

Our  public  hivei  or  puerile  leaovt* 
That  are  of  dbief  and  xnost  spfKOf^d  iqwrt. 
To  such  base  hopes,  in  numy  a  sordid  smdf 
Owe  their  repute  in  part,  but  not  the  whole. 
A  principle,  whose  proud  pBetSBsions  pass 
Unquestion'd,  thoo^  the  jewel  be  bat  f** 
That  with  a  world*  not  often  •ver-niee» 
Ranks  as  a  nrtoe,  and  is  yet  a  vice ; 
Or  rather  a  gross  oompound,  justly  tried. 
Of  envy,  habed,  jeaknisy,  and  pijde-  ■ 
Contributes  most  periu^  t'  cnhanoB  their  £une; 
And  fmnlation  is  its  mecioas  name. 
Boys,  once  on  fire  with  that  contentioos  zeal. 
Feel  an  the  n^,  that  ftmale  rivals  feel ; 
The  prize  of  beauty  in  a  woman's  eves 
Not  bri^iter  than  m  theirs  the  scholar's  prize. 
The  spirit  of  that  competition  boms 
With  all  varieties  of  ills  by  tarns ; 
Each  vainly  rnu^jRiM  his  own  suoosss, 
Resents  his  fellow's,  wishes  it  were  less, 
Exults  in  his  miscaixiage,  if  he  fidl. 
Deems  his  reward  too  grnt,  if  he  prevail. 
And  labours  to  surpass  him  day  and  niglU, 
Less  for  improvement  than  to  tickle  spite. 
The  spur  is  pow'rfuU  and  I  fpnot  its  fines ; 
It  pricks  the  eenius  forward  m  its  oourse. 
Allows  short  tnne  for  play,  and  none  for  sloth ; 
And,  felt  alike  by  each,  advances  both ; 
But  judge,  where  so  much  evil  intervenes. 
The  eaS,  ihw^  phutfible,  not  worth  the  meaub 
Weigh,  for  a  moment,  daasical  desert 
Against  a  heart  dqprav'd  and  temper  hurt ; 
Hurt  too  perhsfv  for  life;  for  eariv  wrong. 
Done  to  the  nobler  part,  afiects  it  long ; 
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And  you  az« tftavadi  indeed  m  latxtrng^woXi 
If  yeu  QM  ooim  a  dise^iHiie,  that  dmym- 
Such  muchiefr  aAcc  iw  with  Huich  applause^ 

Goimexioii  fimxi'd,  Har  Int'isat,  and  endeared   . 
By  selfish  views,  (inu  oerunv^d  aad  oa8bier*d  ; 
Ajid  enuilatioii,  a»  en^snd'ring  hate» 
Doomed  to  a  no  Ices  jgoomimous  fiite : 
The  prop  of  such  pnrad  seiBinarieB  faB, 
The  Jaoiiii  and  the  Boaz  of  them  all. 
Great  schools  rejected  then,  as  those  that  sw«ll 
Beyond  a  size  that  ean  be  manag'd  well* 
Shall  royal  institutions  miss  the  bay«» 
And  small  acadnniw  win  all  tlie  pnise  ? 
Force  not  my  diift  beyond  its  just  jmtcnt* 
I  praise  a  school  as  Pope  a  government; 
So  take  my  judgment  m  his  langiii^ft  dress'd, 
*  Whate'er  is  bat  administered  is  best.' 
Few  boys  are  bom  with  talents  that  exoeU 
But  all  are  capable  of  livmg  well ; 
Then  ask  not.  Whether  lixmted  or  laxge  ? 
But,  Watch  they  strictly,  or  n^lect  their  charge  ? 
If  anxious  only,  that  their  boys  may  kam^ 
While  morait  languish,  a  despised  ooncem* 
The  great  and  small  deserve  one  common  blarney 
Di£f*rent  in  size,  but  in  effect  the  same. 
Much  zeal  in  virtue's  cause  all  teachers  boast* 
Though  motives  of  mere  lucre  sway  the  most ;. 
Therefore  in  towns  and  cities  th^  abmind. 
For  there  the  game  they  seek  is  easiest  found; 
Though  there,  in  spite  of  all  that  care  isan  do^ 
Traps  to  catch  youth  are  most  abundant  too. 
If  shrewd,  and  of  a  wdl  constructed  brain. 
Keen  in  pursuit,  and  vigorous  to  retain. 
Your  son  come  forth  a  prodigy  of  skill ; 
As,  wheresoever  taught,  so  &m*d,  he  wiU  ; 
The  pedagogue,  with  self-KrompIaeent  ajv, . 
Clauns  more  than  half  the  praise  aa  bis  due  sUaie* 
But  if,  with  all  his  genius,  he  betniy» 
Not  more  intelligent  than  loose  and  gay. 
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Sueh^viflimii^lMMM'aB  ^igtaoe  hii  nimey 
Threaten  Ms  bMMi,  hii  fomme,  anA  his  Ame ; 
Though  tiwM  of  dM  yestnrint  «kiis  hate  l«ed 
The  ttfitspymM  thai  you  sse  widi  so  much  diwd  ; 
UnenTiea  tfafeMH  ho  nay  sosddii  skne 
The  whole  repiOMh,  the  fimlt  was  all  his  own. 
.  O  'tis  a  sig^t  10  be  wHh  joy  penis*d. 
By  an  whom  smtliMm  has  not  aboif d ; 
Kew-&ngled  sentiment,  the  boasted  gnaoa 
Of  th^e  who  never  feel  in  the  rig^t  phioe } 
A  sight  suxpass'd  by  none  that  we  oan  show, 
'Though  Vestris  en  one  leg  still  shine  bdow ; 
A  &tiier  blest  wHh  an  ingenuous  son. 
Father,  and  friend,  and  tutor,  all  in  one. 
How !— turn  again  to  tales  long  since  fbigot, 
iEsop,  and  Phssdrus,  and  the  rest  P—Why  not  f 
He  will  not  Unsh,  that  has  a  fkther's  heart. 
To  take  in  cfaildkh  |days  a  childish  part ; 
But  bends  his  sturdy  back  to  any  toy. 
That  youth  takes  pieasnre  in,  to  please  his  boy ; 
Then  why  resign  mto  a  strainer's  hand 
A  task  as  mai£  within  your  own  eonunand. 
That  God  and  nature,  Mid  your  interest  too, 
Seem  with  one  voke  to  delegate  to  you  ? 
Why  hire  a  lodging  in  a  house  unknown 
For  one  whose  tend'rest  thou^ts  all  hover  round 

your  own? 
This  second  weaning,  needless  as  it  is. 
How  does  it  lac'rate  both  your  heart  and  his  I 
Th*  indented  stick,  that  loses  day  by  day 
Notch  after  notch,  till  all  are  smoothed  away. 
Bears  witness,  long  ere  his  dismission  come. 
With  what  intense  desire  he  wants  his  home. 
But  though  the  jojw  ha  hopes  beneath  your  roof 
Bid  fiur  enough  to  answer  m  the  proof. 
Harmless,  and  safe,  and  nat*ral,  as  they  are, 
A  disappointment  waits  lum  even  there: 
ArrivM,  he  feels  an  unexpected  change. 
He  blushes,  hangs  his  head,  is  shy  and  strsngs, 

2i.2 
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No  knger  takes*  m  cooc,  'widi 

His  &T*nte  ilHod  befevesD  fak  lailia^  knees^ 

But  seeks  the  comer  of  some  disbsnt  seat. 

And  cres  the  door,  nd  vatabes  a  reOeat* 

And,  least  fimuliar  wkera  he  siioaU  be  mo8t» 

Fads  aU  hbht^ppissc  piivileges  loot 

Alas,  poor  boy  i->-the  natural  effect 

Of  love  bj  abaenoe  chilled  into  respect* 

Say,  what  aooompluiiments,  at  school  aoqpur'd* 

Brin^B  he,  to  sweeten  ftaits  so  nndesii^d  ? 

Thoa  well  deserv*st  an  aUenated  son, 

Unless  thy  oonscioiis  heait  acknowledge- ■  none ; 

None  thi^  in  thy  domestic  sm:^  recess. 

He  had  not  made  his'own  with  more  addiess, 

Though  some  periii^,  that  shock  tl^  lieelii^  mind. 

And  belter  never  learn'd,  or  left  behind. 

Add  too,  that,  thus  estnmgM,  thou  eanst  obCam 

By  no  kind  arts  his  oonfidoice  again ; 

That  here  begins  with  most  that  kn^  oomplarat 

Of  filial  frankness  lost,  and  love  grown  fiunt. 

Which,  oft  neglected,  in  liffe*s  waning  yean 

A  parent  pouis  into  regaidless  ears. 

Like  caterpillars,  dang^g  under  trees 
By  slender  threads,  end  swinging  in  the  l»eeze. 
Which  filthily  bewray  and  sore  disgrace 
The  bou^  m  which  are  bred  th'  unseemly  race  ; 
While  ev*ry  worm  industeiously  weaves 
And  winds  his  web  about  the  rivell'd  leaves ; 
So  num*rous  are  tiie  f(^lies,  that  annoy 
The  mind  and  heart  of  ev*ry  spri^tly  boy ; 
Imaginations  noxkms  and  perverse, 
Which  8dm<Miition  can  alone  disperse. 
Th'  encroaching  nuisance  asks  a  faitfafiil  band. 
Patient,  afiectionate,  of  high  command. 
To  check  the  procreation  or  a  breed 
Sure  to  exhaust  the  plant  on  which  they  feed. 
*Tis  net  enough,  that  Greek  or  Roman  |»ige. 
At  stated  hours,  his  fresSdsh  thoughts  engage  ; 
E'en  in  his  pastimes  he  requires  a  fttend. 
To  warn,  and  teach  him  safely  to  unbend ; 
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O'er  an  lMi.iJtMMii  gtiili/  toptwide»  -^ 

Watch  bis dBotumi^  and  oontial  then  tide? 

And  lernng  tet*  and  with  an  easf  eway, 

A  tax  of  profit  from  his  yery  plajr* 

T*  impicn  a  valiww  not  to  be  cna'd* 

On  moments  squandered  else,and  nmning  aU  to  waste» 

And  seems  it  nothing  in  a  &ther*8  ^e. 

That  nnimprovM  tfaMe  many  moments  fly  ? 

And  is  he  well  oontent  his  son  shonU  find 

No  nourishment  to  feed  his  growing  miiid 

But  conjugated  verbs,  and  nouns  dedin'd  ? 

For  such  is  aU  the  mental  food  purveyed 

By  pubhc  hackneys  in  the  schooling  trade ; 

Who  feed  a  pupil's  intellect  with  store 

Of  syntax,  tnily*  but  with  little  more ; 

Dismiss  their  cares*  when  they  dismiss  their  flock* 

Machines  themselvest  and  goveni*d  by  a  dock. 

Perhaps  a  father,  blest  with  any  brains, 

Woul4  deem  it  no  abuse,  or  waste  of  pains, 

T'  improve  this  diet,  at  no  great  expense, 

Widi  sav*ry  truth  and  wholesome  common  sense ; 

To  lead  his  son,  for  prospects  of  deUght, 

To  some  not  st^ep,  though  philosophic,  height. 

Thence  to  exhibit  to  his  wondering  eyes 

Yon  drding  worlds,  their  distance,  and  their  size  • 

The  moona  of  Jove,  and  Satum*s  belted  baU, 

And  the  harmonious  order  of  them  all ; 

To  show  him  in  an  insect,  or  a  flow*r» 

Such  microscopic  proofs  of  skill  and  pow'r, 

Aa,  hid  fiom  a^  past,  God  now  dimlayss 

To  combat  atheists  with  in  modem  days ; 

To  spread  the  earth  before  him,  and  oonunend. 

With  desfgnation  of  the  finger's  end. 

Its  various  parts  to  his  attentive  note. 

Thus  bringms  home  to  him  the  most  remote ; 

To  teach  his  heazt  to  glow  with  gen'rous  flame» 

Caught  ^om  the  deeds  of  men  of  ancient  fame  i 

And,  more  than  all,  with  commendation  due. 

To  set  scrnie  living  worthy  in  his  view. 
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to  wffwha/thfBKMt 
smkh  nwiBipipBv  dchdm 
Tboug^  lolid*  ■■(  tOD  ymfftf  wt 
SvKi  m  kidi;  aid  aot  ftiiliiddiiig  import, 
Uma  hnUi  donndt  it. 
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An  efidcnce  tfid  v^pickaiflun  Iwui 

Of  die  moe  rfwidlwiy*!  Ian  and  buuj  giowdk 

Alt  dwn  >  Bum  pofrwimwWy  tied. 
Willi  aU  diT  HWiulliw  dsBwiiere  appoBd, 
Too  Inf^  to  witmd  a  meaner  care. 
Than  how  t*  cmidi  tiiyadf,  and  next  tfdno  Inr  $ 
Or  art  tfaoa  (aa  dioiigh  ndi,  pcifaBpa  vmm  art) 
But  poor  in  knovle^^^  harin^  none  ^  inipiift  ^^^ 
BdhdU  diat  ligme,  neat,  ffaoc^  pbdnlf  dad  ; 
His  wpn^sOj  ming^  iHdi  a  dune  of  aad  ; 
Not  of  a  nimble  tongoe,  dioagfa  xtaw  and  tihen 
Heaid  to  azticidate  Ste  ocfaer  men ; 
No  jeMcr,  and  yet  IS^nStf  in  dineoiuae:. 
His  phiase  wdl  dioBen,  dear,  and  ftdl  of  fttee  ; 
And  his  addresB,  if  not  qcdte  Fiendi  in  ease. 
Not  Eng^8h  sliff,  but  frank,  and  fiinn'd  to  pfcase; 
LfOv  in  die  woild,  became  he  seofns  its  arts ; 
A  man  of  lettos,  niannen,  morals,  parts  ; 
Unpatramz  d,  and  thaenne  fitue  uiowii  x 
Wise  fiir  hiitadf  and  his  feif  friends  alone— 
in  him  dij  wdl-appoiuted  proxy  see, 
Ajm*d  for  a  work  too  difficult  for  diee  ; 
Plicpar'd  by  taste,  by  lesming,  and  tme  wnrdi* 
To  fimn  diy  son,  to  strike  his  genius  ftndi  ; 
Beneath  thy  roof,  beneadi  thine  eye,  to  prove 
The  finee  iH  discipline,  when  back*d  by  love ; 
To  double  aU  thy  pleasure  in  diy  child. 
His  mind  infbrm'd,  his  morals  undeffl*d. 
Safe  under  such  a  wing,  die  boy  shall  ^ow 
No  spots  contracted  among  grooms  below. 
Nor  taint  his  speedi  with  meannesses,  dcdgri*d 
By  footman  Tom  for  witty  and  rctinU 
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Tlieie,  in  hi*  oommaat  inth  the  ]i¥*xied  h«d» 

Lurks  the  contagioii  chiefly  to  be  fear'd; 

For  aiqoe  (so  fiuhion  dictates)  aU«  who  cUum 

A  hig^  tfaan  a  mece  plebeiiui  fiune* 

Find  it  expedient,  come  what  mischief  may. 

To  entertain  a  thief  or  two  in  pay 

(And  they  that  can  afibzd  th'  expense  of  nioie» 

Some  half  a  dosen,  and  some  half  a  score). 

Great  cause  occuz8»  to  save  lum  tram  a  band 

So  sure  to  spoil  him,  and  so  near  at  hand  $ 

A  |)oint  secur'd,  if  once  he  be  supplied 

With  some  such  Mentor  always  at  his  sid& 

Are  such  men  rare  ?  perhaps  they  would  abounds 

Were  oocupation  easier  to  be  found. 

Were  education,  else  so  sure  to  fiul» 

Conducted  on  a  manageable  scale. 

And  schools,  that  have  outliv'd  all  just  esteem* 

Exchanged  for  the  secure  domestic  scheme.*— 

But,  havinff  found  him,  be  diou  duke  or  earl, 

Gjtww  thou  hast  sense  enough  to  prize  the  pearl. 

And,  as  thou  wouldst  th*  advancement  of  thine  heif 

In  all  good  £»cdlties  beneath  his  care. 

Respect,  as  is  but  rational  and  just, 

A  man  deem*d  worthy  of  so  dear  a  trust 

Despis'd  by  thee,  what  more  can  he  expect 

From  youthfid  folly  than  the  same  n^gjectj 

A  flat  and  fatal  negative  obtains 

That  instant  upon  all  his  future  pains ; 

His  lessons  tire,  his  mild  rebukes  oflTend, 

And  all  th'  instructions  of  thy  son's  best  friend 

Are  a  stream  chok'd,  or  tiicluing  to  no  end. 

I>oom  him  not  then  to  solitary  meals ; 

But  recollect  that  he  has  sense,  and  feels  ; 

And  that,  possessor  of  a  soul  refin'd. 

An  upright  heart,  and  cultivated  mind. 

His  post  not  mean,  his  talents  not  unknown* 

He  deems  it  hard  to  vegetate  alone. 

And,  if  admitted  at  thy  board  he  sit. 

Account  him  no  just  mark  for  idle  wit ; 
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OtteoA  not  him,  vlMm  modesty  ictIimiw 
From  lepartee,  with  jokes  that  he  diadamit ; 
Much  lesB  taaat&x  hu  feelings  vith  an  oath  ; 
Nor  frown,  unless  he  vanish  with  the  rhrth     ■ 
And,  trust  me,  his  utility  may  i«k^ 
To  more  than  he  is  hir'd  or  hoimd  to  ttaA  ; 
Much  trash  unutter*d,  and  some  ills  wndnnet 
Thioag^  KT*ienoe  of  the  eenaor  of  thy  aoo. 

But,  if  thy  tahle  he  indeed  undean. 
Foul  with  ezoeas,  and  with  discooise  ohsenw. 
And  thou  a  wretch,  whom,  ftU'wing  her  old  phnii 
The  wcnld  acooonts  an  honourahle  man* 
Beoause  fiitsoolh  thy  courage  has  been  tried. 
And  stood  the  test  pediaps,  on  the  wioog  aide  ; 
Though  thou  hadst  never  gnee  enou|^  to  prov» 
That  any  thing  but  viee  could  win  titkf  ]ov«  |«-* 
Or  hast  thou  a  polite,  eaid-playing  irni. 
Chained  to  the  lonts  that  she  frequents  for  life  ; 
Who,  just  when  industry  b^pos  to  s&oie. 
Flies,  winged  with  joy,  to  some  eoach-cvowded  deori 
And  ^uioe  in  ev*ry  winter  throngs  thine  own 
With  half  the  chanots  and  sedans  in  town. 
Thyself  meanwhile  e*en  shifting  as  thou  nu^st ; 
Not  yery  sober  though,  nor  very  chaste ; 
Or  is  thme  house,  though  kss  mspedi  thy  xank. 
If  not  a  scene  of  pleasuie,  a  mere  blank. 
And  thou  at  best,  and  in  thy  soVreat  mood, 
A  trifler  vain,  and  empi7  of  all  good ; 
Though  mercy  for  Uiysdf  thou  canst  have  none* 
Hear  nature  plead,  show  mercy  to  thy  son. 
SavM  from  his  home,  where  ey*ry  day  brings  £arA 
Some  mischief  fatal  to  his  friture  woitb. 
Find  him  a  better  in  a  distant  spot. 
Within  some  pious  paetor*s  hunSble  cot. 
Where  vile  example  (yours  I  chiefly  mean. 
The  most  sedudng,  and  the  oft'nest  seen) 
May  never  more  be  stamped  upon  his  bnaaat. 
Not  yet  perhaps  incurably  impress'd. 
Where  early  rest  makes  early  rising  sore. 
Disease  or  comes  not,  or  finds  easy  cure. 
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Frevented  modi  by  diet  neat  and  plain ; 

Or,  if  it  enter,  soon  starved  out  again : 

Where  all  th'  attention  of  his  faithful  hoBt, 

Discreetly  limited  to  two  at  most, 

May  raise  such  fruits  as  shall  reward  his  care. 

And  not  at  last  evaporate  in  air : 

Where,  stillness  aiding  study,  and  his  mind 

Serene,  and  to  his  duties  much  incline. 

Not  occupied  in  day-dreams,  as  at  home. 

Of  pleasures  past,  or  follies  yet  to  come, 

His  virtuous  toil  may  terminate  at  last 

In  settled  habit  and  decided  taste.^^- 

But  whom  do  I  advise  ?  the  &shion-Ied, 

Th'  incorrigibly  wrong,  the  deaf,  the  dead. 

Whom  care  and  cool  deliberation  suit 

Not  better  much  than  spectades  a  brute ; 

Who,  if  their  sons  some  slight  tuition  share. 

Deem  it  of  no  ereat  moment  whose,  or  where ; 

Too  proud  t*  adopt  the  thoughts  of  one  unknown. 

And  much  too  gay  t'  have  any  of  their  own. 

But  courage,  man  t  methought  the  muse  replied, 

Mankind  are  various,  and  the  world  is  wide : 

Tlie  ostrich,  silliest  of  the  feathered  kind. 

And  fomi'd  of  God  without  a  parent's  mind, 

Commits  her  egKS  incautious  to  the  dust. 

Forgetful  that  the  foot  may  crush  the  trust ; 

And,  while  on  puUic  nurs'ries  they  rely. 

Not  knowing,  and  too  oft  not  caring,  why. 

Irrational  in  what  they  thus  prefer, 

No  few,  that  would  seem  wise,  resemble  her. 

But  an  are  not  alike.    Thy  warning  voice 

May  here  and  there  prevent  eironeous  choice ; 

And  some,  perhaps,  who,  busy  as  they  are. 

Yet  make  their  progeny  dieir  dearest  care 

(Whose  hearts  will  ache,  once  told  what  ills  may  readt 

Their  oaring,  left  upon  so  wild  a  beadi). 

Will  need  no  stress  of  argument  t'  enforce 

Th'  expedience  of  a  less  advent'rous  course : 

The  rest  will  dig^t  thy  counsel,  or  condemn ; 

But  they  have  human  feelings,  turn  to  them. 
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To  you  tfae&,  tenanto  of  lifers  midifle  slale» 
Securdy  plac'd  between  the  small  and  gsaat. 
Whose  chaiacter,  vet  undeb8uch*d,  letaina 
Two  thiids  of  all  the  virtue  that  remaina* 
Who*  wise  yourselves,  desire  your  eon  rfumdd  leam 
Your  wisdom  and  your  ways--to  you  I  tttHL 
Look  round  you  on  a  world  pervmely  bUbd ;  * 
See  what  contempt  Is  fall*n  on  humankind  $    - 
See  wealth  abused,  and  digniriea  misphe^d. 
Great  titles,  offices,  and  trusts  disgrac'd* 
Lon^  lines  of  ancestry,  renown*d  of  old*  ' 

Their  noble  qualities  all  quenched  and  cold  $ 
See  Bedlam*s  dosetted  and  haad-cuff'd  cliaigp 
Surpass'd  in  frenzy  by  the  mad  at  iMige; 
See  great  commanders  making  war  a  trade*  '  * 
Great  lawyers,  lawyers  without  study  nade;  ■ 
Churchmen,  in  whose  esteem  their  best  empioy  - 
Is  odious,  and  their  wages  all  their  jo|^. 
Who,  &a  enough  from  ftimishing  tfatu  dielvBS 
With  Gospel  lore,  turn  infidels  iseniBdTBB ;' 
See  womanhood  despised,  and  manhood  fllinni'd 
With  infamy  too  nauseous  to  be  nam*d,  ' 
Fops  at  all  comers,  ladyKke  in  mien, 
Civetted  fellows,  smelt  ere  ihey  aie  aoettv 
Else  coarse  and  rude  in  manners,  and  thdr  trngur 
On  fire  with  curses,  and  with  nonaenae  Ina^t 
Now  flushed  ¥dth  drunkenness,- no w>with  iHuvoioa 

pale. 
Their  breath  a  sample  of  last  nights  legale; 
See  volunteers  in  all  the  vilest  aits,  '   '' 

Men  well  endowM,  of  honourable  paorts, 
Design'd  by  Nature  wise,  but  oelMBad*  fiwi*; . ' 
All  these,  and  more  like  tliese,  were  teed  nt  achadk. 
And  if  it  chance,  as  sometimes  dumeo  it' will. 
That  though  school-bred,  the  bcgr  be  ^rirtaoa8'iti&; 
Such  rare  exceptions,  shining  in  die  dttic» 
Prove,  rather  man impeadi,  <l» ^Mtiemiiikb 
As  here  and  there  a  twinkiing  star  dMcaMi. 
Serves  but  to  show  how  blaek  uwSk' 
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Now  iMlriMi^hffaiif  whdse  very  foice  in  tone 
JttflC  eAom iMae,  wlMBe  features  are  thine  own, 
And  tticlw  hit  p^^'d  dnetk  of  purest  red, 
And  lay  livBc  hmd  npon  his  flaxen  head. 
And  sa^y  My  bey*  tfa*  nmrekonie  hour  is  come. 
When  tfaaUy  tiwiiplaiHed  from  thy  genial  home. 
Must  find  a  oslder  soil  and  Ueaker  air. 
And  tmrt  ibr  safb^  t»  a  stranger's  care ; 
What  chaadsr,  what  torn  thou  wilt  assume 
From  oonstant  conygine  with  I  know  not  whom ; 
Who  there  will  cowt  thy  friendship,  with  what  yiewst 
And,  aitlsM  as  thoa  art,  whom  thou  wilt  choose ; 
Though 'Onuifa  dnends  on  what  thy  choice  shall  bci 
Is  all  chancevMdtsy,  and  unknown  to  me. 
Canst  tba«»  the  tear  just  trembling  on  thy  iids, 
And  while  the  dnadftd  risk  foreseen  forbids, 
Free  too,  and  under  no  constraining  force. 
Unless  the  swav  ai  eostam  warp  thy  course ; 
Lay  sothr*  stsw  upon  the  losine  side, 
Meiely  to  fpt^6tf  so  Uind  a  guide  ? 
Thoa  canst  not  I  Nature,  pidling  at  thine  heart, 
Condenms  th*  unfatherhr,  th*  imprudent  part 
Thou  wouldst  not,  deaf  to  Nature's  tend'rest  plea, 
Tum  him  adaft  upon  a  roUing  sea, 
Narpay,  Go  tftUhert  eonseious  that  (toe  lay 
A  broo4  cf  asps,  or  «pndcsands  in  his  way ; 
TketH^oidf  90v«EB'd  hj  the  self-same  ruk 
Of  nat'ral  vity,  send  hnn  not  to  schod. 
No    gUiiTi  him  tetter.    Is  he  not  thine  own. 
Thyself  in  miniature,  thy  flesh,  thy  bone  ? 
And  hop'st  thou  not  Ctis  ev*ry  father's  hope) 
That,  sioes  thy  strength  must  with  thy  years  elope, 
A^  Ihou  wilt  need  some  comfort,  to  assui^ 
Health's  last  farewell,  a  staff  of  thine  old  age, 
lluft  tbotti  in  reooinpcnse  of  aU  thy  cares. 
Thy  child  shaU  show  respect  to  thy  gray  hairs, 
Befriend  tbasi  «f  aU  other  friends  bereft. 
And  give  lh)r  U£t  itami^  endial  left  ? 
Aware  then  howiltach  OMigerinterTsncs, 
To  eompass  that  good  end,  forecast  the  means. 

2  M 
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His  hotttt  nov  vmbv^  yidds  to  uiy  cxmnuBid  $ 
Secure  it  tfune^  itt  ki^  is  in  dune  IimhI 
If  tfaoQ  desert  ^  ciiBge,  and  lliiDir  it  wide. 
Nor  heed  wbat  gneslB  Siere  enter  and  abide, 
Compiain  not  ifattadmienti  lewd  and  bate 
SoppUnt  tfiee  In  H,  and  nsom  thy  place. 
But,  if  UiOD  goaid  its  secret  dudnbeia  sure 
From  Tidoiu  imnatfs,  and  delists  impure, 
Ei Aer  his  gratitude  i^all  hold  turn  Ihst, 
And  keep  him  warm  and  filial  to  the  last ; 
Or,  if  he  prove  lukind  (as  who  can  say 
Btrt,  being  man,  and  Aerefixre  ftail,  he  waaf  ?) 
One  oomlbrt  yet  dia&  diecr  thine  aged  heart, 
Howe*er  he  slight  thee,  thou  hast  done  thy  part. 

Oh,  baxbVona  I  woiddst  thou  with  a  Gothic  haul 
Pun  down  the  sdioo]s— -what !— «I1  the  schools  i*th' 

land; 
Or  throw  them  up  to  fi?*iy-nagi  and  graama,   . 
Or  turn  diem  into  shops  and  anotkm-reoBiB  ?— 
A  Cttp6cfas  question,  sir  (and  yoon  ia  one). 
Deserves  an  answer  nmilar,  or  nona 
Wooldst  dioa,  possessor  of  a  ikick,  employ 
(Appiis'd  that  he  is  such)  a  careless  boy. 
And  feed  him  wsH,  and  give  him  handaome  pay« 
Merely  to  sleep,  and  let  them  nm  astray  ? 
Survey  our  schools  and  colleges,  and  see 
A  si{^t  not  much  unlike  my  simD*. 
From  education,  as  die  lea&ig  csnie. 
The  public  character  its  ooikmr  diatwa ; 
Thence  the  prevailing  mamien  take  their  cast. 
Extravagant  or  sober,  loose  or  diasta 
And  though  I  would  not  advertise  them  yet. 
Nor  write  on  each— 7%w  buildings  to  he  kt^ 
Unless  the  world  were  all  prepared  t'  embrace 
A  plan  well  worthy  to  si:q>ply  dieir  place  ; 
Yet,  backward  as  diey  are,  and  hns  iw»s  been. 
To  coltivBte  and  keep  the  monU9  tumm* 
(Forgive  die  crimey  I  wilh^theni,  I 
Or  better  managed,  or  enosttn^lesSt 
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Come,  ponder  wdl,  fat  *tis  no  jest. 
To  laugb  it  would  be  wrong* 

The  troubles  of  a  worthy  priest. 
The  burden  of  my  song. 

This  priest  he  meny  ii  and  hlilfae 

Three  quarters  of  a  vear, 
But  oh!  it  cuts  him  like  a  scydMy 

When  tithing  time  diwws  neah 

He  thai  18  foil  of  £(1^  and  fears, 

As  one  at  point  to  die. 
And  long  before  the  day  appears 

He  heaves  up  many  a  n^ 

For  then  the  farmers  oome  j<^,  jog, 

Along.the  miry  road, 
Bach  heart  as  heavy  as  a  log. 

To  make  their  payments  good. 

In  800th,  lSb»  sorrow  of  such  days 

Is  not  to  be  express'd. 
When  he  that  takes  and  he  that  pays 

Aie  both  alike  distress'd* 

Now  all  unwelcome  at  his  gates 
The  clumsy  swains  alight, 

With  rueful  &ces  and  bald  pates- 
He  trembled  at  the  nght 

And  wdl  he  may,  for  weU  he  knows 
Eadi  bumpkin  of  the  dan, 

Inatfiad  of  pi^ring  what  he  vfi^t 
WiU  cheat  him  if  he  can* 
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Wat  e'er 


Like  bandi  vidi  dicir  bdlies  tail. 
They  only  «a^  die 

At  les^  die  boif^ 


The 

Eadi  IqggpnK  out  his  bag. 

One  tiDEi  of  miUev  i 

And  one  of  itonu  of  hail. 
And  ane  of  pigs,  dat  he  has  Ion 

B  J  nu^gols  at  die  taiL 

Qnodione,  *  A  caier  man  dian  yoa 

*■  In  pulpit  none  diaO  hear : 
*  But  ycC,  medimha,  tt>  tdl  yon  tine, 

*  You  aeO  it  pli^njr  deac* 

O  wbj  are  £umcn  made  so  ooane. 

Or  dogy  made  so  fine  ? 
A  lock,  diat  acaree  vould  move  a  horse. 

May  loll  a  sound  dmne» 
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Then  left  ^e  boobiai  tttf  at  liodie  ; 

Twonld  oortfahn,  I  dnft ii^, 
Less  troabk  taUng  twice  the  sum. 

Without  the  dowBf  diM  psjr. 


SONNET 

▲DD&S88ED  TO  HEKAT  COWPER,  ESQ. 

On  hit  anphatical  aad  intantiing  ddlvtify  of  tb*  Dcftne*  or  Wariea 
lUsUngt,  taq.  in  the  HOOM  of  Loids. 

CowPER,  whose  silver  voice,  tasked  semedmes  hard, 

L^ends  prolix  delivos  in  the  ears 

(Attentive  when  thou  read'st)  of  England's  peen. 
Let  verse  at  length  yield  thee  iiiy  just  reward. 

Then  wast  not  heard  with  drowsy  dkr^gaid. 
Expending  late  on  all  that  length  of  plea 
Thy  gen^Sut  powers ;  hut  silence  honoured  thee. 

Mute  as  e*er  gaz'd  on  orator  or  bard. 

Thou  art  not  voice  alone,  but  hast  beside 

Both  heart  and  head;  and  couldst  with  music 
sweet 
Of  Attie  phrase  and  senatorial  tone. 
Like  thy  xenown'd  fbrefi&thers,  far  and  wide 
Thy  fame  diffuse,  prais*d  not  for  utt'rance  meet 
Of  oQiefi  apeecbt  but  magie  of  ihif  omn. 


LINES 

AODKESSED  TO  DR  DARWIIT, 
A«tkaror  *  TbalMMile  Oaden.* 

Two  Poets*  (poets,  by  report. 

Not  oft  so  well  aipee). 
Sweet  Harmonist  of  Flora's  court ! 

Con^ire  to  honour  Theeu 

«  Alluding  to  the  pom  ^  Mr  m^t  wbtab  tGeomptfiM  tf Mar  Uao. 

2  m2 


Of  saoidaBp  &  qm^^  tae. 

Can  gKse  oc  crea  Darvx&s  im 

Widi  aa  «9mdr  d  cjie  ; 

And  deem  die 

And 
Wbovould 


ov 


MRS  MOHiTAGirS  FKATHSit* 
HAX6IN6S. 


The  Imdi  pot  off  Ihev  a^ 
To  drai  ft  mm  fiv  MoitBga* 

"nie  PcHodE  wbos  ins  oBM^i^  d^B^ 
His  rvMbmrn  and  his  sterry  eyet ; 

Hig  muntlmg  nedc  vitfa  downj  gold  ; 
The  Cock  hS  srdi*d  fsiT^  asme  aliov  ; 
And,  nvcr-bhEsdiM,  die  Svsn  bis 
An  tribes  beside  of  Indiaii  name. 
That  glossf  dnne,  or  vivid  ftane^ 
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Where  liiei^  and  wheie  sett  the  dajr. 
Whatever  Ifacy  boast  of  rkli  and  g&y* 
Contribute  to  the  gorgeoiu  pbm, 
Proud  to  advance  it  idl  they  can. 
This  plumage  neither  dashio^  showV, 
Nor  bhuts,  that  shake  the  dnpping  bow*r, 
Shall  drench  ap;ain  or  discompose. 
But,  screened  nrom  ev*ry  storm  that  blows. 
It  boasts  a  splendour  ever  new. 
Safe  with  protecting  Montagu. 

To  the  same  patnness  mort. 
Secure  of  favour  at  her  court. 
Strong  Genins,  fixim  whose  linge  of  thought 
Forms  rise,  to  quick  perfection  wrought. 
Which,  though  new  bom,  with  vigour  move^ 
Like  Pallas  springing  ann*d  fiom  Jove- 
Imagination  scatt  ring  round 
Wild  lOies  over  fiirrow*d  ground, 
Whidi  Labour  of  his  ftown  beguile» 
And  teach  Philosophy  a  smile- 
Wit  flashing  on  Religion's  ride. 
Whose  fires,  to  sacred  Truth  applied. 
The  gem,  though  Imninous  before. 
Obtrudes  on  human  notice  more, 
Like  sunbeams  on  the  golden  height 
Of  some  tall  temple  pli^^g  brip^t— 
Well-tutor*d  Learning,  from  his  books 
DianiissM  with  grave,  not  haughty,  looks* 
Their  Order  on  his  shelves  exact, 
Not  more  harmonious  or  compact 
.  Than  that,  to  which  he  keeps  confin*d 
'  The  various  treasures  of  his  min^U- 
AH  these  to  Montagu's  repair* 
Ambitious  of  a  sheuet  tfaera 
There  Genius,  Learning,  Fannr,  Wit» 
Their  rufflkl  phunage  calm  rent, 
(For  stonny  troubles  loudest  roar 
Around  .their  fUghtwho  highest  soar) 
And  in  her  e^e,  and  by  heor  aid. 
Shine  safe  without  a  fear  to  fada  . 


Im  

I  nmt  iBMh  117  jomncj 

Ncfcr  bear  die  sveet 

I  stnt  at  die  aoimd  of  my  ova.  ^ 
Tlie  beasts,  diat  nnm  orer  die  flain. 

M J  ftnn  widi  infifimsice  see  ; 
TTi^  aic  so  nnacqnaintfd  widi  man, 

Tbm  tamcnesB  is  diocldiig  to 


mnxMdj  beabnr'd  ufm  nm, 
O,  bal  I  me  vin^  of  s  dofc, 

Hov  soon  would  I  tastojaaagsm ! 
My  sonows  I  dien  wa^A  asn^e 

In  die  wsfi  of  idiipian  and  tnidit 
Mi|^  leam  from  die  wisdom  of  age. 

And  be  cfaeeic^d  by  die  idiks  of  yon^ 
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Religion  !  trhat  treasuie  untold 

Resides  in  that  heavenly  word  ! 
More  precious  than  silver  and  gold* 

Or  all  that  this  earth  can  awid. 
But  the  sound  of  the  church-going  bell 

These  valleys  and  rocks  never  heard, 
Never  d^M  at  the  sound  of  a  knell. 

Or  smiled  when  a  Bahlwth  appear*d. 

Ye  winds,  that  have  made  me  your  sport. 

Convey  to  this  desolate  shore 
Some  cordial  endearing  report 

Of  a  land  I  shall  visit  no  more. 
My  friends,  do  they  now  and  then  send 

A  wish  or  a  thought  after  me  ? 
O  tell  me  I  yet  have  a  fnend. 

Though  a  fiiend  I  am  nevn  to 


How  fleet  is  a  p^oe  of  the  mind ! 

Compared  with  the  speed  of  its  fli^t. 
The  tempest  itself  lags  behind. 

And  the  swift-winged  arrows  of  li^t 
When  I  think  of  my  own  native  land. 

In  a  moment  I  seem  to  be  there ; 
But  alas  1  recollection  at  hand 

Soon  hurries  me  back  to  deqnir. 

But  the  seafowl  is  gone  to  her  nest. 

The  beast  is  laid  down  in  his  lair ; 
Even  here  is  a  season  of  rest. 

And  I  to  my  cabin  repair. 
There^s  mercy  in  eveiy  place. 

And  mercy,  encouraging  thought ! 
Gives  even  afflictian  a  grace. 

And  reconciles  man  to  his  lot. 
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OS  TVK  PKOMOnOV  OF 

EDWARD  THUBLOW,  £s4. 


LOBD  BOOH  COAXCKLLOmSBJr  OT  EKGLAVD 

RouvD  Tiiiii]Bv*fl  Imd  in.  cnsy  jwtlip 

And  B  nii  wpontm  vnia 
Fflf  SciHitB  pourM.  die  fi^^  «  txutli* 

And  GcnsDi  ■hBdiiisisy& 

Sect  vidi  iiniirn  vodob 

TV  e^MDOMf d  and  d» 
^wiiJiMi  in  nboy  iiqi|ilMd 

Widi  an  dK  dai  cf  age ! 

I^odami  faiDi  bom  to  tnnif 
Tbe  ***^*^**^  in  die  hu^beit  plaoeiy 
And  bev  die  palm  mwwj. 

The  liaise  beitow'd  was  just  and  ^. 

He  spiang  iinpcCuous  findi 
Secure  of  conqoesC,  where  die  prize 

Attends  supenoK  wisdi> 

So  die  best  cGoner  OB  die  plain 

Eie  yet  he  staxts  is  known. 
And  does  but  at  die  goal  oblain 

What  an  had  deem*d  his  own. 


ODE  TO  PEACE. 

Coke,  Peace  of  mind,  ddigbtfid  gnest ! 
ReCmn,  and  make  dij  downy 

Once  more  in  diis  ad  heart: 
Nor  riches  I  nor  pow*r  panne. 
Nor  hold  finbidden  joys  in 

We  there&ie  need  not  part. 
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When  wih  Ifaou  dweD,  if  not  with  me* 
From  avMoe  and  ambition  fiee. 

And  pleasure's  fatal  wiles  ? 
For  whom,  alas !  dost  thou  prepare 
The  sweets,  that  I  was  wont  to  share, 

The  banquet  of  thy  smiles  ? 

The  great,  the  gay,  shall  they  partake 
Tlie  heaT'h  that  thou  alone  canst  make  ? 

And  wilt  thou  quit  the  stream. 
That  murmurs  through  the  dewy  mead. 
The  grove  and  the  sequestered  shed. 

To  be  a  guest  with  them  ? 

For  thee  I  panted,  diee  I  prisM, 
For  thee  I  gladly  sacrificed 

Whatever  I  lov'd  before ; 
And  shall  I  see  thee  start  away. 
And  helpless,  hopeless,  hear  mee  say— 

Farewell !  we  meet  no  more ! 


HUMAN  FRAILTY. 

Weak  and  irresolute  is  man ; 

The  purpose  of  to-day. 
Woven  with  pains  into  his  plan, 

To-raoRow  rends  away. 

The  bow.  wen  bent,  and  smart  the  spring. 

Vice  seems  abeady  slain  ; 
But  Passion  rudely  snaps  the  string, 

And  it  revives  again. 

$0me  €96  to  his  upright  intent 

Finds  out  bis  weito  part ; 
Virtue  engagpos  his  aasent. 

But  Pkasnre  wins  his  heart 

'Tis  here  the  foU^  of  the  wise 
Through  all  his  art  we  view ; 
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Aad,  wink  hk  tongoc  Ae  dunge  denies. 
His  fimiw*«'ftf  owns  it  true. 


Bound  on  a  voyage  of  awfiil  length 

And  dangers  litde  kiuyra, 
A  flzanger  to  superior  etrength, 

Man  vaizily  trusts  his  own. 

But  otm  alone  can  ne^er  prevail. 

To  reach  the  distant  coast ! 
The  breath  of  Heav*n  must  swdl  the  «dl. 

Or  an  the  tml  is  lost 


THE  MODERN  PATRIOT. 

Rebellion  is  my  theme  all  dnj^ 

I  only  wish  'twould  come 
(As  who  knows  but  periiaps  it  may  ^> 

A  little  nearer  home. 

Yon  roaring  boys,  who  rave  and  fight 

On  t'other  side  th'  Atlantic, 
I  alwaya  held  them  in  the  right. 

But  most  so  when  most  finntic. 

When  lawless  mobs  insult  the  court. 

That  man  shall  be  my  toast. 
If  breaking  windows  be  the  sport. 

Who  bnvdy  breaks  the  most. 

Biit  O  !  for  him  my  £uicy  culls 
The  dimcest  flow'rs  die  bean. 

Who  constitutionally  pulls 
Yoox  house  about  your  ears. 

Such  dvil  bnrils  are  my  delight. 
Though  some  folks  can't  endure  tlitm. 

Who  say  the  mob  are  mad  outright,-- 
And  that  a  rope  must  cure  thou. 

A  fope  I  I  wish  we  mtriots  had 
Such  strings  for  tfl  who  nepd  '«iiw 

What !  hang  a  man  for  going  mad  I 
Then  farewell  British  freeoom. 
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osr  OBSERviiro  some 
NAMES  OP  LITTLE  NOTE 

KECORDBD  IN  TRX  BIOOmAFHZA  BUITAWiriCik 

Oh,  fond  attempt  to  give  a  dfathhw  lot 
To  nanuB  ^oble,  bm  to  be  forgot  I 
In  VMD,  recorded  in  historic  page. 
They  court  the  notice  of  a  future  age : 
lliofle  twrinUing  tiny  tasttes  of  the  land 
Drop  ciiftbj  (ne  frma  Pamela  m^ecting  hand ; 
Ijethaean  gmft  receive  them  as  they  fall. 
And  dark  oWxvion  aoon  absorbs  them  aU. 

So  when  a  child,  as  playful  childrm  use. 
Has  burnt  to  tinder  a  stale  hut  year's  news. 
The  flame  extinct,  he  views  the  roving  fire-- 
There  goes  my  lady,  and  there  goes  the  squire 
There  goes  the  parson,  oh  illustrious  spark  ! 
And  there,  scarce  less  illustrious,  goes  the  clerk ! 


REPORT 

OP  AW  ADJUDGED  CASE,  JfOT  TO  BE  FOUND  IN 
▲KT  or  THE  BOOKS. 

Betweeit  Nose  and  Byes  a  strange  contest  arose, 
llie  spectacles  set  them  unhappuy  wrong ; 

The  point  in  dispute  was,  as  all  me  world  knows. 
To  which  the  said  apeetadas  ougjht  to  belong. 

So  Tongue  was  the  lawyer,  and  argued  the  cause 
With  a  great  deal  of  skill,  and  awigfuU  of  learning ; 

While  diief  biion  Ear  sat  to  balance  the  laws. 
So  fam*d  for  Us  takotia  meetf  discerning. 

In  behalf  ofihe  ICdse  it  will  tfjAddy  appesr. 
And  your  lordship,  he  said,  will  undoubtedly  find, 

2  s 
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That  the  Nose  has  bad  spectacles  always  in  wear. 
Which  amounts  to  possession  time  out  of  mind. 

Then  holding  the  spectacles  up  to  the  court — 
Your  lordship  observes  they  are  made  with  a 
straddle. 

As  wide  as  the  ridge  of  the  nose  is ;  in  short. 
Designed  to  sit  dose  to  it,  just  like  a  saddle. 

Again,  would  your  lordship  a  momoit  suppose 
CTis  a  case  that  has  happened,  and  may  be  again) 

That  the  visage  or  countenance  had  not  a  nose. 
Pray  who  would,or  whocould,  wear  spectacles  then? 

On  the  whole  it  appears,  and  my  argument  shows, 
With  a  reasoning  the  court  will  never  condemn. 

That  the  spectacles  plainly  were  made  for  the  Nose, 
And  the  Nose  was  as  plainly  intended  for  them. 

Then  shifting  his  side  (as  a  lawyer  knows  how). 
He  pleaded  again  in  behalf  of  the  Eyes : 

But  what  were  his  arguments  few  people  know. 
For  the  court  did  not  think  they  were  equally  wise. 

So  his  lordship  decreed,  with  a  grave  solemn  tone. 
Decisive  and  dear,  without  one  if  or  htU — 

That,  whenever  the  Nose  put  his  spectades  on. 
By  daylight  or  c&ndldight — Eyes  should  be  shut ! 


ON  THE  BURNING  OF 

LORD  MANSFIELD'S  LIBRAE V, 

TOOETHEB  WITH  3aift  M8S., 

By  tbe  Mob,  in  the  Month  of  June,  1780. 

So  then — ^tfae  Vandals  of  our  isle. 

Sworn  foes  to  sense  and  l&w. 
Have  burnt  to  dust  -k  nobler  pile  ' 

Than  ever  Roman  «aw  1    . 

And  MtTRteAY  sighs  o*er  Pope  *nd  Swi% 
And  many  a  treasure  more. 
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The  well-judged  puxdiase,  and  the  gift. 
That  graced  his  letterM  store. 

TTieir  pages  mangled,  burnt  and  tOTn, 

The  loss  was  his  cUone  ; 
But  ages  yet  to  come  shall  moum 

The  burning  of  his  oxen. 


ON  THE  SAME. 

When  wit  and  genius  meet  their  doom 

In  all  devouring  flame. 
They  tell  us  of  the  fate  of  Rome, 

Aiid  bid  us  fear  the  same. 

O'er  Murbat's  loss  the  Muses  wept. 

They  felt  the  rude  alarm. 
Yet  blessed  the  guardian  care  that  kept 

His  sacred  head  from  harm. 

There  Memory,  like  the  bee,  that's  fed 

From  Flora's  balmy  store, 
The  quintessence  of  all  he  r&uSi 

Had  treasur'd  up  before. 

The  lawless  herd,  with  fury  blind. 
Have  done  him  cruel  wrong ; 

The  flow'rs  are  gone — ^but  still  we  find 
The  honey  on  his  tongue. 


THE 

LOVE  OF  THE  WORLD  REPROVED  ; 

OR,  HYPOCRISY  DETECTED*. 

Thus  says  the  prophet  of  the  Turk, 
Good  Mussulman,  abstain  ^m  pork ; 


«  It  may  be  imiper  to  lalbtfilktiM'indar.  that  lihis  ipiecshu  already 
mnpeaxvd  In  print,  having  found  lu  way,  though  with  some  unneoessaiy 
additioni  t^  an  itoknovA.  hawV  into  t^  Leeds  Joamal,  w^hout  the 
autlior'i  priTity. 
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Tbere  is  a  part  in  ev*i]r  twiiie 
No  friend  or  follower  of  mine 
May  taite^  whatever  hisindiiiatkm. 
On  pain  of  exooDmumication. 
Soflfa  Mahamrt'a  myaterioua  chnr^. 
And  itms  he  left  the  point  at  large. 
Had  he  the  sinful  part  ezpreas'd* 
They  might  with  salie^  eat  the  rest ; 
But  for  one  piece  they  thought  it  hard 
From  the  whole  hog  to  be  debarr*d ; 
And  set  tbdr  wit  at  woiic  to  find 
What  joint  the  prophet  had  in  mind. 
Moch  contNivecBy  stiai^t  aiosei 
These  dHxiee  the  back,  the  belly  ^ose  ; 
By  some  'tis  confidently  said 
He  meant  not  to  forbid  the  head ; 
Whfle  others  at  that  doctrine  rail. 
And  piously  prefer  the  taiL 
Thus,  oQDsdenoe  fireed  finm  er'ry  dog, 
Mahometans  eat  up  the  hog. 

You  lau^i — ^'tis  well — ^The  tale  applied 
May  make  you  laiu^  on  t*othet  ode. 
Renounce  the  worl£— the  preacher  cries. 
We  do — a  multitude  replies. 
While  one  as  innocent  regards 
A  snug  and  friendly  game  at  cards ; 
And  one,  whatever  you  may  ny. 
Can  see  no  evil  in  a  play ; 
Some  bve  a  concert,  or  a  race ; 
And  others  shooting,  and  the  chase. 
Revil'd  and  lov'd,  renaonc'd  and  followed* 
Thus,  bit  by  bit,  the  world  is  swallowed; 
Each  thinks  his  neighbour  makes  too  free. 
Yet  likes  a  dice  as  well  as  he ; 
With  sophistry  their  sauce  thcnr  sweeten. 
Till  quite  fhxm  tail  to  SDoat  'ta  eaieii. 


4S5 
ON  THE  DEATH  OF 

UBS  (KOV  LADT)  THB0CKM0&TOy*ft 

BULFINCH. 

Ye  nymphs  I  if  e'er  your  eyes  were  red 
With  tears  o'er  hapless  fav'rites  shed» 

0  share  Maria's  grief ! 
Her  fav'rite,  even  in  his  cage, 
(What  will  not  hunger's  cruel  rage  ?) 

Asiassin'd  by  a  thief. 

Where  Rhenus  strays  his  vines  among. 
The  ^g  was  laid  iVom  which  he  sprung ; 

And,  though  by  nature  mute, 
Or  only  with  a  whistle  blest, 
Well-taught  he  all  the  sounds  express'd 

Of  flagdet  or  flute. 

The  honours  of  his  ebon  poll 

Were  brighter  tlian  the  ueekest  mole  ; 

His  bosom  of  the  hue 
With  which  Aurora  decks  the  skies. 
When  piping  winds  shall  soon  arise. 

To  sweep  away  the  dew. 

Above,  bdow,  in  all  the  house. 
Dire  foe  alike  of  bird  and  mouse. 

No  cat  had  leave  to  dwell ; 
And  Btdly's  cage  supported  stood 
On  props  of  smoothest-shaven  wood. 

Large-built,  and  lattic'd  wdL 

Well-Iattic'd — ^but  the  grate,  alas  I 
Not  rough  with  wire  of  steel  or  brass* 

For  Bully's  plumage  sake. 
But  smooth  with  wands  from  Ouse's  side. 
With  which,  when  neatly  ped'd  and  dried. 

The  swains  their  baskets  make. 
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Kig^t  veQ*d  the  jxile,  all  seemM  secure : 
When  led  by  instinct  shaip  and  sure. 

Subsistence  to  provide, 
A  beast  forth  sallied  on  the  scout, 
L<ngwbMli*d,  Iong-tail*d,  with  whiskered  snout, 

And  badger-oc^ur*d  hide. 

He,  ent*ring  at  the  study  door. 
Its  ample  area  'gan  explore ; 

And  something  in  the  wind 
Conjectured,  sniffing  round  and  round. 
Better  dian  all  the  books  he  found. 

Pood  chiefly  for  the  mind. 

Just  then,  by  adverse  fate  impressed, 
A  dream  disturb^  poor  Bully's  rest ; 

tn  sleep  he  seem'd  to  view 
A  rat  fast  clinging  to  the  cage. 
And,  screaming  at  the  sad  presage* 

Awoke  and  found  it  true* 

For,  aided  both  by  ear  and  scent. 
Right  to  his  mark  the  monster  went-— 

Ah,  muse !  forbear  to  speak 
Minute  the  horrors  that  ensued ; 
His  teeth  were  strong,  the  cage  was  wocxl— *> 

He  left  poor  Bully's  beak. 

O  had  he  made  that  too  his  prey ; 
That  beak,  whence  issued  many  a  lay 

Of  sudi  mellifluous  tone. 
Might  have  repaid  him  well,  I  wot, 
For  silencing  so  sweet  a  throat. 

Fast  stuck  within  his  own. 

Maria  weeps-^the  Muses  moam^m 
So  when,  by  Bacchanalians  torn. 

On  Thradan  Hebrus'  side 
The  tree-enchanter  Orpheus  fell, 
His  head  alone  remaurd  to  tell 

The  cruel  death  he  died.  '' 
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THE  ROSE. 

The.  vok  had  been  wash'd,  just  wash*d  ia  a  ahow*r. 

Which  Mary  to  Anna  oonvey'd. 
The  plentiful  moisture  encumber*d  the  flow*r. 

And  weigh*d  down  its  beautiful  head. 

The  cup  was  all  fill'd,  and  the  leaves  were  all  wet^ 

And  it  seemed  to  a  fanciful  view. 
To  weep  for  the  buds  it  had  left  with  regret. 

On  the  flouriahing  bush  where  it  grew. 

I  hastily  seized  it,  unfit  as  it  was 
For  a  nosegay,  so  dripping  and  drowned. 

And  swinging  it  rudely,  too  rudely,  alas ! 
I  snapp*d  it,  it  fell  to  the  ground. 

And  such,  I  excUum'd,  is  die  jntileBS  part 

Some  act  by  the  delicate  mind. 
Regardless  of  wringing  and  breakii^  a  heart 

Already  to  sorow  resigned. 

This  elegant  rose,  had  I  shaken  it  less, 

Miffht  have  bloom*d  with  its  owner  a  while ; 

And  me  tear,  that  is  wip^d  with  a  little  address, 
May  be  folIow*d  perhaps  by  a  smile. 


THE   DOVES. 

ReasVino  at  ev^ry  step  he  treads, 

Man  yei  mistakes  his  way. 
While  meaner  tilings,  whc»n  instinct  leadsy 

Are  rarely  known  to  stray. 

One  silent  eve  I  wander'd  late, 

And  heard  the  voice  of  lore ; 
The  turtle  tlius  addressM  licr  mate, 

And  soothed  the  listening  dove : 
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Out  mutual  bond  of  faith  and  truth 

No  time  shall  di3eng^ige. 
Those  blesfiin^  of  Ortr  early  youth 

Shall  cheer  our  latest  age : 

WhSe  innocence  without  disguise. 

And  constancy  sincere. 
Shall  fill  the  drdes  of  those  eyes. 

And  mine  can  read  them  there  $ 

Those  ills  that  wait  on  all  bdow. 

Shall  ne'er  he  felt  by  me, 
Or  gently  felt,  and  only  so. 

As  being  shared  with  thee. 

When  lightnings  flash  among  the  trees. 

Or  kites  are  hov'ring  near, 
I  fear  lest  thee  alone  they  seize* 

And  know  no  other  fear. 

'Tis  then  I  fed  myself  a  wife. 

And  press  thy  wedded  side, 
Resolv'd  a  union  form'd  for  life 

Death  never  shall  divide. 

But  oh!  if  fickle  and  unchaste, 
(Forgive  a  transient  thouu^t) 

Thou  couldst  become  unkind  at  last. 
And  scorn  thy  present  lot. 

No  need  of  lightnings  from  on  hig^. 

Or  kites  with  cruel  beak ; 
Denied  th*  endeaiments  of  thine  eye. 

This  widow'd  heart  would  break. 

Thus  sang  the  sweet  sequestered  bincU   * 

Soft  as  the  pasang  wind ; 
And  I  recorded  what  I  heard, 

A  lesson  for  mankind. 
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A  FABLE. 

A  RAVEir,  while  with  glossy  breast 

Her  new-Ifdd  c^  she  fondly  press'd* 

And,  on  her  wickerwork  high  mounted. 

Her  chidceos  prematurdy  counted, 

(A  fault  i^osophers  might  hhune 

If  quite  exempted  from  Sie  same), 

Enjoy'd  at  ease  the  genial  day ; 

'Twas  April,  as  the  biunpldns  say. 

The  legislature  call'd  it  May. 

But  suddenly  a  wind  as  high. 

At  e?er  swept  a  winter  sky. 

Shook  the  young  leaves  about  her  ean. 

And  ffll'd  her  with  a  diousand  fears. 

Lest  the  rude  blast  should  snap  the  bough. 

And  spread  her  golden  hopes  below. 

But  just  at  eve  tne  blowing  weather 

And  all  her  fears  were  hu£'d  together : 

And  now,  quoth  poor  unthinking  Ralph, 

*Tis  over,  and  the  brood  is  safe ; 

(For  ravens,  though  as  birds  of  omen 

They  teach  both  conj*ret8  and  old  women, 

To  tdl  us  what  is  to  befidl, 

Can*t  prophesy  tfaemsdves  at  aH) 

The  morning  came,  when  ndghbour  Hodge, 

Who  lon^  had  mark*d  her  airy  lodge 

And  destm*d  all  the  treasure  there 

A  g^  to  his  expecting  fair,^ 

Cljmb*d  like  a  squirrel  to  lus  dray. 

And  bore  the  wottfaless  prize  away. 

ICOBAI.. 

*Ti8  Providence  alone  secures 
In  ev'ry  change  both  mine  and  yours : 
Safety  consists  not  in  escape 
From  dangers  of  a  frightful  shape ; 
An  earthquake  may  be  bid  to  spare 
The  man,  that^s  strangled  by  a  hair. 
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Fate  steals  alcmp  with  sQent  tread. 
Found  oft^nest  m  wbat  least  we  dread ; 
Frowns  in  the  storm  with  angry  brow. 
But  in  the  sunshine  strikes  the  blow. 


A  COMPARISON. 

The  lapse  of  time  and  rivers  U  the  same, 
Botili  ^)>eed  their  journey  with  a  restless  stream ; 
The  silent  pace,  with  which  they  steal  away. 
No  wealth  can  bribe,  no  piay'xs  persuade  to  stay ; 
Alike  irreyocable  bo^  when  past* 
And  a  wide  ocean  swallows  both  at  last. 
Though  each  resemble  each  in  ev*ry  part, 
A  difrrenoe  strikes  at  length  the  musing  heart : 
Streams  never  flow  in  v^ ;  where  streams  aboand, 
How  laughs  the  land  with  various  plen^  crownM ! 
But  time,  that  should  enrich  the  nobler  miDd, 
N^ected  leaves  a  dreary  waste  behind. 


ANOTHER, 

ADDRESSED  TO  A  TOUNO  LADT. 

Sweet  stream,  that  winds  through  jronder  glade, 

Apt  emblem  of  a  virtuous  maid — 

Silent  and  chaste  she  steals  along. 

Far  from  the  world^s  gay  busy  tlirdng ; 

With  gentle  yet  prevailmg  force. 

Intent  upon  her  des(in*d  course ; 

Graceftil  and  useful  all  she  does^ 

Blessing  and  blest  where'er  she  goes, 

Pure-bo6om*d  as  that  wat*ry  glass, 

^.nd  heaven  reflected  in  her  face. 
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THE  POET'S  NEW. YEAR'S  GIFT. 

TO  MRS  (now  lady)  THROCKMORTON. 

Maria  !  I  have  ev'ry  good 
For  thee  wished  many  a  tune. 

Both  sad,  and  in  a  dieoful  mood, 
But  never  yet  in  rhime. 

To  wish  thee  fairer  is  no  need. 
More  prudent,  or  more  sprightly. 

Or  more  ingenious,  or  nooie  freed 
From  temper-flaws  unsightly. 

What  favour  then  not  yet  possessM, 

Can  I  for  thee  require. 
In  wedded  love  already  blest. 

To  thy  whole  hearths  desire  ? 

None  here  is  happy  but  in  part : 

Full  bliss  is  bliss  divine ; 
There  dwells  some  wish  in  ev'ry  heart. 

And  doubtless  one  in  thine. 

That  wish,  on  some  fair  future  day, 
Which  Pate  shall  brightly  gUd, 

(*Tis  blameless,  be  it  what  it  may) 
I  wish  it  aU  fulffllU 


ODE  TO  APOLLO. 

ON  AN  INKOLA8S  ALMOST  DRIED  IN  THE  SUN. 

Patron  of  all  those  luckless  brains,  • 
That,  to  the  wrong  side  leaning. 

Indite  much  metre  with  much  pains, 
And  little  or  no  meaning : 

Ah  why,  since  oceans,  rivers,  streams. 
That  water  all  the  nations. 


Pfef  tiAate  to  Ikv  ^">Bitf 
IncoMUntoMatinnm 


WI17,  itooping  from  Ac  noon  of  day 

Too  covetous  of  drink* 
ApoDo.  bast  tfaoa  sl)ol*ii  avaj 

A  poet*s  drop  of  ink  ? 

Ui^bome  into  die  Hevkn  OP 

It  floatB  a  wupam  sow, 
ImpeDM  thiQugb  vqpons  deoae  an 

By  all  the  wmdi  that  bknr. 

OrdainM  peifaaps  ere  sanuna  ffies. 
Combined  with  millions  more. 

To  form  an  Iiis  in  the  skies. 
Though  black  and  foul  before. 

mustrioas  drop !  and  happy  then 

Beyond  the  hapfnest  kit. 
Of  an  that  ever  peas'd  my  pen. 

So  soon  to  be  foiigot ! 

Phnbns,  if  such  be  thy  deagn. 

To  place  it  in  thy  bow. 
Give  wit,  that  what  is  left  may  sbiiie 

With  equal  grace  below. 


PAIRING  TIME  ANTICIPATED. 

A  FABLE. 

I  SHALL  not  ask  Jean  Jacques  Rousseau* 
If  birds  confabulate  or  no ; 
'Tis  dear,  that  they  were  always  able 
To  hold  discourse,  at  least  in  fable  ; 

*  It«H<neaftliewhIiiirfeaIfpe(nri8tlamafthi«T>Mknof)hR-,(lMlil 
fUilM  which  sKaf to  saMoo  wid  morrti  to  mill— !■  vhonld  te  vWiMb 
'\trm  children,  u  teing  only  wliicies  of  deception.    But  wt»»  cNU  «• 


And  e*en  the  difld,  «^  kiHMn  tioUiMr 

llum  to  intopret  bf  ibe  ktt«, 

A  >tory  of  ft  cock  and  bull. 

Must  have  a  most  uncommon  skulL 

It  chanc'd  then  on  a  winter^s  daj, 
But  waim,  and  bii^t,  and  calm  at  May, 
The  biids,  tonoeiving  a  dengn 
To  fomCal  nrMft  6t  Vakntine, 
In  many  an  orchard,  oone,  and  gvofe, 
AnoBbuA  «n  aifinn  af  loye. 
And  with  nmeh  twifctar  and  mudi  chatter, 
Began  to  agitate  the  matter. 
At  length  a  Bulfinch,  who  could  boast 
MoR  yean  and  wisdom  than  the  most,. 
Entreated,  opening  wide  his  beak, 
A  moment^s  liberty  to  speak ; 
And,  sUenoa  pnUidy  enjoin'd, 
Oeliver'd  briefly  thus  his  mind  t 

My  fiiends  I  be  cautious  how  ye  treat 
The  subject  imon  which  we  meet ; 
I  fear  we  shall  have  winter  yet 

A  Finch,  whose  tonsue  Imew  no  control. 
With  golden  wing,  and  satiQ  poll, 
A  last  year's  bird,  who  ne*er  had  tried 
What  maniaffe  means,  thus  pert  replied : 

Methinks  me  gentlanan,  quoth  sne. 
Opposite  in  the  apple.4ne, 
B^  his  good  win  would  keep  us  single 
Till  yonder  heav*n  and  eartn  shall  mingle. 
Or  (which  is  likelier  to  befall) 
Till  death  eztenninate  us  aH 
I  many  without  mote  ado. 
My  dear  Dick  Redcap,  what  say  you  ? 

Dick  heard,  and  tweedling,  ogBng,  bridling* 
Tumins  short  round,  strutting  and  sideling, 
Attested,  glad,  his  approbation 
Of  an  inunediate  oonjugstion. 
Their  sentiments  so  wm  expressed 
Influenced  mistily  the  rest, 
AH  pairM,  and  each  paix  bidU  a  nasi 
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But  dMN]^  the  birds  were  thus  in  haste. 
The  leaves  came  on  not  quite  so  fast. 
And  Destiny,  that  sometimes  bears 
An  aspect  stem  on  man's  afiairs. 
Not  altogetiba  smil*d  oo  theirs^ 
The  wind,  of  late  breath'd  gently  Ibtth, 
Now  shifted  east,  and  east  by  north  $ 
Bare  trees  and  shrubs  but  ill,  you  knowt 
Could  shelter  them  fiom  rain  or  snow. 
Stepping  into  their  nests,  they  paddled. 
Themselves  were  chilled,  their  ecgs  were  addled  i 
Soon  ev'ry  father  bird  and  molKer 
Grew  quarrelsome,  and  peckM  each  odier. 
Parted  without  the  least  r^ret. 
Except  that  they  had  ever  metf 
And  leam'd  in  future  to  be  wiser. 
Than  to  neglect  a  good  adviser. 

MORAL. 

Misses  I  the  tale  that  T  relate 

This  lesson  seems  to  carry- 
Choose  not  alone  a  proper  mate* 
But  proper  time  to  many. 


THE  DOG  AND  THE  WATER-LILY. 

KO  FABLE. 

The  noon  was  shady,  and  sofl  airs 

W Swept  Ouse's  silent  dde, 
hen,  *scap'd  from  literary  cans, 
I  wandered  on  his  side. 

My  spaniel,  prettiest  of  his  race. 

And  high  in  pedigree, 
(Two  nymphs*  adom^d  with  ev*ry  giafe 

That  ^MOiiel  found  for. mfi> 

*  Sir  Robert  Oanalni^  daughten. ' 
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Now  wantonM  lost  in  flags  and  reeds. 

Now  starting  into  sight. 
Pursued  the  swallow  o^er  the  meads 

With  scarce  a  slower  flight 

It  was  the  time  when  Ouse  display *d 

His  lilies  newly  bbwn ; 
Their  beaudes  I  intent  sorvey'd. 

And  (me  I  wishM  my  own. 

With  cane  extended  far  I  sought 

To  steer  it  dose  to  land ; 
But  still  the  prize,  thou^  nearly  caught. 

Escaped  my  eager  hand. 

Beau  marVd  my  unsuccessAil  pains 

With  fixed  considerate  fiice. 
And  puzzlinff  set  his  puppy  brains 

To  comprdiend  the  case. 

But  with  a  cfaerup  dear  and  strong* 

Dispersing  all  his  dream, 
I  thence  withdrew,  and  followed  long 

The  windings  of  the  stream. 

My  ramble  ended,  I  retum*d ; 

Beau^  trotting  far  before. 
The  floating  wreath  again  discemM, 

And  plunging  left  me  shore. 

I  M?w  Mm  with  that  lily  cropp*d 

Impatient  swim  to  meet 
My  quick  approach,  and  soon  he  dropped 

The  treasure  at  my  feet. 

CharmM  with  the  sight,  the  world,  I  cried. 

Shall  hear  of  this  thy  deed : 
My  dog  shall  mortify  the  pride 

Of  man*8  superior  breed : 

But  diief  myself  I  will  «njom, 

Awafce  at  dnty*8  call. 
To  show  a  l0ve  as  prompt  as  tiiiiie 

To  Him  who  gives  me  all. 
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THE  POET,  THE  OYSTER,  AND  THE 
SENSITIVE  PLANT. 


Ax  oratcBp  CMt  i^MHi  file  nore, 
Bheaid, 


W«  heard,  tfaou^  never  heaid  befote, 
Conqdaming  in  aqieedi  wcll^waded — 
And  wadhj  dns  ID  be  nootded  :•— 

Ah,  haploB  vrefch !  eobdemnM  to  d««fl 
For  ever  m  waj  Bnlivc  didl ; 
Oidani*d.  to  taott  wncB  fluwut  pleaaBp 
Not  Jbrmj  own  coamt  or  one  ; 
But  tov'd  and  buflctad  ahnut^ 
Nov  Is  the  walor  and  nov  omIL 
^*wexc  better  to  be  bom  a  ttaoitt 
Of  mder  sbqpe,  and  fedingnone, 
Ulan  with  a  tendemeai  fike  mine. 
And  ffnipWTHifff  lo  I»im»  ! 
I  cuvj  that  nnfrcfing  ihwibt 


Hie  plant  he  moant  giiev  not  Ibroii; 
And  fidt  the  sioorindi  aoon  enough  t 

as  nmta  dugiisiea,  mflninea. 
And  with  aiyeifty  wyied» 

When,  ay  the  botamsis,  and  stare. 
Did  plant!  aJl*d  sensiUve  gnnr  diere  ? 
No  mattor  when— «  poefs  nnise  is. 
To  make  diem  gnnr  jost  vfacre  she 

Yoa  iJiaprifSB  ««*btng  in  «  dish, 
Yoa  dwt  axe  hot  afanost  a  fidi, 
I  soom  your  coarse  insnmatiaii. 
And  baTe  most  plentiful  occasion. 
To  wish  myself  the  iocIl  I  view. 
Or  sDch  anodier  dolt  as  yon : 
For  many  a  grave  and  kanied  dcik^ 
And  manj  a  gaj  nnletter*d  qwk. 
With  conous  ttweh  citoinm  me. 
If  I  can  fed  as  weU  as  he  ; 
And  when  I  bend,  ntite^  sod  dirink, 
Says—WeO,  *tis  OMne  than  one  would 
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Thus  life  is  spent  (oh  fie  upoD*t !) 
Iq  being.4ouai*d,  sod  mii]g-*Don*t  1 

A  poet,  in  his  ev'ning  walk* 
O'erheard  and  dieck*d  uus  idle  talk. 
And  your  fine  sense,  he  said,  and  yourst 
Whatever  evil  it  endures. 
Deserves  not,  if  so  soon  offended. 
Much  to  be  pitied  or  canmiendecL 
DisputfiSi  though  short,  are  far  too  long. 
Where  both  alike  are  in  the  wrong ; 
Your  feelings  in  their  fuU  amount^ 
Are  all  upon  your  own  account. 

You,  in  your  grotto-work  enclo8*d» 
Complain  o£  being  thus  exposed ; 
Yet  nodiing  fed  in  that  rough  coat. 
Save  when  the  knife  is  at  your  throstf 
Wherever  driven  by  wind  or  tide. 
Exempt  from  ev*ry  ill  beside. 

And  as  for  you,  my  Lady  Squeamisb, 
Who  reckon  ev'ry  touch  a  blenudi« 
If  all  the  plants,  that  can  be  found 
Embellishing  the  scene  around. 
Should  droop  and  wither  where  they  giowy 
You  would  not  feel  at  all — not  you* 
The  noblest  minds  their  virtue  prove 
By  pity,  sympathy,  and  love : 
Tliese,  these  are  nelings  truly  fine. 
And  prove  their  owner  half  divine. 

His  censure  reached  them  as  he  dealt  it. 
And  each  by  shrinking  show'd  be  fek  it. 


THE  SHRUBBERY. 

WRITTEN  IK  A  TIME  OF  AFFLICTIOX 

Oh,  happy  Bhndf»ii<D  ms  unhkst  I 
Friendly  to  peace,  but  not  to  me  I 

How  ill  the  sotti*  Skat  eficrs  rest. 
And' heait that cflBnttieit^  agree! 
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This  glassy  6tMatn»  that  spieMtiiig  fuhe^ 
Those  Men  quW'ting  to  the  bneze. 

Might  sooth  a  soul  less  hurt  than  minet 
And  please,  if  any  tiling  fioald  {kkaie^ 

But  fixM  unalterable  Care 

Foregoes  not  what  she  feds  withih, 
Shows  the  same  sadness  ev'rv  where. 

And  sli^ts  the  season  ana  die  seene. 

For  all  diat  pleai'd  in  wood  or  lawn. 
While  Peace  possessed  Ihese  sUent  bow*i% 

Her  animating  smile  wilihdiawn. 
Has  lost  its  beauties  and  its  pow'zs. 

The  saint  or  moralist  should  tread 
This  moss-grown  alley  muidng,  stow  t 

They  sedc  like  me  the  secret  snadey 
But  not  like  me  to  nourish  wo ! 

Me  fruitfiil  Mxnea  and  prospeeta  waste 

Alike  admonish  not  to  lOam ; 
These  tdl  m*  of  enjoyments  past» 

And  those  of  sOROWs-yet  to  oodmu 


THE  WINTER  NOSEGAY. 

What  Nature,  alas !  has  denied 

To  the  delicate  growth  of  our  isle, 
Alt  has  in  a  measure  supplied. 

And  Winter  is  decked  with  a  smile. 
See,  Mary,  what  beauties  I  faring 

From  the  shelter  of  that  sunxiy  abed. 
Where  the  flow'rs  have  the  charms  of  the  ^xing. 

Though  abroad  they  are  £cozea  and  dendu 

'Tis  a  bow^  of  Arcadian  sweets. 
Where  Floxa  is  still  fn  her  prime,      '     > 

A  fortress  to  wlndi  die  nttrests 

From  the  crud  assaults  of  the  dime.      ' ' 
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Whik  Earth  wean  a  mantle  of  saaw, 
Theat  pinka  are  ae  fiseah  and  aa  gay 

Ab  the  finreetand  aweetest  tJiat  blow 
On  ths  beaiitiA]!  bdeom  of  May. 

See  how  they  have  safely  sumv'd 

The  ftowni  of  a  sky  so  severe ; 
Such  Manr's  true  love,  that  has  Uv*d 

Thxou^  many  a  turbulent  year. 
The  charms  of  the  late  blowing  rose 

Seem  grac*d  with  a  liTeHer  hoe, 
And  die  winter  of  sorrow  best  shows 

The  truth  of  a  friend  sudi  as  you. 

MUTUAL  FORBEARANCE 

KECE88A&T  TO  THE  HAPPINESS  OF  TJU£ 
MABKIED  STATE. 

The  lady  thus  addiass'd  her  spouse :.» 
What  a  mere  dungeon  is  this  house ! 
By  no  means  large  enough ;  and  was  it, 
Yet  this  dull  room,  and  that  dark  closet. 
Those  hangings  with  their  worn-out  graces, 
Long  beards,  bng  noses,  and  pale  moes. 
Are  such  an  antiquated  scene. 
They  overwhelm  me  with  the  spleen. 
Sir  Hnmphiey,  shooting  in  the  dark. 
Makes  answer  quite  beside  the  mark : 
No  doubt,  my  dear,  I  bade  him  oome, 
Engaff'd  myself  to  be  at  home. 
And  shall  expect  him  at  the  door, 
Precisely  when  the  doek  strikes  four. 

You  are  so  deaf,  the  lady  cried 
(And  rali*d  her  voice,  and  ftown'd  besidev 
▼oik  are  so  sadly  deaf,  my  dear, 
What  shall  I  do  to  make  yon  hear  ? 

Dismiss  poQC  Hacxyi  herefdies; 
Some  pcopti  w«  move  nice  than  wise : 
For  one  slight  trespass  all  this  stir  ? 
What  JiT  he  did  ode  whip  and  8pur> 
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'Twas  but  a  mile— >yoar  fitT'rite  horse 
Will  never  look  one  hair  the  worse. 

Well,  I  piQtest  'tis  past  all  bearin^^ 
Child  !  I  am  rather  hard  of  hearing — 
Yes,  truly ;  one  must  scream  and  bawl : 
I  tell  you,  you  can*t  hear  at  all ! 
Then,  with  a  voice  exceeding  low» 
No  matter  if  you  hear  or  no. 

Alas  I  and  is  domestic  strife. 
That  sorest  ill  of  himian  life, 
A  plague  so  little  to  be  feared. 
As  to  be  wantonly  incurred, 
To  gratify  a  fretful  passion. 
On  ev*ry  trivial  provocation  ? 
The  kindest  and  the  happiest  pair 
Will  find  occasion  to  forbear ; 
And  something,  ev'ry  day  they  live. 
To  pity,  and  perhaps  forgive. 
But  if  infirmities,  Uiat  £bU 
In  common  to  the  lot  of  all, 
A  Uemidi  or  a  sense  impaired. 
Are  crimes  so  little  to  be  spar*d. 
Then  fuewell  all  that  must  create 
The  comfort  of  the  wedded  state ; 
Instead  of  harmony,  'ds  jar. 
And  tumult,  and  intestine  war. 

The  love  that  cheers  life's  latest  stage, 
Proof  against  sickness  and  old  age. 
Preserved  by  virtue  from  declension. 
Becomes  not  weary  of  attention ; 
But  lives,  when  that  exterior  graee. 
Which  fint  inspired  the  flame,  decays. 
*Tis  gentle,  delicate,  and  kind. 
To  faults  compassionate  or  b]ind» 
And  will  with  sympathy  endure 
Those  evils  it  would  gladly  cure  s 
But  angry,  coarse,  and  hush  aqyreasioa 
Shows  love  to  be  a  mere  prafesdcni-; 
Proves  that  tlie  heart  is  none  of  his. 
Or  soon  expels  him  if  it  is. 
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THE  NEGRO'S  COMPLAIXT. 

Poiic*i>  fVom  home  and  all  its  pleasures* 

AfUc*8  coast  I  left  forlom ; 
To  increase  tbe  stianger*s  treasures, 

0*er  the  raging  bidbws  borne. 
Men  fiom  En^hmd  bought  and  sold  me* 

Paid  my  pnoe  in  paltry  gold ; 
But,  though  skve  they  liave  enroHM  me» 

Minds  are  never  to  be  sold. 

Stin  in  thought  as  free  as  ever. 

What  an  £neiaiid*s  lig^ti,  I  ask« 
Me  from  my  ddi^ts  to  serer» 

Me  to  torture,  me  to  task  ? 
Fleecy  locks  and  black  compleiion 

Cannot  forfeit  Nature's  cuum ; 
Skins  may  differ,  but  affection 

Dwells  in  white  and  black  the  same^ 

Why  did  all-creatinjK  Nature 

Make  the  bkmt,  ror  which  we  toil  ? 
8ig^  must  fan  it,  tears  must  water. 

Sweat  of  ours  must  dress  the  soil 
Think,  ye  masters  iron-hearted. 

Lolling  at  your  jovial  boards ; 
Think  how  many  backs  have  smarted 

For  the  sweets  your  cane  afibrds. 

Is  there,  as  ye  sometimes  tdl  us. 

Is  there  one,  who  reigns  on  high  ? 
Has  he  bid  you  buy  and  sell  us, 

Speakinp;  ftmn  his  thraiw  the  sky  ? 
Ask  him,  if  vour  knotted  scourges. 

Matches,  blood-extotting  screws, 
Are  tha  means  that  duty  urges. 

Agents  of  fait  will  to  use  P 

Hark  !  he  answei»«-wild  tornadoes. 
Strewing  yonder  sea  with  wrecks ; 


443 

Wasting  towns,  plantations,  meadows. 

Are  the  voice,  ¥dth  which  he  speaks. 
He,  foreseeing  what  vexations 

Afiric*8  sons  should  undergo, 
Puc^d  their  tyrants*  habitations 

Where  his  whirlwinds  answer— now 

By  our  blood  in  Afnc  wasted. 

Ere  our  necks  received  the  chain ; 
By  the  mis'ries  that  we  tasted, 

Crossing  in  your  barks  the  main  ; 
By  our  suSt^rings,  since  ye  fanrag^  us  i 

To  the  man-degrading  mart ; 
AH,  sustained  by  patience,  taught  us 

Only  by  a  broken  heart : 

Deem  our  nation  brutes  no  lonser. 

Till  some  reason  ye  shall  find 
Worthier  of  regard,  and  stronger 

Than  the  colour  of  our'kin£ 
Slaves  of  gold,  whose  sordid  dealings 

Tarnish  all  your  boasted  powers. 
Prove  that  you  have  human  feeUngB, 

Ere  you  proudly  question  ours  ? 


PITY  FOR  POOR  AFRICANS. 


*  video  tnelkmpvoboqae* 
Deterion  sequor.' 

t  OWN  I  am  shocVd  at  the  purchase  of  slaves. 
And  fear  those  who  buy  them  and  seU  them*  are. 

knaves  ; 
What  I  hear  of  their  hardships,  their  tortures,  and 

groans, 
Is  almost  enough  to  draw  pity  6om  stones^ 

I  pit^  them  greatly,  but  I  muist  be  mum^. 
For  how  oouLd  we  do  without  5ug«  m^  jruip  2 
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Especially  sugar,  so  needful  we  see  ? 

What,  give  up  our  desserts,  our  coffee,  and  tea  I 

Besides,  if  we  do,  4ihe  French,  Dutch,  and  Danes, 
Will  heartfly  thank  us,  no  douht,  for  our  pains ; 
If  we  do  not  buy  the  poor  creatures,  the^  will. 
And  tortiures  and  groans  will  be  multiphed  still. 

If  foreigners  likewise  would  give  up  the  trade. 
Much  more  in  behalf  of  your  wish  might  be  said  ; 
But,  while  they  get  riches  by  purchasing  blacks. 
Pray  tell  roe  why  we  may  not  also  go  snacks  ? 

Your  scruples  and  aiguments  bring  to  my  mind 
A  story  so  pat,  you  may  think  it  is  coined. 
On  purpose  to  answer  you,  out  of  my  mint ; 
But  I  can  assure  you  I  saw  it  in  print. 

A  youngster  at  school,  more  sedate  than  the  rest. 
Had  once  his  integrity  put  to  the  test ; 
His  comrades  had  plotted  an  orchard  to  rob. 
And  ask^d  him  to  go  and  assist  in  the  job. 

He  was  shocked,  sir,  like  you,  and  answered—*  Oh 

no! 
What  1  rob  our  good  neighbour!  Iprayyoudon*tgo; 
Besides,  the  man*s  poor,  his  orchard's  his  bread. 
Then  think  of  his  children,  for  they  must  be  fed.' 

*  You  speak  very  fine,  and  you  look  very  grave. 
But  apples  we  want,  and  apples  well  have ; 
If  you  win  go  with  us,  you  shall  have  a  share. 
If  not,  you  shall  have  neither  apple  nor  pear.' 

They  spoke,  and  Tom  ponder'd— *  I  see  they  will  go ; 
Poor  man  !  what  a  pity  to  injure  him  so ! 
Poor  man  !  1  would  save  him  his  fruit  if  I  could. 
But  staying  behind  will  do  him  nd  good. 

'  If  the  matter  depended  alone  upon  me. 

His  apples  aafls^t  haag,  till  they  dropp'd  from  th^ 

tree; 
But,  since  they  will  take  them,  I  think  m  go  too. 
He  will  lose  noiie  by  me,  though  I  get  a  few.' 
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His  scraples  tfauB  akneM,  T«m  ftk  nvMit  «l 
And  went  with  hit  oanondM  the  aiiiiki  to  Mtzc ; 
He  blam'd  and  protested,  but  joinM  in  the  plan : 
He  shared  in  the  plunder,  but  pitied  the  man. 


THE  MORNING  DREAM. 

TwAS  in  the  g^  seaaon  of  raring* 

Asleep  at  the  dawn  of  the  oaf, 
I  dream*d  what  I  cannot  but  sing. 

So  pleasant  it  seemM  as  I  lay. 
I  dreun'd,  that,  on  ocean  afloat. 

Far  hence  to  ihe  westward  I  sailM, 
While  the  billows  high-lifted  the  boat. 

And  the  firesh-blowing  breeze  never  f«dl*dp 

In  the  steenge  a  woman  I  saw* 

Such  at  Inwt  was  the  fimn  that  the 
Whose  beauty  impressed  me  with  awe, 

Ne^er  taught  me  by  woman  before. 
She  sat,  and  a  shield  at  her  side 

Shed  liftht,  lil^e  a  sun  on  the  waves. 
And,  smiSng  divinely,  she  cried — 

'  I  go  to  make  freemen  of  slaves.**- 

Then  raising  her  v<nce  to  a  strain 

The  sweetest  that  ear  ever  heard. 
She  sung  of  the  slaveys  broken  chain. 

Wherever  her  glory  appeared. 
Some  clouds,  which  had  over  us  hung. 

Fled,  chas'd  by  her  melody  dear. 
And  methought  while  she  fiber^  sung, 

Twas  hbcTty  only  to  hear. 

Thus  swifUy  dividing  the  flood* 
To  a  slaveMnllor'd  idand  we  camc» 

Where,  a  demon,  bcr  cnany,  ttood... 
O^pressiiHi  his  terrible  namew 

In  hit  hand,  at  the  tun  of  hit  sway, 
A  toouige  hung  wiitti  lashes  he  bore. 
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Ftem  AhiaJ§  aoncmM  duinu 

But  8Don  t»  ;qpproacfaing  the  lanci 

That  goddtts-like  woman  he  viewM, 
The  aooum  he  let  ftU  fiom  his  hand, 

With  bfood  of  his  subjects  imbrued. 
I  saw  him  both  sicken  and  die, 

And  the  moment  the  monster  expirM, 
Heaid  shouts  that  ascended  thesl^, 

Fran  thousands  with  rapture  inspired. 

Awaking,  how  eould  I  but  nnise 

At  wfiit  such  a  dream  should  betide  ? 
But  soon  my  ear  caught  the  glad  news, 

Which  servM  mj  weak  thought  for  a  guidcv* 
That  BritanniA,  renown'd  o*er  the  waves 

For  the  hatred  she  erer  had  shown 
To  the  black-sflcpind  lulen  of  sIavm, 

Bawifes  to  hftve  none  of  bat  own. 


NIGHTINGALE  AND  GLOW-WORM. 

A  KioBTiireALE,  iSaat  all  di^  long 
Had  cheered  the  village  with  his  song. 
Nor  yet  at  eve  his  note  suspended, 
Nor  yet  when  eventide  was  ended. 
Began  to  fed,  as  well  he  migjbt. 
The  keen  demands  of  appetite ; 
When,  looking  eagerly  around. 
He  spied  &x  (3F,  upon  the  ground, 
A  something  shining  in  the  dark. 
And  knew  the  glow-worm  by  his  spark  ; 
So,  stooping  down  fiEom  hawthorn  top. 
He  thoqght  to  put  him  in  his  crop. 
The  worm,  awai«  of  Ins  ifttent, 
Harangu*d  him  lims,  lijg^  oloqiMiit-* 
Did  you  admhre  my  lamp,  quoih  he. 
As  much  as  I  ymxr  minabreby, 

2p 
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You  wou]d  abhor  to  do  me  wrong. 
As  much  as  I  to  spoil  your  song ; 
For  *twas  the  sd&ame  pow*r  divine 
Taught  you  to  sing  and  me  to  shine ; 
That  you  with  music,  I  with  li^t. 
Might  beautify  and  cheer  die  night 
The  songster  heard  his  short  oration. 
And,  wubling  out  his  approbationt 
Releas*d  him,  as  my  story  tells. 
And  found  a  supper  smnewhere  else. 

Hence  jarxing  sectaries  may  learn 
Their  real  int*rest  to  discern ; 
That  brother  should  not  war  with  brother, 
And  worry  and  devour  each  other : 
But  sing  and  diine  by  sweet  consent, 
TUl  life's  poor  transient  night  is  spent. 
Respecting  in  each  other's  case 
The  gifts  of  nature  and  of  grace. 

Those  Christians  best  deserve  the  name, 
Who  studiously  make  peace  their  aim ; 
Peace  both  the  duty  and  the  prize 
Of  him  that  creeps  and  him  tiiat  flies. 


ON  A  GOLDFI^^CH, 

STARVED  TO  DEATH  IW  HIS  CAOB. 

Time  was  when  I  was  free  as  air. 
The  thistle's  downy  seed  my  £ue. 

My  drink  the  morning  dew ; 
I  pereh'd  at  will  on  ev'ry  spny^ 
My  form  genteel,  my  plumage  gay« 

My  strains  for  ever  new. 

But  gaudy  plumage,  spri^dy  strain. 
And  fimn  genteel,  were  w  in  vain. 

And  of  a  transient  date ; 
For  caught,  and  cag'd,  and  starr'd  to  death. 
In  dying  sighs  my  Httle  breath 

Soon  pass'd  the  wiry  grate. 
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Thanks,  oentle  swain,  for  all  my  woes. 
And  thanks  for  this  efiectual  ckee 

And  cure  of  ev'ry  iU ; 
Mote  cniel^  could  none  express ; 
And  I,  if  you  had  shown  me  less. 

Had  been  your  pris'ner  stilL 


THE 

PINEAPPLE  AND  THE  BEE. 

The  pjafiyplfts,  in  tziple  row. 
Were  baskuig  hot,  ana  all  in  blow ; 
A  Bee  of  most  disoeming  taste, 
Peroeiy'd  the  fiagrance  as  he  passed. 
On  eager  wing  the  spoiler  came. 
And  seaichM  for  oannies  in  the  frame, 
Uig'd  his  attempt  on  ev*ry  aide. 
To  ev'ry  pane  his  trunk  applied ; 
But  still  m  vain,  the  frame  was  tight, 
And  only  pervious  to  the  light : 
Thus  having  wasted  half  the  day. 
He  tiimm'd  his  ^At  another  way. 
M ediinks,  I  said,  in  thee  I  find 
The  sin  and  madness  of  mankind. 
To  joya  forbiddeD  man  aspires. 
Consumes  his  soul  with  vain  desires ; 
Folhr  the  spring  of  his  pursuit. 
And  disappointment  all  the  fruit 
While  Cyntfaio  ogks,  as  ehe  passes. 
The  nymph  between  two  chariot  gkisses, 
She  is  the  pineapple,  and  he 
The  silly  unsuccenful  bee. 
The  maid,  who  views  with  pensive  air 
The  show-glass  fraught  with  glitt'ring  ware, 
Sees  watches,  braodeCs,  rings,  and  lodcets. 
But  sighs  at  thought  of  empty  pockets ; 
Like  tinine,  her  appetite  is  keen. 
But  ah|  the  cruel  glass  between  ! 
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Our  dear  delig^tB  are  oftctt  raeb» 
ExpoB*d  to  view,  bat  not  to  toudi ; 
The  sight  our  foolish  heart  mflamcSf 
We  long  for  pineapples  in  firsmes  ; 
With  hoDdess  wish  one  looks  and  lingciK; 
One  breaKs  the  ^ass,  and  cuts  his  fingers ; 
But  they  whom  tmih  and  wisdom  lead* 
Can  gauer  hone7  fion  a  weed. 


HORACE, 

Book  n.  Ode  Z. 

Receive,  dear  fiiend,  (he  fnitha  I  teadi, 
So  shalt  thou  live  beycmd  the  reach 

Of  advene  Fortuned  pow*^ ; 
Not  always  tempt  the  distant  deepv 
Nor  always  tfanovtmaly  creep 

Along  the  treadi'rous  shereb 

He,  that  holds  fiust  the  golden  mean. 
And  Uves  contentedly  between 

The  litde  and  the  great. 
Feds  not  the  wants  that  pinch  the  poor^ 
Nor  plagues  that  haunt  Uie  rich  man's  doQi^ 

Imbitt*ring  all  his  state. 

The  tallest  pines  fed  most  the  pow*r 
Of  wint*ry  blasts ;  the  loftiest  tow'r 

Comes  heaviest  to  the  ground ; 
The  bolts  that  spare  the  mountain's  side^ 
His  doud-capt  eminence  divide. 

And  spread  the  ruin  round. 

The  wdl-in£i>tm'd  philosofiher 
l^joiees  with  a  wholesome  feavt 

And  hopes,  in  mite  of  pain ; 
If  Winter  beUow  nom  the  nMth, 
Soon  the  sweet  Spring  comes  dandng  fiirtht 

And  Nature  laug^  agvn. 
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What  if  thine  heav*n  be  oveicast. 
The  dark  iqppeazance  will  not  last ; 
Expect  a  bri^ter  sky. 

I  The  God  that  string?  the  silver  bow. 

Awakes  sometimes  the  muses  too, 

j^  And  lays  his  arrows  by. 

^  If  hind'nuices  obstruct  thy  way, 

Thy  magnanimity  dinday. 

And  let  ihy  strepgui  be  seen ; 
But  O  I  if  fortune  M  tfa^  sail 
With  more  than  a  propitious  gale, 

Take  half  thy  canvass  in. 


A  REFLECTION 

ON  THE  FOREGOING  ODE. 

And  is  this  all  ?  Can  Reason  do  no  more, 
Than  bid  me  shun  the  deep,  and  dread  the  shore  ? 
Sweet  moralist  I  afloat  on  life's  rough  sea. 
The  Christian  has  an  art  unknown  to  thee. 
He  holds  no  parley  with  unmanly  fears ; 
Where  duty  bids,  he  confidently  steers. 
Faces  a  thousand  dangers  at  her  call, 
And,  trusting  in  his  God,  surmounts  them  alL 


THE  LILY  AND  THE  ROSE. 

The  nymph  must  lose  her  female  friend, 

If  more  admir'd  than  she— 
But  where  wiU  fierce  contendon  end. 

If  flow'rs  can  disagree  ? 

Within  the  garden's  peaceful  scene 

Appeared  two  lovely  foes. 
Aspiring  to  the  rank  of  queen. 

The  Lily  and  the  Rose. 

2  r  2 
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The  Rote  mmi  leddcnM  fata  lago. 

And,  Mfdliiig  witSi  ^lisdMn^ 
Appeed*d  to  many  s  poet*8  page 

To  prone  her  right  to  raga* 

The  Llly^s  height  bespoke  rmnTn««d> 

A  fiur  impenal  flow*r ; 
She  8eem*d  dengn'd  fer  Plom*8  htaad^ 

The  sceptre  (^  her  poir*r. 

This  civil  bick*zing  and  debate 
The  goddess  chanc*d  to  hear» 

And  flew  to  save,  ere  yet  too  I«te« 
The  pride  of  the  parterre. 

Yours  is,  she  said,  the  nobler  faue» 
And  yours  the  statelier  mien ; 

And,  tin  a  third  surpasses  you. 
Let  eadi  be  deem  d  a  queen. 

Thus,  sooth*d  and  reoondl'd,  each  seeks 

The  fidrest  Britisb  fair  s 
The  seat  of  empnre  is  her  diKki^ 

They  reign  united  tfienw 


IDEM  LATINE  REDDITUM. 

Heu  inimidtias  quoties  pant  semula  fbrtna, 
Qnam  raro  pulchne^  pulchraplaoere  potest  t 

Sed  fines  Tdtn  sofitos  discoidiB  tendit. 
Cum  flores  ipsos  bilis  et  ira  movent. 

Horttts  ubi  dulces  praebet  tadtosque  reoessuii 
Se  rapit  in  partes  gens  animosa  duas ; 

Hie  sibi  regales  AmaryDis  Candida  cnltoSy 
lUic  purpuieo  vindicat  ore  Rosa. 

Ira  Rosam  et  meritis  qussita  superbia  tangtmt, 
Multa^ue  ferventi  vix  cohibenda  sinu, 

Dum  sibi  fkutorum  det  imdique  nomina  vatonr^ 
Jusque  suum,  multo  carmine  Mta,  probat. 
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Altiar  emient  Uh^  ct  cebD  wtifie  BBlBt» 
Ceu  BottB  inter  mam  hibitnia  panm, 

Fatftiditoae  aliM,  H  nata  ?idetiit  in  unii 
Impeni,  socptxum*  Fbra  quod  ipn  gent. 

Kee  Dea  n«n  aeomt  dvilis  mtuinwa  rixs, 
Cui  cuxie  est  pictas  pandeie  ruiis  opes* 

Ddiciasaue  suas  nunqvam  non  piompta  tueri» 
Dum  licet  et  locus  at»  ut  tiicatur»  adest 

£t  tibi  forma  datur  procerior  omnibus,  inij^uit ; 

Et  tibi,  prindpibus  qui  solet  esse,  color ; 
Et  donee  vmcat  quodam  fo^mosior  ambas, 

Et  tibi  r^;inie  nomen»  et  esto  tibL 

His  ubi  sedatus  furor  est,  petit  utraque  nympham 
Qualem  inter  Veneres  Anglia  sola  pazit ; 

Hanc  penes  imperium  e8t,nilul  optant  amplius,  hujus 
Regnant  in  nitidis,  et  sine  lite,  genis. 


THE  POPLAR  FIELD. 

The  poplars  are  felled,  ftrewdl  to  the  shade. 
And  the  whispering  sound  of  the  cool  cobnnade  $ 
The  winds  play  no  longer  and  sing  in  the  leaves. 
Nor  Ouse  on  his  bosom  their  image  recdves. 

Twelve  years  have  elaps*d,  since  I  first  took  a  view 
Of  my  uvourite  fidd,  and  the  bank  where  they  grew ; 
And  now  in  the  grass  behold  they  are  laid. 
And  the  tree  is  my  seat,  that  once  lent  me  a  shade. 

The  blackbird  has  fled  to  another  retreat, 
IVbere  the  hazds  afibrd  him  a  screen  from  the  heat. 
And  the  scene,  where  his  melody  charm*dme  bdbre> 
Resounds  with  his  sweet-flowing  ditty  no  more. 

My  fugitive  years  are  all  hasting  away. 
And  I  must  ere  long  lie  as  lowly  as  they. 
With  a  turf  on  my  breast,  and  a  stone  at  my  head. 
Ere  another  sudi  grove  shall  arise  in  its  stead. 
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i  mffA  to  mgigp  me,  if  any  dnne  em* 
To  mme  oa  tbe  twi  idling  jJuMuiti  of  man  ; 
TlMNig^  liii  life  be  a  dicanit  faia  cnjojmaitay  I  aeci 
Hare  a  being  km  dnnble  cwcn  dun 


IDEM  LATINS  REDDITUM. 


PopiTi.EiE  cedSSt  gialHwiiiia  eopia  alvae, 
Conticnfae  wbhiiij,  ommaqiie  Cfamnt  umbn. 
Nolle  jam  levibiis  se  miKent  ficmdibas  anne, 
Et  nnDa  in  flavio  lamomm  faidit  imagou 

Hd  mihi !  bis  eenae  dam  bKtn  tognuBor  amios. 
Hit  oogar  mbris  netoqne  caicre  xcoeBra, 
Com  8er5  iwfiftw,  stiaiaacpie  m  gnmme  oemena, 
Inaedi  aiboribas,  sob  (jnds  enaxe  aoldiam. 

Ah  obi  mmc  mernls  cantn  ?  Fdidor  iDnm 
Sihategit,  dune  nondmn  pctmimn  byami; 
Sdlioet  exnstOB  ooDes  camposqoe  patmtes 
Odit,  et  indignann  et  nan  leditnros  tixnt, 

Sed  qui  soodaa  dako  sooddar  et  ^ae, 
Et  piius  huic  parilis  qnam  creverit  akea  alvs 
Flebor,  et,  exequiis  parvis  donatos,  babebo 
Defizum  lapidem  tomuBqoe  cubantis  aoervum. 

Tarn  8Dbit)5  periisK  lideas  tam  digna  mancre» 
Agnoeoo  humanas  aoartes  et  tzisda  feta 
Sit  lioet  qne  bievie,  Taioaiqae  wnriTlimua  umbne. 
Est  bomini  bievior  dtiusque  obituia  vdli^tas. 


Mr  Cowper  ailennidi  aHaned  diii  lot  itantt  fat  the  tdOomh^ 


The  AangB  boOi  m  heat  wad  mj  baej  wmJoyi, 
Iteflect  cnthe&aittyafiBaa,aDalils>9s; 
Shoit-U«U  as  we  are,  ]ict  our  ntomm,  we  new 
Haw  ■  ita  riHtto' daa^  and  dfe  foonn  than  wc 
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VOTUM. 

O  JfATUTim  lores,  amsBmie  salubieSf 
O  ncmon,  et  Lets  livis  fehcSnu  hobe, 
Gnunind  0Qlkt»  et  amoens  in  vaDibus  umbrs  I 
Fata  modf^  dederint  quas  oiUiii  in  nire  paterno 
Ddidas,  inocul  arte,  procol  formidine  novi, 
Qnim  YcEemignotiu.  quod  mens  mea  semper  arebat. 
Ante  larem  proprimn  pladdam  expectare  senectam^ 
Tmn  dem^«  ezactis  noo  infdidter  annis, 
Sortiii  fmitnin  ]aiMdem«  ani  wab  rfiffffitft  eondi ! 


CICINDELA. 

BT  VIKCSKT  BOUKlfX. 

Sub  tefe  exiguum  est,  nee  raid  in  maigine  ripe. 

Reptile,  quod  luoet  nocte,  dieque  latet 
Vermis  habet  speeiem,  sed  habet  de  lumine  nomen; 

At  prisdL  k  &ma  non  liquet,  unde  micet 
Flerique  i  cauda  credunt  procedere  lumoi ; 

Nee  desunt,  credunt  qui  rutilare  caput. 
Nam  snperas  Stellas  quse  nox  aooendit,  et  iHi 

Parcam  eadem  luoem  dat,  moduloque  paiem. 
Fonitan  hoc  prudens  vdhiit  Natura  caven, 

Ne  pede  quis  duro  r^tile  oontereret : 
EziguBm,  in  tenebris  ne  gressum  (^enderet  ullus, 

Praetendi  vnluit  fotaitan  ilia  fiicem. 
Sive  usum  hunc  Natura  parens,  seu  maluit  ilium, 

Haud  frustra  aocensa  est  lux,  radiique  dati. 
Ponite  vos  fiEistus,  humiles  nee  spemite,  magni ; 

Quando  habet  et  minlmnm  r^tik,  quod  niteat 


L 
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L  THE  GLOW-WORM. 

TMASSLATIOX  OF  TSE  TOXEGOTSG. 


Sekha^th  flie  lifldge,  or  m  iIk 

A  wuuu  is  lauHPii  Id  sttt^  ; 
Tint  di0vs  ly  mgfat  a  Incn  bemL, 


^QB  IB  gain    "the  hmd  rf  a4gfat» 
Tbat  kindia  1]^  die  ikiei, 
GSvoB  MmamodKaimcf  figiift 
mipiKimi  a  id  hb  flocB 

To  bid  liie  tixrller,  as  lie  neat. 
Be  CBrefial  niMEe  Ik  tnd : 

figM 


To  Atom  a  stnmfaG^-Btane  by  sd^A^ 
And  aa've  ban  fion  a  fiD. 


Wbate*er  dw  meant.  Ibis  tratb  dmne 

Is  ]«yibly  and  Dbai. 
*Tis  povV  abnig^i]^  bids  bim  dune. 

Nor  bids  bim  sUne  in  vain. 

Ye  pniad  and  vealdi  j,  let  Ibis  Ibeme 
Teacb  hmnhbr  dioag^  to  jon, 

Sinee  sodi  a  v^dle  has  its  gem. 
And  boasts  its  flpkDdoar  toOL 
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CORNICULA. 

BY  VIKCEVT  BOURNE. 

NiOEAS  inter  aves  ayis  est,  qua  plurima  tones, 

Antiquas  aedes,  oelsaque  fiuia  oolit 
Nil  tarn  sublime  est,  quod  ncm  audace  volatu, 

Aeriis  spcnie&s  iii£mora,  petit 
Quo  nemo  mcendat,  cui  non  vertigo  cerebrum 

Conipiat,  eert^  hunc  seligit  ilia  locum. 
Quo  viz  k  territ  tn  suspids  absque  tremore, 

ma  metfts  ezpers  inioolumisque  sedet 
f^amin*  ddubii  supa  fitttigia,  ventns 

Qu&  coeli  spiret  de  regione,  dooet; 
Hanc  ea  pns  reUquis  mavult,  secura  peridi, 

Nee  curat,  nedum  oogitat,  unde  cadat. 
Res  inde  bumaoas,  sed  summa  per  otia,  spectat, 

Et  nibil  ad  sese,  quas  videt,  esse  videt 
Concursus  spectat,  piatelb^ue  neootia  in  omni, 

Omnia  pro  nngis  at  snpienter  habet 
Clamores,  quas  infra  audit,  si  foraitan  audit. 

Pro  rebus  nibili  negligit,  et  ciodtat. 
lUe  tibi  invideat,  felix  Comicula,  pennas, 

Qui  sio  humaais  rebus  abesse  veUt 


II.  THE  JACKDAW. 

TRAKSLATION  OF  THE  FOBEOOINO. 

Trsbe  is  a  bird,  who  by  his  coat. 
And  by  the  hoarseness  of  his  note. 

Might  be  supposed  a  crow ; 
A  peat  ftequenter  of  the  church, 
Where  bishopJike  he  finds  a  perch. 

And  dormitory  too. 

Above  the  sterale  shines  a  plate. 
That  turns  and  turns,  to  indicate 
From  what  point  blows  the  weather : 
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Look  up— your  braim  bepn  to  swim, 
Tis  in  the  douds-^^bat  pkaKs  hkn. 
He  chooses  it  the  ntbeb 

Fond  of  the  roeculative  h^ht. 
Thither  he  wings  his  airy  mght. 

And  thence  securdy  sees 
The  bustk  and  the  niecflliow^, 
That  occupy  mankind  beknr« 

Secure  and  at  his  ease. 

You  flunk,  no  doubt,  he  ats  and  nuiset 
On  fiituie  broken  bones  and  bruises. 

If  he  diould  chance  to  ML 
No ;  not  a  sii^e  thought  like  tihat 
EmpLoys  his  philosorhic  pate. 

Or  troubles  it  at  fJI. 

He  sees,  that  this  gieat  nnindaboutt 
The  workl,  with  aU  its  motley  rout» 

C3iurdi,  army,  physic,  law> 
Its  customs,  and  its  fans'neases, 
la  no  ooncem  at  aU  of  his. 

And  says— what  sayi  he  ?— Ca». 

Thrice  happy  bird  1  I  too  hare  seen 
Much  ^uie  vamtieB  of  men ; 

And,  sick  of  having  seen  *em. 
Would  cheerfully  these  Bmbs  resign 
For  such  a  pair  of  wings  as  thine. 

And  sudi  a  head  between  *em. 


AD  GRILLUM. 

Anacreoniicum. 

BT  VIHCXVT  BOUBXX. 

O  Qiri  meae  culins 
Argutulus  choranks, 
Et  hospes  es  caoonis, 
Qnacimqiue  oommoreria. 
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Felidtatb  omen ; 
Jocundiore  canta 
Siquando  me  nlutcs, 
£t  ipse  te  rependam, 
Et  ipfle,  qui  valebo, 
Remtmerabo  mu^ 

DicSris  innooensque 
St  gratiu  inquilinus ; 
Nee  victitans  rapiiiiJ8» 
Ut  sorices  yoraces, 
Miiresve  curiosi, 
Furumque  deliattum 
VulguB  domesticorum ; 
Sed  tattu  in  camini 
Recessibus,  quiete 
Contentiu  et  calore. 

Beatior  Cicad&, 
Qua  te  referre  foimft. 
Qua  voce  te  videtur; 
Et  saltitans  per  herbas, 
Unhu,  baud  seconds, 
iBstatis  est  chorista ; 
Tucannen  integratum 
Reponis  ad  Decembrem, 
Laetua  per  universum 
Incontinenter  annum. 

Te  ntdla  lux  rdinquit, 
Te  nulla  noz  reyisit, 
Non  muaicn  vacanton, 
Cftrisye  non  solutum : 
Qnin  amplks  canendo, 
Quin  amplies  fruendo, 
^tatulakn,  vd  omni, 
Quam  nos  bomunciones 
Absumimus  querendo, 
iEtate  longiorem. 


2q 
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III.  THE  CRICKET. 

TBAKSLATION  OF  THS  FOmXeOIVOi. 

Little  inmate,  full  of  mirth, 
Cluiping  on  my  Idtdien  hearth. 
Wheresoever  be  thine  abode. 
Always  harbinger  of  good, 
Pa^  me  for  thy  warm  retreat 
With  a  song  more  soft  and  sweet ; 
In  return  thou  sfaalt  reodve 
Such  a  strain  as  I  can  give. 

Thus  th^  praise  shall  be  ezpras'd, 
Inoflensive,  wdeome  guest ! 
While  the  lat  is  on  tiK  scout. 
And  the  mouse  with  curious  SDOUt, 
With  what  Tennin  else  infest 
Ev'ry  dish,  and  spoil  the  best; 
Frisking  thus  before  the  fire. 
Thou  hast  aU  thine  hetct'f  deaoe. 

Though  in  voice  and  shape  ituj  be 
Form'd  as  if  aldn  to  thee. 
Thou  surpessest,  happier  fiir. 
Happiest  grasshc^pers  that  are  $ 
Theirs  is  but  a  summer's  song 
Thine  endures  the  winter  long, 
Unimpair'd,  and  shriU,  and  dour. 
Melody  througjhoat  the  year. 

Neither  nisht,  nor  dawn  of  day. 
Puts  a  period  to  thy  play ; 
Sing  then — and  extend  thy  spah 
Far  beyond  the  date  of  man. 
Wretched  man,  whose  years  are  spent 
In  repining  discontent. 
Lives  not,  aged  though  he  be, 
Haifa  span,  compared  with  thee. 
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SIMILE  AGIT  IN  SIMILE. 

BY  YIKCE2fT  BOUEKE. 

Cristatus,  pictisque  ad  Thaida  Pbittacus  alia, 

MisBUB  ab  £00  miiniu  amante  venit. 
Andllis  mandat  painuun  ibnnare  loquelam, 

AzchididascaliaB  dat  sibi  Thais  opus. 
Psittaoe,  ait  Thus,  fingitque  sonantia  molle 

Basia,  que  docilis  mcSle  refingit  avis. 
Jam  captat,  jam  dimidial,  tyrunoilus ;  et  jam 

Inte^at  auditos  articulatque  sonos. 
Psittace  mi  piulcher  pulcheUe,  hera  didt  ahmmo, 

Psittace  mi  pulcher,  reddlt  alimmus  hene, 
Jamque  canit,  lidet,  dedesque  ii^;rotat  in  hotkf 

Et  vocat  andllas  nomine  quamque  suo. 
Multaque  scuizatar  mendax,  et  multa  jocatmr, 

Et  lq»do  populmn  detinet  angmio. 
Kimc  tremulum  iUudet  fintrem,  qui  suspicit,  et  Pol 

Canudis,  quia^pis  te  dooet,  inquit,  homo  est ; 
Aiguts  nmic  stndet  anfts  aiguhmia  instar ; 

Respidtt  et  nebtdo  es,  quuquis  es,  inquit  anus. 
Quando  fioit  meEor  t^,  meUorve  magistra ! 

Quando  duo  ingemis  tarn  ooieze  paves ! 
Ardua  discenti  nulla  est,  res  nidla  docenti 

Aldus  I  cam  doceat  foemina,  discat  avis. 


IV.    THE  PARROT. 

T]LAVtI.ATXO|r  OF  THE  FOKXOOIVa* 

Ik  punted  plumes  superbly  dressed, 
A  native  of  the  goigeous  east. 

By  many  a  hSlow  toss'd, 
PoU  gains  at  len^h  the  British  shore. 
Part  of  the  captam's  predous  store. 

A  present  to  his  toast. 


4«0 


's  maiiw  are  sooo 


To  teath  Imn  now  and  dien  a  word« 

As  Pofl  can  master  it ; 
But  'tis  her  own  impottant  dunge* 
To  qualify  him  more  at  laige, 

And  nnke  him  qoile  a 


Sweet  Poll !  his  doatii^mistiesB  cries. 
Sweet  Poll!  the  mimic  hbd  repGes ; 

And  caDs  akiod  for  sa^ 
She  next  insknicia  him  in  the  kisB  ; 
'TIS  now  a  litde  one  like  Miss, 

And  now  a  hearty  anadc 

At  first  he  aims  at  what  he  hears  ; 
And,  listening  dose  with  hotfa  his  ears, 

Jost  catdies  at  the  sound ; 
But  soon  articulates  aloud. 
Much  to  th*  amusement  of  the  crowd. 

And  stuns  the  neighhours  round. 

A  qaendoas  old  woman's  voice 
His  hmnVons  talent  next  cmpbys  ; 

He  scolds,  and  gives  the  li& 
And  now  he  sings,  and  now  is  sick. 
Here  Sslly,  Susan,  oome,  come  quidc. 

Poor  Poll  is  like  to  die ! 

Belinda  and  her  bird !  'tis  rare, 
To'meet  widi  such  a  wdl-matdi*d  pair. 

The  language  and  the  tone, 
Eadi  cfaancter  in  ev'ry  part 
Sustain'd  with  so  mudi  gmoe  and  art. 

And  both  in  unison. 

When  children  first  begin  to  spdl. 
And  stammer  out  a  svUable, 

We  think  them  tedious  creatures ; 
But  difficulties  soon  abate. 
When  birds  are  to  be  tau^t  to  pnrte. 

And  women  are  the  teathers. 
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TRANSLATION  OF  PRIOR'S  CHLOE 
AND  EUPHELIA- 

McRCATOA,  TigQes  oculos  ut  fallere  p06sit» 
Nomme  nib  ndto  traos  mare  mittit  opes ; 

Lend  sonat  liqiadumque  meis  Euphelia  chordisy 
Sed  solam  exoptant  te,  mea  vota,  Chloe. 

Ad  speculum  omabat  nitidos  Euphelia  crines, 
Cum  dixit  mea  lux,  Heus,  cane,  sume  lyram. 

Kamque  lyiam  juxta  positam  cum  carmine  vidit. 
Suave  quidem  cannen  dulcisonamque  lyiam. 

Fila  lyras  vocemque  paro,  suspiria  surgunt, 
Ejt  misoent  numezis  munnura  mcesta  meis, 

Dumque  tusB  memoro  laudes,  Euphelia,  fonnaey 
Tota  anima  intere^  pendet  ab  ore  Chloes. 

Subrubet  ilia  pudore*  et  oontrahit  altera  fiontem. 
Me  torquet  mea  mens  consda,  psallo,  tremo ; 

Atque  Cupidine&  dixit  Dea  dncta  corona, 
Heu !  fallendi  artem  quam  didicere  parum. 


THE  DIVEKTI170 

HISTORY  OP  JOHN  GILPIN; 

Shofwing  haw  he  went  farther  Hum  he  intended,  and 
came  safe  home  again* 

JOHK  Gilpin  waa  a  dtizcn 

Of  credit  and  renown, 
A  train-band  captain  dee  was  he 

Of  fiunous  London  town. 

John  Gftpia^s  spouse  said  to  her  dear, 

Though  wedded  we  have  been 
These  twice  ten  tedious  years,  yet  we 

No  holiday  have  seen. 

2q2 
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To-morrow  is  our  weddug-day. 

And  we  win  then  repair 
Unto  the  Bdl  at  Edmootoa 

AH  in  a  cbaise  and  pair. 

My  nster  and  my  siBter's  diild, 

My»df,  and  children  three. 
Win  fin  the  chaise ;  so  you  must  ride 

On  horseback  after  we. 

He  soon  reptied,  I  do  admire 

Of  womankind  but  one. 
And  you  are  die,  my  dearest  dear. 

Therefore  it  shall  be  done. 

I  am  a  linendiaper  bold. 

As  an  the  world  doth  know. 
And  my  good  friend  the  calender 

Win  laid  his  horse  to  go. 

Quoth  Mrs  GSpn,  That*s  wen  said ; 

And  for  that  wine  is  dear, 
We  win  be  fumishM  with  our  own. 

Which  is  both  bright  and  dear. 

John  Gilpin  kiss*d  his  loving  wife ; 

0*eijoy*d  was  he  to  find. 
That,  though  on  pleasure  she  was  bent. 

She  had  a  frugal  mind. 

The  morning  came,  the  chaise  was  biou^!it» 

But  yet  was  not  allow'd 
To  drive  up  to  the  door,  lest  all 

Should  say  that  she  was  proud. 

So  three  doors  off  the  chaise  was  stay*d«  ' 

Where  they  did  aU  get  in ; 
Six  predoos  souls,  ana  aU  agog 

To  dash  through  thick  and  ttiin. 

Smack  went  the  whip,  round  went  the  wheds, 

Were  never  folk  so  glad. 
The  stones  did  rattle  underneath, 

As  if  Cheapside  were  mad. 
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John  Gilpin  at  his  hone*s  tide 
Seized  fast  the  flowing  mane. 

And  up  he  got,  in  haste  to  ride, 
But  soon  came  down  again ; 

For  saddletree  scatce  zeach'd  had  he, 

His  journey  to  begin. 
When,  turning  round  his  head,  he  saw 

Three  customers  come  in* 

So  down  he  came ;  for  loss  of  time. 
Although  it  griev*d  him  sore. 

Yet  loss  of  pence,  full  well  he  knew 
Would  trouble  him  much  more. 

Twas  long  before  the  customers 

Were  suited  to  their  mind, 
When  Bettj  screaming  came  down  staui, 

•  The  wine  is  left  behind  r 

Good  lack !  quoth  he— yet  bring  it  me, 

Mv  leathern  belt  likewise. 
In  wnich  I  bear  my  trusty  sword, 

When  I  do  exercise. 

Now  mistress  Gilpin  (careAil  soul  1) 
Had  two  stone  botdes  found. 

To  hold  the  liquor  that  she  lov*d. 
And  keep  it  safe  and  sound. 

Each  bottle  had  a  curling  ear. 
Through  which  the  belt  he  drew, 

And  hunff  a  bottle  on  each  side. 
To  make  his  balance  true. 

Then  over  all,  that  he  might  be 

Equipped  from  top  to  toe. 
His  kmg  red  doak,  well  brushM  and  neat. 

He  manAilly  did  throw. 

Now  see  him  mounted  once  again 

Upon  his  nimble  steed, 
Full  slowly  pacing  o*er  the  stones, 

With  caution  and  good  heed. 
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But  finding  soon  a  smoother  toad 

Beneath  his  well-shod  feet. 
The  snorting  heast  h^^  to  trot. 

Which  gall'd  him  in  his  seat. 

So,  Fair  and  softly,  John  he  cried. 

But  John  he  cned  in  Ytan ; 
That  trot  became  a  galloj^  soon. 

In  spite  of  curb  and  rein. 

So  stooping  down,  as  needs  he  must. 

Who  cannot  sit  upright. 
He  grasp*d  the  mane  with  both  his  hands, 

And  eke  with  aU  his  might 

His  hone,  who  never  in  that  soft 

Had  handled  been  before, 
Wliat  thing  upon  his  back  had  got 

Did  wonder  more  and  more. 

Away  went  Gilpin,  neck  or  nought ; 

Away  went  hat  and  wig ; 
He  little  dreamt,  when  he  set  out. 

Of  running  such  a  rig. 

The  wind  did  blow,  the  doak  did  fly, 

Like  streamer  long  and  gay. 
Till,  loop  and  button  fiuHng  both. 

At  last  it  flew  away. 

Then  might  aU  people  well  discern 

The  bottles  he  had  dung; 
A  bottle  swinging  at  each  side. 

As  hath  been  said  or  sung. 

The  dogs  did  bark,  the  children  screamed* 

Up  flew  the  windows  all ; 
And  ev'ry  soul  cried  out.  Well  done  I 

As  loud  as  he  could  bawl. 

Away  went  6iIpin-.-who  but  he  ? 

His  fame  soon  spread  aroimd. 
He  carries  weight  I  he  rides  a  race ! 

'Tis  for  a  diousand  pound ! 
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And  stin,  as  tut  as  he  drew  near, 

*Twa8  wondierful  to  view. 
How  in  a  trice  the  tompike  men 

Their  gates  wide  open  threw. 

And  now,  as  he  went  bowing  down 

His  reding  head  full  low. 
The  bottles  twain  bdiind  his  back 

Were  shattered  at  a  blow. 

Down  ran  the  wine  hito  die  road. 

Most  piteous  to  be  seen. 
Which  made  his  hone's  flanks  to  smoke 

As  they  had  basted  been. 

But  stm  he  seem*d  to  cany  weight. 

With  leathern  girdle  brac'd ; 
For  all  might  see  the  bottle  necks 

Still  dangling  at  his  waist 

Thus  all  through  men^  Islington 

These  gambob  he  did  play. 
Until  he  came  unto  the  Wash 

Of  Edmonton  so  gay ; 

And  there  he  threw  the  wash  about 

On  both  sides  of  the  way. 
Just  like  unto  a  trundling  mop. 

Or  a  wild  goose  at  play. 

At  Edmonton  his  loving  wife 

From  the  balcony  spied 
Her  tender  husband,  wond'ring  much 

To  see  how  he  did  ride. 

Stop,  stop,  John  Gilpin !— Here*s  the  house— 

They  all  at  once  did  ciy ; 
The  dmner  waits,  and  we  are  tir'd ; 

Said  Gilpin— So  am  1 1 

But  yet  his  horse  was  not  a  whit 

Inclin*d  to  tany  there ; 
For  why  ?— his  owner  had  a  house 

Full  ten  miles  off,  at  Ware. 
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So  like  an  anow  swift  lie  flev, 
Shot  by  an  archer  strong ; 

So  did  he  fly— which  brings  me  to 
The  middle  of  my  song. 

Away  went  Gil^  oat  of  bie8tfa» 

And  soie  against  his  will. 
Till  at  his  fii^d  the  calender's 
His  hone  at  last  stood  stilL 

The  calender,  «maz*d  to  see 
His  neighbour  in  such  trim. 

Laid  down  his  pipe,  flew  to  the  gate. 
And  thus  accosted  himt 


What  news  ?  what  news  ?  your  tidings  tell ; 

Tell  me  you  must  and  sliwll 
Say  why  baieheaded  you  are  come. 

Or  wny  you  come  at  all  ? 

Now  Gilpin  had  a  plessant  wit. 

And  lov'd  a  timdy  joke ; 
And  thus  unto  the  4»Iender 

In  merry  guise  he  qpoke  i 

I  came  because  yoorhotse  would  eame; 

And,  if  I  wdl  forebode^ 
My  hat  and  wig  will  soon  be  here. 

They  are  upon  the  road. 

The  calender,  right  gbd  to  find 

His  friend  in  merry  pin, 
RetumM  him  not  a  single  word. 

But  to  the  house  went  in ; 

Whence  stnog^t  he  came  wilb  hat  and  wig ; 

A  wig  that  flow'd  behind, 
A  hat  not  much  the  worse  for  wear. 

Each  comely  in  its  kind. 

He  held  them  up,  and  in  his  turn 

Thus  showed  his  ready  wit : 
Myhead  is  twice  as  big  as  yours. 

They  therefore  needs  must  fit. 
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But  lefc  me  icmpe  the  dirt  awmy. 

That  haDgB  upon  your  face ; 
And  gtop  and  eat,  ibr  well  you  may 

Be  in  a  hungzy  case. 

Said  John,  It  is  my  wedding-day. 
And  all  the  world  would  stare. 

If  wife  should  dine  at  Edmonton, 
And  I  should  dine  at  Ware. 

So  turning  to  his  horse,  he  said, 

I  am  in  haste  to  dine ; 
*Twas  for  your  pleasure  you  came  heie. 

You  shall  go  back  for  mine. 

Ah  liicUesB  roeecfa,  and  bootless  boast ! 

For  which  he  pdd  full  dear ; 
For,  while  he  spake,  a  braying  ass 

Did  sing  most  knid  and  dear ; 

Wbpeat  his  boise  did  snort,  as  he 

Had  heard  a  lion  roar. 
And  gallopp'd  off  with  aU  his  mi^t. 

As  he  had  done  before. 

Away  went  Gilpin,  and  away 

Went  Gilpin's  hat  and  wig : 
He  lost  them  sooner  than  at  first. 

For  why  ?•— they  were  too  big. 

Now  Mrs  Gilpin,  when  she  saw 

Her  husband  posting  down 
Into  the  oountty  &r  away. 

She  pulled  out  half  a  crown ; 

And  thus  unto  the  youth  she  said. 
That  drove  them  to  the  Bell, 

This  shall  be  yours,  when  you  bring  back 
My  husband  safe  and  welL 

The  youlli  did  ride,  and  soon  did  meet 

John  coming  back  amain ; 
Whom  in  a  trice  he  tried  to  stop, 

By  catching  at  his  rein  ; 
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But  not  pisidsiiJiDg  wlwt  he  nieuitt 
And  gjbdly  would  haewt  done. 

The  fio^ted  steed  he  ftig^ifciid  more. 
And  made  iiim  finier  mn* 


Away  vent  Gilpin,  and  avmj 

Went  {mmAot  al  his  heda. 
The  postbojr's  hone  lig^  ^ad  to  warn 

The  famib'ring  of  tlw  wfaeds. 

SizgenllemeQ iqion  the  mad* 

Tmis  aeemg  G3{Hn  fly, 
Widi  poslboj  flcanip*ring  in  the  rear. 

They  nus'd  the  hue  and  ay : — 

Stop  duef !  stop  oiief !  ■  ■>  hig^waymai 
Not  one  of  them  was  mnte ; 

And  aB  and  each  that  passed  tibat  way 
Did  join  in  the  punoit. 

And  now  ibs  trnnpike  gates  again 

Flew  open  in  dnnt  space  ; 
Tlie  toll-men  thinlring  as  befiive» 

That  Gi^  rode  a  race. 

And  80  he  did,  and  won  it  too. 

For  he  got  first  to  town  ; 
Nor  stopp'd  tin  where  he  had  got  up 

He  did  again  get  down. 

Now  let  OS  sing,  long  fire  Ifae  hh^. 

And  Gilpin  long  five  he  ; 
And«  irtien  he  next  dodi  ride  ahraad^ 

May  I  be  there  to  see ! 
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AN  EPISTLE 

TO 

an  afflicted  peotsstakt  lady  iv  france. 

Madam, 

A  btkavgeb's  puzpose  in  these  lays 
Is  to  congratulate,  and  not  to  praise. 
To  give  Sie  creatnre  the  Creator^s  due 
Were  sin  in  me,  and  an  ofience  to  you. 
From  man  to  man,  or  e*en  to  woman  paid. 
Praise  is  the  medium  of  a  knavish  trade, 
A  coin  by  craft  for  foUy^s  use  designM, 
Spurious,  and  only  current  with  the  hUnd. 

The  path  cX  sorrow,  and  that  path,  alone. 
Leads  to  the  land  where  sorrow  is  unknown ; 
No  travller  ever  readi'd  that  blest  abode. 
Who  found  not  thorns  and  briers  in  his  road. 
The  World  may  dance  along  the  flowery  plain. 
Cheered  as  they  go  by  many  a  sprightly  strain. 
Where  Nature  has  her  mossy  velvet  spread. 
With  unshod  feet  they  yet  securdy  tr^. 
Admonished,  soom  Ae  caution  and  the  firiend» 
Bent  all  on  pleasure,  heedless  of  its  end. 
But  he,  who  knew  what  human  hearts  would  prove. 
How  slow  to  learn  the  dictates  of  his  love. 
That,  hard  by  nature  and  of  stubborn  will, 
A  life  of  ease  would  make  them  harder  still. 
In  pity  to  the  souls  his  grace  designed 
To  rescue  from  the  ruins  of  mankind, 
CaUM  for  a  cknid  to  darken  all  their  years. 
And  said,  *  Go,  spend  them  in  the  vale  of  tears^* 
O  bafany  gales  of  soul-reviving  air ! 
O  salutary  streams,  that  murmur  there  f 
These  flowing  from  the  fount  of  grace  above. 
Those  breathed  from  lijps  of  everlasting  love. 
The  flinty  soil  indeed  meir  feet  annoys ; 
ChOl  blasts  of  trouble  nip  their  springing  joys ; 

2r 
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An  envious  woild  wiU  intopose  its  finwn. 
To  mar  delights  siqierior  to  its  own ; 
And  many  a  pang,  experienced  stili  widiin. 
Reminds  them  oitheir  hated  inmate,  Sin ; 
But  lib  of  ev'ry  shape  and  ev*zy  name, 
Tzansform'd  to  blessings,  miss  their  cruel  aim ; 
And  ev*i7  moment^s  caJm  that  soothes  the  breast. 
Is  ^v'n  m  earnest  of  eternal  rest 

Ah,  be  not  sad,  although  thy  lot  be  cast 
Far  from  the  flock,  and  in  a  boimdUss  waste  I 
No  shepherds'  tents  within  thy  view  appear. 
But  the  chief  Shepherd  even  Uieie  is  near ; 
Thy  tender  sorrows  and  thy  plaintive  strain 
Flow  in  a  foreign  land,  but  not  in  vain ; 
Thy  tears  all  issue  from  a  source  divine. 
And  ev*ry  drop  bespeaks  a  Saviour  thine— 
So  once  in  Giaeon's  fleece  the  dews  were  found. 
And  drought  on  all  the  drooping  herbs  around. 


TO  TB£ 

RBV.  W,  CAWTHORNE  TJNWIN. 

Unwin,  I  should  but  in  repay 

The  kindness  of  a  £dend« 
Whose  wcHrth  deserves  as  warm  a  lay 

As  ever  friendship  pennM, 
Thy  name  omitted  in  a  page. 
That  would  reclaim  a  vicious  agjd. 

A  union  fonn  u,  as  mine  with  thee^ 

Not  rashly,  or  in  sport. 
May  be  as  feiveni  in  degree. 

And  fidtfaftd  in  its  sort, 
And  may  as  ridi  in  comfort  prove. 
As  that  of  true  fraternal  bve. 

The  bud  inserted  in  the  rind. 

The  bud  itf  peach  or  rose, 
Adorns,  though  diff*ring  >n  its  kin^r 

The  stock  whereon  it  grows. 
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With  flow*r  as  tweet,  or  fruit  as  fimr. 
As  if  pn)duc*d  by  Natnie  there. 

Not  rich,  I  render  what  I  may, 
I  seize  thy  name  in  haste. 

And  place  it  in  this  first  essay. 
Lest  it  should  pfove  the  last 

*Tis  where  it  should  be— in  a  plan. 

That  holds  in  view  the  good  or  man. 

The  poet's  lyre,  to  fix  his  fiune. 
Should  be  the  poet*8  heart ; 

Afiection  lights  a  brighter  flame 
Than  ever  Uaz'd  by  art 

No  muses  on  these  lines  attend, 

I  sink  the  poet  in  the  friend. 


AN  EPISTLE  TO  JOSEPH  HILL,  E««. 

Dear  Joseph— -five  and  twenty  yean  agi»i~ 
Alas  how  tfane  escapes  t'-~*iiB  sfvcn  siv^ 
With  frequent  interoourte,  and  idways  sweel. 
And  always  friendly,  we  were  wont  to  cheat 
A  tedious  hour— and  now  we  never  meet  I 
As  some  grave  gentleman  in  Terence  says 
<*Twas  therefore  much  the  same  In  ancient  days). 
Good  lack,  we  know  not  what  to-monow  brings— 
Strange  fluctuaticm  of  all  human  things  I 
True.    Changes  wffl  befbH,  and  fkiends  may  part. 
But  distance  c«ily  cannot  change  the  heart  s 
And,  were  I  called  to  prove  th*  assertian  true^ 
One  proof  should  serve— a  reference  to  you. 

Whence  oomes  it  then,  that  in  the  wane  of  life. 
Though  nothing  have  oocurr'd  to  kindle  strife^ 
We  find  the  friends  we  fancied  we  had  won. 
Though  numerous  once,  reduc'd  to  fhv  or  none  ? 
Can  gold  grow  worthless,  that  has  stood  die  toodb  f 
No  i  g(dd  they  seem*d,  but  they  were  never  such. 
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Homtio'c  MTfant  once,  with  bow  and  ctilig^ 
Swin^ng  the  parkur-door  upon  its  famge. 
Dreading  a  negatiTe,  and  0Teraw*d 
Lest  he  uioald  ttenmaB,  be^'d  to  gD  abRnd. 
Go,  fdlow  ! — ^whither  ? — ^tuming  ^aort  about— 
Nay.     Stay  at  home — jva*Te  always  going  out 
Tis  but  a  step,  nr,  just  at  the  8treet*s  end. — 
For  what  ? — AH  pleue  you,  sir,  to  see  a  firiencL— 
A  friend  !  Horatio  cried,  and  seem*d  to  start- 
Yea  mairy  shalt  tbou,  and  with  all  my  heart — 
And  fetch  my  doak ;  for,  though  the  ni^t  be  rav, 
I*n  see  him  too— 4lie  first  I  ever  saw. 

I  knew  the  man,  and  knew  his  nature  mild. 
And  .was  his  plaything  often  when  a  diild ; 
But  somewhat  at  that  moment  pinch'd  bim  dose. 
Eke  he  was  seldom  bitter  or  morose. 
Peibaps  his  confidence  just  then  betrayM, 
His  grief  might  prompt  him  with  the  speech  he  made 
Perhaps  *twas  mere  good  humour  gave  it  btrtfa. 
The  harmless  play  of  pleaaantiy  and  mirtfa. 
However  it  was,  his  language,  in  my  mind. 
Bespoke  at  least  a  man  that  knew  mankind. 

But  not  to  moralize  too  much,  and  strain 
To  prove  an  evil,  of  which  all  complain 
(I  hate  long  arguments  verbosdy  spun). 
One  story  more,  dear  Hill,  and  I  have  done. 
Once  on  a  time  an  emperor,  a  wise  man. 
No  matter  whete,  in  China  or  Japan, 
Decreed,  that  whosoever  should  offend 
Against  the  wdl-known  duties  of  a  fisend. 
Convicted  once  should  ever  after  wear 
But  half  a  coat,  and  show  his  bosom  bare. 
The  punishment  importing  this,  no  doubt. 
That  all  was  naught  within,  and  all  found  out 

O  happy  Britain  !  we  have  not  to  fear 
Such  haira  and  arbitrary  measure  here ; 
Else,  could  a  law,  like  that  which  I  relate. 
Once  have  the  sanction  of  our  triple  state. 
Some  few,  that  1  have  known  in  days  of  old. 
Would  run  most  dreadful  risk  of  catdiing  cold ; 
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Wh0fi  70a,  my  fifknd,  whatever  wind  should  blow. 
Might  tmveise  En^and  sa&Iy  to  and  fio. 
An  honest  man»  dose  buttoned  to  the  chin, 
Broad  doth  wiUioat,  and  a  wann  heart  wUhin. 


TO  TRX 

REVEREND  MR  NEMTTON. 

An  InvUaiion  into  the  Country, 

The  swallows  in  their  torpid  state 
Compose  their  useless  wing. 

And  bees  In  hives  as  idly  wait 
The  call  of  early  Spring. 

The  keenest  itost  that  binds  the  stream. 
The  wildest  wind  that  blows. 

Are  neither  felt  nor  fear*d  by  them. 
Secure  of  then:  repose. 

But  man,  all  feeling  and  awake. 

The  gloomy  scene  surveys ; 
With  present  ills  his  heart  must  ache 

And  pant  for  brighter  days. 

Old  Winter,  halting  o*er  the  mead. 

Bids  me  and  Mary  mourn ; 
But  lovdy  Spring  peeps  o'er  his  head. 

And  wiuspers  your  return. 

Then  April,  with  her  sister  May, 
ShflO  chase  hnn  from  the  bow*rs. 

And  weave  fresh  garlands  ev*ry  day. 
To  crown  the  snnling  hours. 

And  if  a  tear,  that  speaks  regiet 

Of  happier  times,  appear, 
A  glimpse  of  joy,  that  we  have  met, 

Shall  flhine  and  diy  the  tear. 

2r9 
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CATHARINA^ 


ASDBSSSED  TO  XI9B  STAPX^TOV* 
(VOW  ms  COUKTVET.) 


Tbe  sun  of  dut  mflment  is  set* 
And  sBems  to  hsTe  naak  m  wtatL 

Catfaanna  has  fled  IOeb  «  dzeam — 
(So  ^waaAea  plcann,  aias !) 

But  faaa  left  a  R^^nt  and  ffclfwii. 
Thai  vm  not  ao  suddcnlf  pasB. 

The  last  ev^mng  nmhle  ve  made, 

Oifhaiiiw,  Maria,  and  I9 
Oar  piogBcas  was  often  dday*d 

By  ihe  n^tingaJb  waxUxng  n^^ 
We  pansM  mider  many  a  tree. 

And  mnch  she  was  duom'd  villi  a  tone 
Less  sweet  to  Maria  and  me. 

Who  so  laftefy  had  witnessed  her  own. 

My  mnnben  that  day  die  had  aio^. 

And  gave  them  a  gjiaoeso  divine. 
As  only  her  marical  tsngne 

Coiui  infiise  into  numbers  o£  mine. 
The  loiter  I  heard,  I  esteemed 

The  woiric  of  my  £mcy  the  more. 
And  e^en  to  myself  neircr  seem'd 

So  tmieful  a  poet  before. 

Though  the  pleasures  of  London  exceed 

In  nmnber  the  days  of  the  year, 
Cadiarina,  did  nothing  impede. 

Would  fed  hersdf  hapjner  here ; 
For  the  dose-woven  aidies  of  limes 

On  the  banks  of  our  river,  I  Imow, 
Arc  sweeter  to  her  many  times 

Than  aught  that  the  dfy  can  diow 
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So  it  is,  when  the  mind  is  endu'd 

With  a  well-judging  taste  fiom  above ; 
Then,  whether  embeihsh'd  or  rode, 

Tis  nature  alone  that  we  love. 
The  adiievemcDits  of  art  majr  amuM» 

May  even  our  wonder  exdte. 
But  sroves,  hills,  and  valleys^  diffuse 

A  lastiog,  a  sacred  delights 

Since  then  in  the  rural  recess 

Cathaiina  alone  can  rejoice. 
May  it  still  he  her  lot  to  possess 

The  scene  of  her  sensible  choice ! 
To  inhabit  a  mansion  remote 

From  the  clatter  of  street-pacing  steeds, 
And  by  Philomel's  annual  note 

To  measure  the  life  that  she  leads. 

With  her  book,  and  her  voice,  and  her  lyre. 

To  wing  all  her  moments  at  home ; 
And  with  scenes  ^at  new  rapture  inspire* 

As  oft  as  it  suits  her  to  roam ; 
She  will  have  just  the  life  she  prefers. 

With  Uttle  to  hope  or  to  fear. 
And  ours  would  be  pleasant  as  hers. 

Might  we  view  ha  enjoying  it  hare. 


THE  MORALIZER  CORRECTED. 

▲  TALE. 

A  HERMIT,  (or  if  'chance  you  hold 
That  dtle  now  too  trite  and  old) 
A  man,  once  young,  who  liv'd  retir'd 
As  hermit  coiud  have  well  desir'd. 
His  hours  of  study  dos'd  at  last. 
And  finish'd  his  concise  repast. 
Stoppled  his  cruise,  replaced  his  book 
Within  its  customary  nook, 


it  ^JiHi, 

And  finm  die  tMBi  AakflB^tt  kii  IbB^ 
Shads  dma^  «l  Ae  doK  «rdi7 
C3iiird  more  his  dv  dcfi^riAd  vi^ 
Dwlml.  A  fitnenitle  he  ipied 
A  wcrtan  biiik*t  ttOl  aom^  nde. 
And  xi^  tmravd  die  fimm^d  piiee 
Pwiflwwfngindi  his  mmbkil  peoc» 
In  hope  to  bade  a  fittk  yet. 
Just  leadi'd  it  when  die  son  was  aeL 

Your  hcmut,  young  and  jovial  an ! 
Leaxnt  nmedung  fean  whatever  oocbbc^^ 
And  hfncB,  he  sud^  niy  mind  oouipules 
The  real  wotdi  of  man's  imrrnlT 
His  ot|ect  chostn,  wealdi  ot  famc^ 
Orodicr  snhlimaiy  gsmey 
Imagination  to  his  new 
IVeaenIi  it  dedc'd  widi  evVy  fane, 
^liat  can  seduce  faim  not  to  ipara 
His  pov^  ck  belt  emtiun  dise^ 
Bot  ymdi*  heddif  finufy  to  cspsia 
On  ao  deHraUe  an  eoil 
Ere  long  anpnadi  fife's  cv'niiig  ahades 
The  g^,  ttat  fency  pnre  it,  fedca 
And,  eam'd  too  late,  it  wants  tfaeg 
That  fizst  oigag'd  him  in  die  diasb 

Trne,  answer'd  an  ai^geBc  goide. 
Attendant  at  die  aenior's  aide 
But  whether  all  the  time  it  cost. 
To  mge  tiie  firnitleaa  diase  be  kiat» 
Muat  be  dedded  by  die  woith 
Of  diat,  wfaidh  call'd  his  akbar  ftedi. 
Trifles  pmsa'd,  whale>er  di'  efcnt, 
Muat  CBuae  him  aiMme  or  diacBnleut ; 
A  Tidoos  object  sdn  is  wnse, 
Sacceaafid  diere  he  wins  a  cuse; 
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But  he,  whom  e*en  an  life*s  latt  stage 
Endeavoiin  budable  engage. 
Is  paid,  at  least  m  peace  of  mindt 
And  sense  of  having  weU  design'd  ( 
And  if,  ere  he  attain  his  end. 
His  sun  precipitate  descend, 
A  brighter  prize  than  that  he  meant 
Shall  recompense  his  mere  intent 
No  virtuous  wish  can  bear  a  date 
Either  too  early  or  too  late. 


THE  FAITHFUL  BIRD. 

The  greenhouse  is  my  summer  seat ; 
M3r  smrubs  displaced  nom  that  retreat 

EnjovM  the  open  air ; 
Two  goldfinches,  whose  sprightly  song 
Had  been  their  mutual  solace  long, 

Liv'd  happy  prisoners  there. 

They  sang  as  blithe  as  finches  sing. 
That  fiutter  loose  on  golden  wing. 

And  frolic  where  they  list ; 
Strangers  to  Hber^,  'tis  true. 
But  that  delight  they  never  knew. 

And  tfa^efore  never  miss'd. 

But  nature  works  in  ev*iy  breast. 
With  force  not  easily  suppress*d ; 

And  Dick  felt  some  desires. 
That,  after  many  an  eflbrt  vain. 
Instructed  him  at  length  to  gain 

A  pass  between  his  wires. 

The  open  windows  seem*d  t'  invite 
The  freeman  to  a  fiuewell  fiig^t ; 

But  Tom  was  still  confin'd ; 
And  Dick,  althou^  his  way  was  dear. 
Was  much  too  generous  ana  sincere. 

To  leave  his  friend  behind. 


So  feldiiig  an  fais  a^e,  by  pla j. 
And  chiip,  and  kiai,  he  seemM  to  ajs 

You  mmt  not  Uve  ■Iwm 
Nor  would  he  quit  that  dMBcn  stand 
T31 1,  with  slow  and  cantioaB  hand* 

Rctnm'd  him  to  hii  own* 


O  ye,  who  never  taste  the  joys 
Of  Friendship,  satisfied  with  noise, 

Fandango,  ball,  and  rout ! 
Bhish,  when  I  teQ  you  how  a  hiid, 
A  prison  with  a  fiiaid  prefeir'd 

To  liberty  without. 


THE  NEEDLESS  ALARM. 

A  TALE. 

Theae  II  a  fidd,  through  which  I  often  ftm. 
Thick  overapnead  with  moss  and  silky  giaiM, 
Adjoining  close  to  Kilwick*8  eehoing  wood. 
Where  oft  the  bildi-te  hides  her  mplesi  brood, 
ReservM  to  solaoe  many  a  neighb*ring  aqiiiie, 
That  he  may  IbBow  them  Ihvmi^  bnuDe  and  bncr« 
Contusion  liazaiding  of  neck,  or  ifine. 
Which  rural  gentlemen  call  sport  divine. 
A  narrow  brook,  by  loshy  banks  concealed. 
Runs  in  a  bottom,  and  divides  the  field ; 
Odks  intersperse  it,  that  had  once  a  head. 
But  now  wear  crests  of  oven-wood  instead  ; 
And  where  the  land  slopes  to  its  wat*ry  boonit 
Wide  yawns  a  gulf  beside  a  ragged  thorn  ; 
Bricks  line  the  sides,  but  shiverM  kng  ago^ 
And  homd  brambles  intertwine  bdow  ; 
A  hollow  scoopM,  I  judge,  in  ancient  time. 
For  baking  eaith,  or  burning  rock  to  lime. 

Not  yet  the  hawthorn  bore  her  henries  red. 
With  which  the  fiddfare,  wintry  guest,  is  fed ; 
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Nor  Autumn  yet  had  bnuli'd  from  ev'iy  ipimy. 
With  her  cbiu  haiid»  the  mdlow  leaTes  away ; 
But  com  WM  houeM^  and  beans  were  in  die  stack. 
Now  therefine  isia'd  forth  the  spotted  peck. 
With  tailB  high  mounted,  ears  hung  low,  andduoatSy 
With  a  whole  gamut  fiU'd  of  hea^Uy  notes. 
For  which,  aUs  I  my  destiny  severe. 
Though  eais  she  gave  me  two,  gave  me  no  ear. 

The  Sun,  accomplishing  his  early  march. 
His  lamp  now  planted  <m  Heav  Vs  topmost  aich. 
When,  exercise  and  air  my  only  aim. 
And  heedless  whither,  to  that  neld  I  came, 
Ere  yet  with  ruthless  joy  the  happy  hound 
Told  hill  and  dale  that  Reynard's  track  was  found. 
Or  with  the  hig^-nis'd  horn's  mdodioui  dang 
AH  Kilwidc*  imd  all  Dingfedeny*  Buig. 

Sheep  graz'd  the  fidd ;  some  wtdi  soft  bosom 
piess'd 
The  herb  as  soft,  while  nflbbhng  stmy'd  the  rest ; 
Nor  noise  was  heard  but  of  the  hasty  brook, 
Struggling,  detain'd  in  many  a  pettv  node 
AH  seem'l  so  peaoefol,  that,  j&osn  them  oonvey'd. 
To  me  their  peace  by  kind  oontagion  spread. 

But  when  the  huntsman,  with  distended  check, 
*Gan  make  his  instrument  of  music  qpeak. 
And  from  within  the  wood  that  cnsh  was  heard. 
Though  not  a  hound  from  whom  it  burst  appear'd. 
The  weep  recumbent,  and  the.  dieep  that  grac'd. 
All  huddling  into  phalanz,  stood  and  gaz'a. 
Admiring,  tenifieo,  the  novel  strain. 
Then  cours'd  the  field  around,  and  oours'd  it  round 

again; 
But,  rscoUectin^  with  a  sadden  thought. 
That  flight  in  codes  uxg'd  advanc'd  them  nought, 
Thejr  gadier'd  dose  around  <he  old  pit's  brink. 
And  thought  again— bat  knew  not  what  to  tbmk. 

The  man  to  sdilude  aocustom'd  long 
Peroeives  in  ev^  thing  that  lives  a  tongue; 

*  two  w€oin  bdongiim  to  John  Thwckwortgn,  Ktf. 


BOADICEA. 

AX  ODE. 

WiTEir  Ae  BntSah  wanior  qaeen, 
Bleeiliiig  fiom  die  Roman  lods, 

Soa^titmh  an  indignant  ndcn, 
Caaoad  of  her  tmmtrfs  gods, 

Si^  beneath  a  apraadiBg  oak 
gat  tha  Draid,  Imuy  dncf ; 

EY*iy  bumiag  voed  ba  fpofce 
Pun  of  lage,  and  AA  of  glie£ 

Princes!  If  oar  aged  eres    

Weep  upon  tliy  matdiless  wiongih 

Tis  because  xesentment  ties 
AH  Ae  toiuuift  of  oar  tongues. 

Bame  diaU  pcrish^-wQlv  Aiit  word 
In  the  Uood  that  abe  bas  ipiU; 

PeMf  bopelefls  and  Mar% 
I>ecp  in  iwD  aft  in  0iiU> 

Borne,  fer  empire  fir  icnown*d, 
Tnanples  on  a  thousand  states ; 

Soon  her  pride  shall  kiss  the  gnnmd — 
Hadi !  ibe  Gvxd  is  at  her  gates ! 

Other  Bomans  diaU  met 
Heedksi  of  a  spldier'f  nww  ; 

Sounds,  not  anns.  duOl  wiA  tba  pitaBr 
Haeomy  the  path  ftp  fione. 

Then  ihe  jnogeny  that  springs 
From  ine  roxests  of  our  land, 

Arm'd  -with  Aundcr,  dad  with  wing% 
Shali  a  wider  world  command. 

Bcgions  CeBsnr  namr  lao«m 

Thy  postfiiiMr  ahaU  ivif  9 
Where  his  eagles  never  flev» 

None  inviiKiblie  aa  they. 
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Sudi  the  baid*8  pranlietic  words, 
Pr^nant  wiA  oundal  fiie» 

Bendiiig  as  ho  swept  the  choids 
Of  his  sweet  but  awfbl  lyie. 

She,  with  all  a  monarch's  pride, 
Felt  them  in  her  bosom  dow ; 

Ru8h*d  to  batde,  fought  ana  died ; 
Dying,  horrd  them  at  the  fi)& 

RufEans,  pitilets  aa  praocU 

Heavli  awaida  the  vengeance  doe ; 
Emidre  is  on  na  beslow'd, 

fiftUBM  and  min  wait  fi»r  yon. 


HEROISM. 

Thshs  was  a  time  when  JStna*s  dlent  ftne 
Slrot  unperceiir*d,  the  momitain  yet  entire  ; 
Wnen,  conscious  of  no  danger  from  below, 
She  tower'd  a  doud-capt  pyramid  of  snow. 
No  diundeis  shook  wim  ieep  intestine  sound 
The  blooming  ffoves  that  gmlled  her  around. 
Her  unctuous  &yes,  and  her  j^uzple  vines, 
(Unfelt  the  funr  of  tiiose  bursting  mines) 
Tlie  peasant's  nopes,  and  not  in  vain,  assured, 
Ih  peace  upon  her  sloping  sides  matur'd. 
When  on  a  day>  like  that  of  the  last  doom, 
A  conflagration  lab*ring  in  her  womb. 
She  teem*d  and  heav'd  with  an  infernal  birth, 
That  diook  the  circling  seas  and  solid  earth. 
Dark  and  voluminous  the  vapours  rise. 
And  hang  their  horrours  in  me  neighboring  skies, 
While  through  the  Stygian  v^,  ^t  blots  the  day, 
In  dazzling  streaks  the  vivid  liehtnings  play.  ' 
But  oh !  what  muse,  and  in  what  pow'rs  of  song. 
Can  trace  the  torrent  as  it  bums  along  ? 
HavtK  and  devastation  hi  the  van. 
It  marches  o'er  the  prostrate  works  of  man ; 
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WidMnft  a  toil  ^  kmtt  die  tiDer*s 

Or  MitilT^  dist  >"'p!t  miff  HI  K  uuui 

Yeft  OBK  at  le^pdi  (wiiat  «M  not  time  adnere  ?) 

ClodMB  k  vitfa  earth,  and  bidi  tlie  fBodnoe  live. 

Oace  mme  ihtt  sf^rj  Hijide  cmras  tbe  {^adB* 

ilnH  TTWiiiiitim,  fladscnioy  die 

O 

O 

The 

Bimgi  tD  die  dwlint 

A  gain  die  nniiilsn  feck  d^  hnfomM  file, 

A^un  gwun  luin  en  the  vale  bclov> 

Ten  thwwawl  swains  the 

T^at  onljr  lutiue  ages  can 

Yemanaichs,  whoa  die  hue  flf  honour  dnwsr 
Who  wnte  In  blood  die  mcntsof  your  cause. 
Who  stoke  the  falov,  dien  plead  your  own  dffenny 
Glory  your  aim,  hut  jnstks  your  pnifnoc  i 
Behold  in  iStna's  emblanadc  fives. 
The  wriwfriffe  your  amhitinns  pride  inqaies! 

Fast  by  die  stream,  thai  hoimds  your  just  '^^^'vfat 
And  tdb  you  where  ye  hare  a  li^t  to  rag^ 
A  nation  dwcHs,  not  envious  of  your  throne. 
Studious  of  peace,  their  nexg^ibouis^  and  dieir  own. 
III-&tBd  race !  how  deeply  must  tfa^  rue 
Their  abtf  crime,  vidnity  to  you ! 
The  tnmqpet  sounds,  your  le^aos  swaim  abroad, 
TfanK^  die  ripe  haorest  fies  their  destined  road  ; 
At  ev*iy  step  beneath  their  feet  they  tread 
The  lile  oi  muldtodes,  a  nation^s  Ixead  ! 
Eardi  seems  a  garden  in  its  loveliest  dress 
Befince  them,  and  bdnnd  a  wildenieas. 
Famine,  and  Festiknce,  her  fiist-boin  son, 
Attoid  to  finish  what  the  sword  begun  ; 
And  echoing  praises,  such  as  fiends  might  cam. 
And  Folly  pays,  resound  at  your  return. 
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A  calm  meeeedsx-lNil  Plenty,  with  her  train 
Of  beaH-felt  jDvs,  succeeds  not  aooa  againt 
And  years  of  pniBg  indigence  must  tbow 
What  sootngei  are  the  gods  that  nik  bdoir. 

Yet  man*  laborious  man,  by  slow  deg^wesy 
(Such  11  his  Ihnst  of  opuleiioe  and  ease) 
Flies  all  the  nnews  of  indnsttsous  toil. 
Gleans  icp  the  lefose  of  the  gen'ial  spoil, 
RebnildB  the  tonr'n,  ibak  onok'd  upon  the  piain^ 
And  the  sui  gflds  the  shining  qp&iesagain. 

Increasing  commerce  and  levning  ait 
Renew  the  qaand  on  the  conqu'rM-s  pari ; 
And  the  tad  lesson  must  be  leam'd  once  more. 
That  weahh  widun  i»  ruin  a*  the  doob 
What  are  ye,  monatdis,  lauteU'd  hooes,  si^^ 
But  iBtnas  of  the  suflTzing  world  yo  sway  ? 
Sweet  Nature,  8tripp*d  of  he»  embrokks*d  i»be^ 
Deplores  the  wasted  rq^ims  of  her  globe; 
And  stands  a  witness  at  Truth's  a«%il  bar. 
To  pro^e  you  ihere  destroyers  as  ye  arew 

O  place  me  in  seme  Heav*n-protected  isle^ 
Where  Peace,  and  Equi^,  and  Freedom  smile} 
Where  no  vdJcano  pours  his  fiery  flood. 
No  crested  waaior  di|»  his  plume  in  blood ; 
Where  Pow'r  secures  what  ladusCry  has  won ; 
Where  to  succeed  is  not  to  be  undcme  ; 
A  land,  that  distant  tyrants  hate  in  vain. 
In  Blitam's  isle,  beoath  a  George's  reign ! 


cut  TKB  BECSIPT  OT 

Mr  MOTHER'S   PICTURE 

Ot7T  OF  NOKFOLX  ; 

The  Gift  qfmp  Cousin,  Ann  Bodham, 

O  THAT  &ose  lips  had  Ln^^uigef  Life  has  passed 
With  me  but  roi^hly  since  I  heard  thee  last 
Those  lips  are  ijhme— thy  own  sweet  smile  I  see. 
The  same,  that  oft  in  childhood  solac'd  me : 

2$2 
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Voice  only  faUs,  due  how  distinct  tfa^  sty, 
*  Grieve  not,  my  diild,  chase  all  thy  fbsn  away !' 
The  meek  intdUgenee  of  thoee  dear  eyes 
(Blest  be  the  ait  (hat  can  immortalize. 
The  art  Uwt  baffles  Timers  tyrannic  daim 
To  quendi  it)  here  dunes  on  me  still  the  same* 
Faithfiil  remembrancer  of  one  so  dear, 

0  wdcome  guest,  thoogli  unexpected  here ! 
Who  bidd'st  me  honour  with  an  artless  song. 
Affectionate,  a  mother  lost  so  long. 

1  will  obey,  not  willin^y  alone. 

But  ^adly,  as  the  precept  were  her  own : 
And,  whue  that  fiiee  renews  my  filial  grief. 
Fancy  shall  weave  a  charm  fbr  my  relief, 
Shan  steep  me  in  Elystsn  reverie, 
A  momentary  dream,  that  thou  art  die. 

My  mother !  when  I  leamM  that  thoa  wast  desd 
Say,  wast  thou  oonadoos  of  the  teais  I  shed  ? 
Hover*d  lliy  spirit  o*er  thy  sorrowing  son, 
Wretdi  even  then,  life*s  journey  just  began  ? 
Perhaps  thou  gaVst  me,  thou^  unfelt,  a  kiss  i 
Pertiaps  a  tear,  if  souls  can  weep  in  bliss-— 
Ah  that  pnatemal  smile !  it  answers — ^Yes» 
I  heard  the  bdl  tdll*d  cm  thy  burial  day, 
I  saw  the  hearse  that  bore  tnee  dow  away. 
And,  turning  flfom  my  nurs'ry  window,  drew 
A  long,  long  sigh,  and  wept  a  last  adieu ! 
But  was  it  sudi  ?— It  was.*— Where  thou  art  gone,. 
Adieus  and  farewells  are  a  sound  tmknown. 
May  I  but  meet  thee  on  that  peaceful  shore. 
The  parting  word  shall  pass  my  lips  no  move ! 
Thy  maidqiSf  griev'd  tfaemsdves  at  my  coiiocm, 
Of^  gave  me  promise  of  thy  quick  return. 
What  ardently  I  wished,  I  lon^  belaevM, 
And,  disappomted  still,  was  still  decdv*d* 
By  expectation  ev'zy  day  beguil'd, 
T)upe  of  to^momm  even  ftom  a  ^ild.  ' 
IMuis  many  a  sad  tD*morrow  came  and  wcat^ 
I'ill,  all  my  stock  of  io&nt  sorrow  spent> 
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I  leam'd  at  last  subnussioii  to  my  lot. 

But,  though  I  len  d^dor'd  tfaee,  ne*er  forgot. 

Where  once  wedwdt  onr  name  u  heard  no  more. 
Children  not  thine  have  trod  my  nun'ry  floor ; 
And  where  the  gardener  Robin,  day  by  day. 
Drew  me  to  sehool  along  the  public  way. 
Delighted  with  my  bauble  ooaich,  and  wnqipM 
In  soiilet  mantle  warm,  and  rdyet  capt, 
'Tis  now  become  a  hist'ry  little  known. 
That  once  we  call'd  the  past'ral  house  our  own. 
Short*liv'd  possession !  but  the  record  fair. 
That  mem*ry  keeps  of  ail  Ihy  kindness  there, 
4Still  outliyes  many  a  storm,  that  has  ^ac*d 
A  thousand  other  themes  less  deeply  traced. 
Thy  ni^tly  visits  to  my  chamber  made, 
That  thou  might'st  know  me  safe  and  waimly  laid ; 
Thy  motrung  bounties  ere  I  left  my  home, 
The  biscuit,  or  confectionary  plum ; 
The  fragrant  waters  on  my  cheeks  bestow'd 
By  thy  own  hand,  till  fresh  th^  shone  and  glowM : 
All  this,  and  more  endearing  stiU  than  all. 
Thy  constant  flow  of  love,  that  knew  no  fi^, 
Ne  er  roughen'd  by  those  cataracts  and  breaks. 
That  humoiur  intevpos'd  too  often  makes ; 
All  this  still  legible  in  mem'ry's  page, 
And  still  to  be  so  to  my  latest  age. 
Adds  joy  to  duty,  makes  me  glad  to  pay 
Such  honours  to  thee  as  my  numbers  may  ; 
Perhaps  a  frail  memorial,  but  sincere, 
Not  scom*d  in  Heav'n,  Uiough  little  notic'd  here. 

Could  Time,  his  flidit  reversM,  restore  the  hours, 
When,  jdaying  with  my  vestm?e*s  tissued  flow'rs , 
The  violet,  the  pink,  and  jessamine, 
I  prick'd  them  into  paper  with  a  pin, 
(And  thou  wast  happier  than  my»elf  the  while, 
Wouldst  sofUy  speak,  and  stroke  mj  head,  and  smile) 
Could  those  few  pleasant  days  agam  appear. 
Might  onewiidi  Imngthem,  would  I  wish  them  here? 
I  would  not  trust  my  he«rt-*the  dear  delight 
Seems  so  to  be  desir  d,  perhaps  I  might—- 
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But  no— what  here  we  gbU  oar  lifie  is  aadk. 
So  little  to  be  Wd,  and  thoa  ao  imidi, 
TliBt  I  aboold  iU  leqiiite  thee  to  conatraui 
Thy  onboittid  apirit  into  bonda  again. 

Thou,  aa  a  gallant  baric  from  Aibion*a  coast 
(The  atomia  all  weathered  and  the  oeean  crmbM) 
Shooti  into  port  at  aoma  weU4iavcn'd  ide» 
VHiae  spices  breailie,  and  hrightBr  aeaaons  anile. 
There  dts  quicauaul  on  die  floods,  dwt  show 
Her  beauteous  fom  zaflacted  dear  bdowy 
While  ain  innnegnated  with  inoanaaiday 
Around  her,  nnmng  li|^t  her  strsamen  m ; 
So  thou,  wi^  sails  how  swift!  hastzeach'd  tne  shore, 
*  Where  tempests  nerer  beat  nor  bilknrs  loar,'* 
And  thy  lo?*d  consort  on  the  dang'xous  tiie 
Of  life  long  since  has  anehcr'd  by  thy  aide* 
But  me,  seaice  hflpang  to  attain  that  zest. 
Always  from  port  withhdd,  always  distreas^dU- 
Me  howling  blasts  drive  devious,  tfanpest-tosi'd, 
Saili  ripp*d,  seama  opening  wide,  and  compass  lost* 
And  day  by  dmr  aome  cuRCBt*a  thwarting  frne 
Sets  me  more  distaat  frcm  e  piosp'ioua  coursb 
Yet  O  the  thoiight,  that  thou  art  safe,  and  he  I 
That  thou^t  is  Joy,  arziTe  what  may  to  aaa. 
My  boast  la  not,  that  I  deduce  my  birth 
From  loins  entluon*d,  and  lulen  of  the  earth; 
But  higher  fiur  my  proud  petensions  rise*- 
The  son  of  parents  passed  mto  the  akiea. 
And  now,  fiuewdl---Tmie  uarevok'd  has  run 
Hii  wonted  course,  vet  what  I  wish'd  is  dene^ 
By  oantemplation'a  hei^  not  aovgfat  in  vain, 
I  seem  t*  have  U¥*d  my  diildhood  o*er  again ; 
To  have  renew'd  the  joys  tfiat  once  were  mine, 
Without  the  sin  ai  vitiating  thine  ; 
And,  while  the  winga  of  Fancy  slifi  are  frcoy 
And  I  can  view  this  mimic  show  of  thee. 
Time  has  but  half  succeeded  in  his  theA«« 
Thyself  vcmef*df  thy  pew*r  to  aooth  aaeleft. 

*  Ottrth. 
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ON  FRIENDSHIP. 

What  virtne  can  we  name,  or  giace^ 
But  ineo  unqualified  and  base 

Will  boast  it  their  possession  ? 
Profusion  apes  the  noble  part 
Of  liberality  of  heart. 

And  dulness  of  discretion. 

But  as  the  gem  of  richest  cost 
Is  ever  counterfeited  most, 

So  always  imitation 
Employs  the  utmost  fekill  she  can 
To  counterfeit  the  faithful  man. 

The  friend  of  long  duration. 

Some  will  pronounce  me  too  severe  ; 
But  long  experience  speaks  me  dear  ; 

Therefore  that  censure  scorning, 
I  will  proceed  to  mark  the  shelves 
On  which  so  many  dash  themselves^ 

And  give  the  simple  wamingi 

Youth,  unadmonishM  by  a  guide. 
Will  trust  to  any  fair  outside,<» 

An  error  soon  corrected ; 
For  who  but  learns  with  riper  years. 
That  man,  when  smoothest  he  appears. 

Is  most  to  be  suspected  ? 

But  here  again  a  danger  lies. 
Lest,  thus  deluded  by  our  eyes, 

And  taking  trash  for  treasure. 
We  should  when  undeoeiv*d  conclude 
Friendship  imaginary  good, 

A  mere  Utopian  pleasure 
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An  aequisidoii  rather  rare 
Is  yet  DO  subject  of  despair ; 

Nor  should  h  seem  dtstressAil, 
If  either  on  fbibidden  ground. 
Or  where  it  was  not  to  be  found. 

We  sought  it  unsuccessfuL 

No  friendship  will  abide  the  test. 
That  stands  on  sordid  interest. 

And  mean  self-love  erected ; 
Nor  such  as  may  a  while  subsist, 
'Twixt  sensualist  and  sensualist. 

For  yidous  ends  connected. 

Who  hopes  a  friend  should  have  a  hearty 
Himself  well  fumishM  for  the  part. 

And  ready  on  occaaon 
To  show  the  virtue  that  he  seeks ; 
For  'tis  a  union  that  bespeaks 

A  just  reciprocation. 

A  fretful  tempcir  will  divide 
The  closest  knot  that  may  be  tied. 

By  craseless  sharp  corrosion ; 
A  temper  passionate  and  fierce 
May  suddenly  your  joys  disperse 

At  one  immense  ezjAouon. 

In  vain  the  talkative  unite 

With  hope  of  permanent  deHght— 

The  secret  just  commiUed,^ 
They  drop  through  mere  desire  to  prate. 
Forgetting  its  important  wdgfat. 

And  by  themselves  outwitted. 

How  bright  soe*er  the  prospect  seems. 
All  thoughts  of  friendship  are  but  dreamlb 
If  envy  chance  to  creep  in  t 
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An  envlDiis  many  if  you  aMeeed^ 
May  prove  a  dangeiocifibe  indeed* 
But  not  a  fitend  wolm  keeping. 

At  envy  pines  at  good  poMees'd, 
So  jealoo^  looks  forth  distress'd 

On  goody  that  seems  approaching  | 
And,  u  success  his  ttepe  attend. 
Discerns  a  rival  in  a  friend» 

And  hates  him  for  encroaching. 

Hen^  authors  of  illastrious  name, 
Unless  belied  by  common  fame» 

Are  sadly  prone  to  quarrel, 
To  deem  the  wit  a  frioid  displays 
So  mu^  of  loss  to  theif  own  pnoge. 

And  pluck  each  other's  laurel. 

A  man  renown  d  for  repartee 
Will  seldom  scruple  to  make  free 

With  friendship's  finest  feeling. 
Will  thrust  a  dagger  at  your  bieaati 
And  ten  you  'twas  a  special  jest. 

By  way  of  balm  for  healing. 

Beware  of  tattlezs,  keep  your  ear 
Close  stopt  against  the  tales  they  bear. 

Fruits  of  their  own  invention ; 
The  separation  of  chief  friends 
Is  what  their  kindness  most  intendsy*-* 

Their  sport  is  your  dissension. 

Fiieodship  that  wantonly  admits 
A  joco-serious  play  of  wits, 

In  brilliant  altercation, 
Is  union  such  as  iadicatel^ 
Like  hand-in-hand  insunuDM  plates^ 

Danger  of  conflagmtioiu 
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Some  fickle  cmtiiies  boMk  m  «nlI 
Trae  m  tbe  ncedJe  to  the  pole» 

Yet  «lBftiiig  like  the  weather; 
Tbe  oeedle*s  constaocy  forego 
For  any  novelty,  and  ahow 

Its  TariatioDt  rather. 


Iiuentibility 

UDseaaonably.  deaf  and  dumb. 

When  most  jroo  need  their  pity  ; 
Tis  waiting  till  tbe  tears  shall  fall 
From  Gog  and  Magog  in  GnildhaUf 

Those  playthings  of  the  dtf* 

The  great  and  small  but  rarely  meet 
On  tetms  of  amity  complete ; 

The  attempt  would  scarce  be  madder, 
Should  any,  from  the  bottom,  hope 
At  one  huge  stiide  to  readi  the  top 

Of  an  erected  ladder. 

Courtier  and  patriot  caonoC  nfac 
Their  het'rogeneous  poKtics 

Without  an  efiervesoence, 
Such  as  of  salts  with  lemon  juice. 
But  which  is  rarely  known  to  indocey 

Like  that,  a  coalescence. 

Religion  should  extinguish  strife. 
And  make  a  calm  of  human  life ; 

But  even  those  who  difler 
Only  on  topics  left  at  large. 
How  fiercely  will  they  meet  and 

No  combatants  are  stifler. 

To  proves  alaa !  my  main  inteat 
Needs  no  grsat  cost  ofaigtunent^ 
No  cutting  «Bd  eoptriringM- 
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SteUngp »  ffnl  Ibitad  va  fecm 
T'  adopt  the  diymitt'i  goMcn  dfeMii| 
With  fdU  lev  iwpe  of  lhnni«. 

Then  jadge  or  e'er  yon  diooM  your  meat 
At  drcumipeetlf  m  you  0UI9    • 

Andy  having  made  election^ 
See  that  no  disreepect  of  yoma^ 
Such  as  a  friend  but  ill  mdxatty 

Enfeeble  hii  afleetion. 

It  b  not  thnber,  lead,  and  atone, 
An  architect  reqnireB  alone. 

To  finish  a  great  building— 
The  palace  were  but  half  complete^ 
Could  he  by  any  chance  forset 

The  carving  and  the  gilding. 

As  similarity  of  mind. 

Or  something  not  to  be  defined. 

First  rivets  our  attentbn  { 
So  manners  decent  and  polite, 
The  same  we  practisM  at  first  sight, 

Must  save  it  from  declension. 

The  man  who  hails  you  Tom  or  Jack, 
And  proves  by  thumping  on  your  back 

His  sense  of  your  great  merit. 
Is  such  a  friend  dint  one  had  need 
Be  very  much  his  friend  indeed 

To  pardon  or  to  bear  it. 

Somo  fritnde  make  this  their  prudent  plan, 
<  Say  little,  and  hear  all  you  can.' 

Safe  policy,  but  hatefuU. 
So  barren  sanda  imbibe  the  show*r^ 
But  fender  acilher  firoit  nor  flow*r, 

Unpleasant  and  wngmtefiiL 

2T 
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They  whisper  trivial  ttungs  and  small } 
But  to  oomiiittiiicate  at  aU 

Things  serkms  deem  impioper ; 
Their  feculence  and  froth  mey  show, 
But  keep  the  best  contAits  below. 

Just  like  a  simmenDg  eopper. 


These  samples— for  alas !  at  last 
These  are  but  samples,  and  a  taste 

Of  eyils  yet  unmeDtton*d— 
May  prove  the  task  a  task  indeed, 
In  which  'tis  much  if  we  succeed, 

However  well.intentionM. 

Pursue  the  theme,  and  you  shall  find 
A  disdplin'd  and  furnish*d  mind 

To  be  at  least  expedient, 
And,  after  summing  all  the  rest. 
Religion  ruling  in  the  breast 

A  principal  mgredient. 

True  friendship  has,  in  short,  a  grace 
More  than  terrestrial  in  its  fiioe, 

That  proves  it  heavenUlescended, 
Man*s  love  of  woman  not  so  pure, 
Kor,  when  sincerest,  so  secure 

To  last  till  life  is  ended. 


THE  ENCHANTMENT  DISSOLVED. 

Blikded  in  youth  by  Satan's  arts. 
The  world  to  our  unpractis'd  hearts 

A  flattering  prospect  shows ; 
Our  fiuicy  forms  a  thousand  schemes 
Of  gay  delights,  and  golden  dreams. 

And  undisturb'd  repose. 
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So  ill  tbo  dfl8ert*8  dreary  wa$te, 
By  magic  power  produced  in  haste, 

(As  ancient  fables  say) 
Castles,  and  groves,  and  music  sweet, 
The  senses  of  the  traveler  meet, 

And  stop  him  in  bis  way. 

But  while  he  listens  with  surprise, 
The  charm  dissolves,  the  vision  dies, 

'Twas  but  enchanted  ground : 
Thus  if  the  Lord  our  spirit  touch. 
The  world,  which  promised  us  so  much, 

A  wilderness  is  found. 

At  first  we  start  and  feel  distressed, 
Convinc'd  we  never  can  have  rest 

In  such  a  wretched  place ; 
But^Ue  whose  mercy  breaks  the  charm. 
Reveals  his  own  Almighty  arm. 

And  bids  us  seek  bis  face. 

Then  we  begin  to  live  indeed. 
When  from  our  sin  and  bondage  freed 

By  this  beloved  Friend 
We  follow  him  from  day  to  day, 
As8ur*d  of  grace  through  all  the  way. 

And  glory  at  the  end. 


LIGHT  SHINING  OUT  OF  DARKNESS. 

God  moves  in  a  mysterious  way. 

His  wonders  to  perform  ; 
He  plants  his  footsteps  in  the  sea, 

And  rides  upon  the  storm. 
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Deep  in  uftMiomftble  mbiei  . 

Of  never-fiHliog  ikill. 
He  treasures  «p  bk  blight  designs* 

And  works  bis  sovVtign  wilL 

Ye  fearful  saints,  fresb  ooniage  take. 
The  clouds  ye  so  much  dread 

Are  bk  with  mercy,  and  shall  break 
Id  Uesshigs  on  your  head. 

Judge  not  the  Lord  by  feeble  senie, 
But  trust  him  for  his  grace ; 

Behind  a  frowning  PMt idence 
He  hides  a  smiUng  face. 

His  parposes  will  ripen  ftst. 

Unfolding  er'ry  boat ; 
The  bud  may  have  a  bitter  taste, 

But  sweet  will  be  the  llow^. 

Blind  unbelief  is  sure  to  err,* 
And  scan  hb  work  in  vain ; 

God  is  his  own  ineerpftter. 
And  he  will  make  it  plain. 


TEMPTATION, 

Thb  billows  swell,  the  innds  are  high, 
Clouds  overcast  my  wintiy  sky ; 
Out  of  the  depths  to  thee  I  call^ 
My  fears  are  great,  my  strength  Is  6m^l. 


*  John  tliU  7. 
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O  Lord,  the  pilot's  put  perform. 
And  guard  and  guide  me  tfarou^  the^toxm ; 
Defend  me  fimn  each  threatening  iU, 
Control  the  waves,  say,  *  Peace,  be  still.' 

Amidst  the  roaring  of  the  sea, 
My  sold  still  hangs  her  hope  on  thee ; 
Thy  constant  love,  thy  faithful  care. 
Is  all  that  saves  me  m>m  despaur. 

Dangers  at  every  shape  and  name 
Attend  the  followers  of  the  Lamb, 
Who  leave  the  world's  deceitful  shore, 
And  leave  it  to  return  no  more. 

Though  tempest-toss'd  and  half  a  wreck. 
My  ^viour  through  the  floods  I  seek ; 
Let  neither  winds  nor  stormy  main 
Force  back  my  shatter'd  bark  again. 


SUBMISSION. 

O  Lord,  my  best  desire  fVilfS, 

And  help  me  to  resign 
Life,  health,  and  comfort,  to  thy  will. 

And  make  thy  pleasure  mine. 

Why  should  I  shrink  at  thy  command. 
Whose  love  forbids  my  fears  ? 

Or  tremble  at  the  gracious  hand 
That  wipes  away  my  tears  ? 

No,  rather  let  me  fredy  yield 
What  most  I  prize  to  Thee ; 

Who  never  hast  a  good  withheld. 
Or  wilt  withhold  from  me. 

Thy  favour,  all  mv  journey  through 
Thou  art  engagM  to  grant ; 

What  else  I  want,  or  tmnk  I  do, 
'Tis  better  still  to  want 

2T2 
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Wisdom  and  matey  guide  my  w«f , 

ShaU  I  rerist  tbem  both  ? 
A  poor  blind  OMtme  of  a  day. 

And  cnuh'd  bdbte  tfaenotfa  1 

But  ah  1  my  inward  spizit  ciifls, 

StiU  bind  me  to  thy  sway ; 
Else  the  next  doud  that  jtSh  tba  akiies. 

Drives  all  these  thou^^  away. 


STANZAS 

SM^ned  to  the  Yearly  SiU  of  Mortality  of  the 

Parith  ofAU-Sa^nUi  NorffumpUmj* 

Anno  DoffilMy  1787. 

Pallida  If  on  aquo  pnlaat  pede  penpenim  tabenus, 
B^gurnqne  tnma.  Honoe. 

Pate  Death  with  equal  fiiot  •trlkes  wide  the  door 
Of  royal  halla,  and  hoveb  of  the  poor. 

While  thirteen  moons  saw  smoothly  run 

The  Nen*s  barge-laden  wave* 
AH  these,  life's  rambling  journey  donet 

Have  found  their  home,  the  grave. 

Was  man  (frail  always)  made  more  final 

Than  in  foregoing  years  ? 
Did  famine  or  £d  j^ague  prevail. 

That  so  much  death  appears  ? 

No ;  these  were  vig^ioos  as  their  sires, 

Nor  plague  nor  &mine  came : 
This  annual  tribute  Death  requires. 

And  never  waves  his  daim. 

Like  crowded  forest-trees  we  stand, 

And  some  are  maik'd  to  £dl ; 
The  axe  will  smite  at  God's  oommaad. 

And  soon  shall  smite  us  alL 

•  C^mpoaedftir  JohnCu,pttiihdfM(koril«MlMnp«0ih 
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Gk6D  m  tfi6  batjT  tMSi  evtt  grecn^ 

With  its  new  fiilnge  on, 
The  gay,  the  thouglitkn,  have  I  seeoy 

I  paw'd  ■  and  tbey  wen  gQD& 

Read«  ye  that  nin«  the  awfbl  truth 

With  which  I  diaige  my  page  i 
A  wonn  ii  in  the  bud  of  youthf 

And  at  the  root  of  age. 

No  praNOt  health  can  heakh  ensure 

For  yet  an  hour  to  come ; 
No  medicine,  tfaoudh  it  o^  can  cure. 

Can  always  baulk  die  tomb. 

And  0 1  that  hunUe  as  my  lot. 

And  aoom'd  at  is  my  strain, 
These  truths,  though  known,  too  much  forgot, 

1  may  not  teachm  vain. 

So  prays  your  derk  with  all  his  heart. 

And  ere  he  quits  the  pen« 
Begs  you  for  onoe  to  take  hit  pait» 

And  answer  all— Amen ! 


ON  A  SIMILAR  OCCASION, 

For  the  year  1788. 

Quod  ia6it(  uieiiMuto 
OomponerB  aqatu.  CMeni  fluminii 
aJftu  fttuntaBa  Buft 


r,teaUfeMlite 
la  a  mere  fitailMnr  on  •  tonenVk  tide. 

Could  I,  firom  Heay'n  inspur'd,  as  sure  presage 
To  whm&  the  rising  year  shall  prove  hu  but. 

At  I  can  number  in  my  punctual  page. 
And  item  down  th«  victims  of  the  past ; 


Had  VI 

SdO 
A  tfaoiHnl  otM  admonkiaH  flOBBiU 

Die  wM-moaafA  tiMt  im  dl  to  vMbe? 


!  foK  vliiisi  no  aAer-flmft 
Tat  gnnv  aouuts  no  cure  hv  piillcr  vn* 
Dew-dropt  maj  deck  die  Onf  that  hides  die  bonch 
But  tean  of  godly  grief  ne*er  flow  widiin. 

Lucam  Bienf  jc  fi?ii^ !  liy  nie  monnis  be  lungtrt 
Of  an  diowac|Ri]cliRi»  inBtmeton  Ime^ 

That,  toon  or  Lite,  deadi  afao  is  your  lot. 
And  the  next  opening  grave  may  yavn  Ac  yoik 
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ON  A  SIMILAR  OCCASION, 
For  the  year  1789. 

— PlaoidaqiM  Ibk  imaama  movte  qulmlt.        Ttaf^ 
There  cafan  at  ksfth  Iw  braath'd  fall  MMil  awagr. 

O  MOST  ddig^tftil  hour  by  man 

*  Ezperioic'd  bera  bdow. 
The  hour  that  tenniiiates  his  span, 

*  His  ioOy,  and  his  wo  I 

Worlds  should  not  bribe  me  back  to  tread 

*  Again  life's  dreary  waste. 
To  see  again  my  day  overspread 

*  With  all  the  gloamy  past. 

My  home  henoeforth  is  in  the  sides, 
«  Eardi,  seas,  and  sun,  adieu  I 
All  Heay*n  unfolded  to  mv  eyes, 

*  I  have  no  sight  for  you.' 

80  spake  Aspasio,  fina  poaseasM 

Of  faidi's  supporting  rod, 
Then  breath'd  nis  soul  into  its  rest. 

The  bosom  of  his  God. 

He  was  a  man  among  the  £ew 

Sineere  on  viitne's  side ; 
And  all  his  strength  fiom  Scripture  drew. 

To  hourly  use  appfiecL 

That  nde  he  prix'd,  by  that  be  ftar'd. 

He  hated,  hop*d»  and  k>TM ; 
Nor  ever  ftown*d,  or  sad  appear'd. 

But  when  bis  heart  had  rov'd. 

For  he  was  frail,  as  thou  or  I, 
And  evil  fdt  within : 


fiOS 

But,  when  he  fdt  it,  heay*d  a  ag^. 
And  kMUh'd  the  tfaon^t  of  an. 

Such  liv'd  Aspasao ;  and  at  last 
Ca]l*d  up  from  Earth  to  Heav^, 

The  gulf  of  death  triumi^iant  passed. 
By  gaka  of  hkaaing  dnv^ 

His  jofB  he  mtntf ,  each  Reader  cries. 
When  my  last  hour  aiiives : 

They  shall  he  youn,  my  V  ctae  iepliei» 
Such  only  be  your  fivo. 


ON  A  SIMILAR  OCCASION, 
For  Vte  year  1790. 

Ne  oammancntan  nda  ^ome.    Bodiaim. 
DopiMnoC  my  good  oounML 

He  who  ats  from  day  to  day. 
Where  the  prisoned  lark  is  hung. 

Heedless  of  his  loudest  krav 
Hardly  knows  that  he  has  sung. 

Where  the  watchman  in  his  round 
Ni^tly  lifts  his  voice  on  hig^. 

None,  accustom^  to  the  aound. 
Wakes  the  sooner  for  his  cry. 

So  your  verse-man  I,  and  derk. 
Yearly  in  my  song  proclaim 

Deadi  at  hand^— yoiusidves  his  marifr^ 
And  the  foe's  unening  aim. 

Duly  at  my  time  I  come, 

Publishmg  to  all  aloud — 
Soon  the  grave  must  be  your  home. 

And  your  only  suit,  a.  shroud* 


MS 

But  the  monitory  strain^ 

Oft  repeated  in  your  ears. 
Seems  to  sound  too  much  in  rain. 

Wins  no  notice,  wakes  no  fears. 

Can  a  tradi,  by  all  oonfessM 
Of  such  magnitu^  and  weight, 

Grow,  by  being  oft  impressed, 
Trivifu  as  a  paizot's  prate  ? 

Pleasnze's  caQ  attention  wins. 

Hear  it  often  as  we  may ; 
New  as  ever  seem  our  sins. 

Though  committed  er'ry  day. 

Death  and  Judgment,  Heav*n  and  Hell- 

These  alone,  so  often  heard. 
No  more  move  us  than  the  bdll. 

When  some  stmnger  is  interr*d. 

0  then,  ere  the  turf  or  tomb 

Cover  us  from  ev*ry  eye. 
Spirit  of  instruction  come. 

Make  us  learn,  that  we  must  die* 


ON  A  SIMILAR  OCCASION, 
For  the  year  1792. 

PeHx,  qui  potnlt  lamin  oogntMoen  eaiin% 
AtmM  matas  ouiim  et  ineiDndril*  firtun 
SuqaeU  padlbui,  ittiepitinnqpe  Achoontla  avari 

Vtarg. 

nwppf  <>>•  nustal,  wbo  hu  trac'd  effbcU 

To  their  first  cmiae,  east  fear  benaatfa  his  ftftt. 

And  Daalh  and  roadng  Hell's  vocaciow  firm : 

Thankless  for  favours  filom  on  high, 
Man  thinks  he  fedes  too  soon  ; 

Thou^  'tis  his  privil^e  to  die. 
Would  he  improve  tfie  boon. 


•^ 
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ON  A  SIMILAR  OCCASION, 

For  the  year  1793. 

Oe  sacrU  •ul«in  hac  tit  ana  Mntcntia,  ut  oonierventur. 

t»B,4mi/eg. 

But  let  OS  aU  ooneiur  ia  liib  OM  MBttoMim  that  tUnn  Mend  be 

He  lives,  who  lives  to  God  alone. 

And  aU  are  dead  bende ; 
For  other  source  than  God  is  none 

Whence  life  can  be  supp&d. 

To  Hve  to  God  is  to  requite 

His  love  as  best  we  may ; 
To  make  his  precepts  our  delist. 

His  promises  our  stay. 

Bat  life,  within  a  nanow  ring 

Of  giddy  jmrs  comprised. 
Is  falsdy  nam*d«  and  no  audi  things 

But  rather  death  disguised. 

Can  life  in  them  deserve  the  name, 

Who  only  live  to  prove 
For  what  poor  toys  tney  can  disdttm 

An  endless  life  above  ? 

Who,  much  diseased,  yet  nothing  feel ; 

Much  menaced,  nothing  dread ; 
Have  wounds,  which  only  God  can  heal* 

Yet  never  ask  his  aid  P 

Who  deem  his  house  a  useless  place. 
Faith,  want  of  common  sense ; 

And  ardour  in  the  Christian  race, 
A  hypocrite*s  pretence  ? 

2  U 
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Who  tnompk  older  ;  and  die  da  j» 
Wlndi  God  asBCrts  his  own* 

DafaonoiK  witli  nnhaDowM  pl^ 
And  tPonb^  dianoe  alone  ? 

If  «om  of  Gof^  ffWMndt.  impw'd 

On  void  and  deed«  iniplj 
The  belter  pHt  of  man  imbleM*d 

With  life  diaft  eaUBoCdie: 

Sndi  wanfc  it,  and  dnfc  vnft,  unairM 

TiUtnan  luigBB  his  hrealh, 
^p^  hm  a  criminal,  anvM 


Sad  paiod  to  a  pieaaant  coime! 

Tet  ao  win  God  n^y 
Sabbadis  ppofim'd  w^ioiit  icmoise^ 

And  mercy  cast  awi^. 


INSCRIPTION 

FOR  THE  TOXB  OF  MB  HAMILTOir. 

Pause  hoe,  and  think ;  a  monitory  ihime 
Demands  one  moment  of  thy  fleeting  time. 

Consolt  life's  sQent  dock,  thy  boimdiiig  man; 
Seems  it  to  say — *  Heslth  here  has  long  to  leign  ?* 
Hast  thou  the  ^igoor  of  thy  youth  ?  an  eye 
That  beams  ddi^t  ?  a  heart  untao^t  to  sigh  ? 
Yet  fear.    Youth,  oftthxies  healthful  and  at  ease, 
Antic^ntes  a  day  if  never  sees ; 
And  many  a  tomb,  like  JRamUion\  aloud 
Exdaims,  *  Prepare  thee  fin  an  early  shroud.* 
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EPITAPH  ON  A  HARE. 

Hebe  lies,  whom  hound  did  ne*er  pursue, 
Nor  swifter  greyhound  foQow, 

Whose  foot  ne*er  tainted  moming  dew, 
Nor  ear  heard  huntsman's  halhi*. 

Old  Tiney,  surliest  of  his  kind. 
Who,  nurs'd  with  tender  care. 

And  to  domestic  bounds  oonfin'd, 
Was  still  a  wild  Jack-haxe. 

Though  duly  ham.  my  hand  he  took 

His  pittance  ev*ry  nigjht. 
He  did  it  with  a  jealous  look. 

And,  when  he  could,  would  bite. 

His  diet  was  of  wheaten  bread. 
And  milk,  and  oats,  and  straw ; 

Thistles,  or  lettuces  instead. 
With  sand  to  scour  his  maw. 

On  twigs  oi  hawthorn  he  regaled. 

On  pippins*  russet  ped. 
And,  when  his  juicy  salads  fidlM, 

Sliced  carrot  pleas'd  him  wdL 

A  Tudcey  carpet  was  his  lawn, 

WheveoDL  he  lov*d  to  bound. 
To  skip  and  gambol  like  a  &wn. 

And  swing  his  rump  around. 

His  frisking  was  at  ev'ning  hours, 

For  then  he  lost  his  fear. 
But  most  before  approaching  showers, 

Or  when  a  storm  drew  near. 

Eight  years  and  five  round-ToOing  moons 

He  thus  saw  steal  away, 
Dozine  out  all  his  idle  noons, 

And  ev'iy  night  at  play. 


I  kept  him  for  his  humour^s  sake. 

For  he  irould  oft  beguile 
My  heart  of  thoughts,  that  nude  it  ache. 

And  fbrce  me  to  a  smile. 

But  now  beneath  his  wahiut  shade 

He  finds  his  long  hist  home, 
And  waits,  in  snug  oonceafanent  kud, 

im  gentler  Puss  shall  comew 

He,  still  more  aged,  feds  the  shocks. 

From  which  no  care  can  save,  ^ 

And,  partner  once  of  Tiney*s  box. 

Must  soon  partake  his  grave.  j 


EPITAPHIUM  ALTERUM. 

Hie  etiam  jacet. 

Qui  totum  novennium  viidt. 

Puss. 

SIste  paulisper. 

Qui  preteriturus  es, 

Bt  tecum  sic  reputa-— 

Hunc  neque  cams  venaticua* 

Nee  piumbfum  mis^e, 

.Neclaqueos, 

Nee  unbres  u|mii, 

Confecere! 

Tamen  mortuus  est-« 

Et  moriuego. 
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The  foUoving  AccowiU  of  the  Treatment  of  hi* 
Hares  wot  interted  by  Mr  Cowper  in  the  Gentle* 
tnan't  Magazinef  whence  it  it  tramcrthed, 

Ik  the  year  1774,  being  much  indisposed  both  in 
mind  and  body,  incapable  of  diverting  myself  either 
with  company  or  books,  and  yet  in  a  condition  that 
made  some  diversion  necessary,  I  was  glad  of  any 
tiling  that  would  engage  my  attention  without  fa- 
tigumg  it.  The  children  of  a  neighbour  of  mine 
had  a  levoet  given  them  for  a  playming ;  it  was  at 
that  time  about  three  months  old.  Understanding 
better  how  to  tease  the  poor  creature  than  to  feed  it, 
and  soon  becoming  weary  of  their  charge,  they  read- 
ily consented  that  their  father,  who  saw  it  pining 
and  growing  leaner  every  day,  should  offer  it  to  my 
acceptance.  I  was  willing  enough  to  take  the  pris- 
oner under  my  protection,  perceiving  that,  in  the 
management  of  such  an  animal,  and  m  the  attempt 
to  tame  it,  I  should  find  just  that  sort  of  employ- 
ment which  my  case  required.  It  was  soon  known 
among  the  neuhbours  that  I  was  pleased  with  the 
present ;  and  &e  consequence  was,  that  in  a  short 
time  I  had  as  many  leverets  offered  to  me  as  would 
have  stocked  a  paddock.  I  undertook  the  care  of 
three,  which  it  is  necessary  that  I  should  here  dis- 
tinguish by  the  names  I  gave  them^— Puss,  Tiney, 
and  Bess.  Notnrithstandmg  the  two  feminine  ap- 
pellatives, I  must  inform  you  that  they  were  all 
males.  Immediately  commencing  carpenter,  I  built 
them  houses  to  sleep  in ;  each  had  a  separate  apart- 
ment, so  contrived,  that  their  ordure  would  pass 
through  the  bottom  of  it;  an  earthen  pan  placed 
under  each  received  whatsoever  felf,  which  being 
duly  emptied  and  washed,  they  were  thus  kept  per- 
fectly sweet  and  dean.  In  the  day-time  they  had 
the  range  of  a  hall,  and  at  night  retired  each  to  his 
own  bed,  never  intruding  into  that  of  another. 

2u2 
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Puss  grew  presently  fiiinfliar,  would  leap  mfeo  my 
lap,  raise  himself  upon  his  hinder  feet,  and  bite  the 
hur  from  my  temples.  He  would  saSbt  me  to  take 
Mm  up,  and  to  canr  him  about  in  my  armsf  and 
has  more  than  once  nllen  &8t  asleep  upon  my  knee^ 
He  was  iU  three  days,  during  which  time  I  nursed 
him,  kept  him  apart  from  his  fidlows,  that  they 
might  not  molest  him  (for,  like  nuHiy  other'  wild 
ammais,  they  persecute  one  of  their  own  spetaes 
that  is  sick),  and  by  ctmstant  cue,  and  trying  him 
with  a  yariety  of  nerbs,  restored  him  to  perflbet 
heahh*  No  creature  could  be  more  gratelm  IhsB 
my  patient  after  his  reoorery ;  a  ae&timflnt  wfaidi 
he  moat  significantly  expressed  by  licking  my  hand, 
first  the  bMk  of  it,  then  the  pahn,  thea  eycfy  finger 
scpaxately,  then  between  all  the  fingers,  as  if  anx- 
ious to  kave  no  part  of  it  unsahited ;  a  oenmony 
wUch  he  neyer  peifonned  bat  once  again  upon  a 
umilar  occasion.  Finding  him  extremdy  tmotaUe, 
I  made  it  my  custom  to  carry  him  always  after  fareik> 
tut  into  (he  garden,  where  he  hid  hixnadf  genenSy 
under  the  leaves  of  a  cucumber  yine,  deeping  or 
diewing  die  cud  till  eyening ;  in  (he  leayea  also  of 
that  yine  he  foun^  a  fiiyourite  repast.  I  had  atl 
king  habituated  hkn  to  this  taste  of  liberty,  bcfcie 
he  began  to  be  impatient  for  the  return  of  the  (aie 
when  he  mig^t  enjoy  it  He  would  invite  me  to 
the  garden  by  drumming  upon  my  knee^  and  by  a 
look  cif  sndi  expression,  as  it  waa  not  poasifale  to 
mismtezpret  If  this  ifaetoric  did  not  imnifidislily 
succeed,  he  would  take  the  skirt  of  my  coat  between 
his  teeth  and  puU  at  it  with  all  his  forob  Urns 
Pttss  mig^t  be  said  to  be  pezfocdy  tamed,  the  shy- 
ness  of  lus  nature  was  done  away,  and  on  the  whde 
ft  was  viable  by  many  symptoms,  which  I  faaya  not 
room  to  enumerate,  ^t  he  was  hsppee  in  human 
society,  than  when  shut  up  with  his  nataral  comp^ 
nions. 

Not  so  Tlney :  imon  him  (he  kindest  toeatnat 
had  not  the  least  ettfect     He  too  was  aickr  and  in 


bis.  wsknem  hud  vi  «qinl  there  oi  my  attention  } 
hut  iff  after  his  BWQveKy«  I  took  the  liberhr  to  stroke 
hJBBU  be  vould  grunt»  i^e  with  his  fore  feet,  spring 
Ibrwvd)  and  bit«.  He  wa«  however  very  entertain- 
m^  m  luifi  wey  ;  even  his  cuiliuess  was  matter  of 
nvrtli;  and  in  his  play  he  preserved  such  an  air  of 
gnivit|F»  and  performed  his  feats  with  such  a  solem- 
Bsty  CK  maanor*  that  in  him  too  I  had  an  agreeable 
wBapanian* 

BeaSfl  who  died  soon  after  he  was  fuU  ^wn,  and 
whose  death  was  occasioned  by  his  being  turned 
jftto  hiA  box,  which  had  been  washed,  wMe  it  was 
jdt  dai|]^9  was  a  hare  of  great  humour  and  drollery. 
PuM' wee  tamed  by  gentle  usage ;  Tin^  was  not  to 
be  lamed  at  all;  and  Bess  had  a  courage  and  con- 
fidence that  made  him  tame  firam  the  beginning.  J 
always  admitted  them  into  the  parlour  tihex  Biappeu 
when*  the  carpet  afifoiding  their  feet  a  firm  hold, 
they  W0uld  ftisk*  and  boimd,  and  play  a  thousand 
fHabols,  in  which  Bess,  being  rouarkably  strong 
and  fcarleae,  was  always  simeiior  to  the  rest,  ana 
^^veved  himself  the  Vestris  of  the  party.  One  even- 
ing the  cat,  being  in  the  room,  had  the  hardiness  to 
pat  Bess  upon  the  cheek,  an  indignity  which  he  re- 
eented  bymmmiag  upon  her  back  with  such  vio- 
ioMX,  that  the  eat  was  nappy  to  escape  from  under 
his  paws,  and  hide  hetiel£ 

I  describe  these  animals  as  having  each  a  charac- 
ter jq£  his  owD«  Such  they  were  in  fact,  and  their 
eoufltenanees  wexe  so  expressive  of  ihat  character, 
that,  when  I  looked  only  on  the  fiice  of  either,  I 
ioainediately  knew  whidi  it  was.  It  is  said  that  a 
fhephfzd,  however  numerous  his  flock;  soon  becomes 
ee  familiar  with  their  features,  that  he  can,  by  that 
indication  only,  distinguish  each  from  all  the  rest ; 
and.yet^  to  a  common  observer,  the  difference  is 
hardly  penoeptihle.  I  doubt  not  that  the  same  dis- 
crimination in  the  cast  of  countenances  would  be 
cUflooveBabls  in  hares,  and  am  persuaded  that  among 
a  thousand  of  them,  no  two  amid  be  found  exactly 
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ttmibv:  a  dtcanutaiice  Ihtk  wiaperted  hy  tboae 
who  have  not  had  opportimity  to  observe  it,  lliese 
CKStures  have  a  Biiigular  sagadty  in  daaeovenog 
the  minutest  altenitioa  that  is  made  in  the  place  to 
whidi  tfaey  axe  aecnstomed,  and  instantly  applj 
liuat  nose  to  the  examination  of  a  new  object.  A 
small  hde  being  burnt  in  the  caipet,  it  was  mended 
witib  a  patch,  and  that  patch  in  a  moment  under- 
went the  stiictest  scrutiny.  They  seem  too  to  be 
▼eiy  much  directed  by  the  smdl  in  die  diaioe  of 
their  fitvourites :  to  some  penons,  though  ihey  saw 
them  daily,  they  could  nevet  be  reconciled,  and 
would  even  saeam  when  they  attempted  to  toodi 
them ;  but  a  miller  coming  in  engaged  their  a£fec- 
tions  at  once ;  his  powdered  coat  had  charms  that 
were  irresi8tiU&  It  is  no  wonder  that  my  intimate 
arquaintance  with  these  specimens  of  the  kind  has 
taught  me  to  hold  the  sportsman's  amusement  in 
abhorrence ;  he  little  knows  what  amiable  creatures 
he  persecutes,  of  what  gratitude  tfaey  axe  capable, 
how  cheerful  they  axe  in  their  spirits,  what  enjoy- 
ment th^  have  o(  life,  and  that,  inqrossed  as  &qr 
seem  wim  a  peculiar  dread  of  man,  it  is  only  be- 
cause man  gives  them  peculiar  cause  finr  iL 

That  I  mav  not  be  tedious,  I  wiU  just  give  a  dunt 
summary  of  mose  articles  of  diet  that  suit  them  best. 

I  take  it  to  be  a  general  opinion  that  they  graze, 
but  it  is  an  erroneous  one,  at  least  giass  is  not  their 
staple ;  they  seem  rather  to  use  it  medicinally,  soon 
amttii^  it  for  leaves  of  almost  any  kind«  Sow- 
thistle,  dandelion,  and  lettuce,  are  thdr  fitvourite 
vi^etables,  especially  the  last.  I  discovered  by  ac- 
d&nt,  that  fine  white  sand  is  in  great  estimation 
with  them ;  I  suppose  as  a  digestive.  It  happened 
that  I  was  cleaning  a  bird-cage  while  the  hares  were 
with  me ;  I  placed  a  pot  filled  with  such  sand  upon 
the  floor,  which  being  at  once  directed  to  by  a  strong 
instinct,  they  devoured  voraooosly ;  since  that  time 
I  have  generally  taken  care  to  see  them  weD  su^ 
pliod  with  it    They  account  green  com  a  deficacy. 
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iNith  bladf  and  stalk,  but  the  ear  they  wldaiin  eat ; 
sti»v  of  Mfiy  kind,  tspeaaJHy  wheat-straw,  is  ano- 
ther ef  their  dainties ;  th^  will  feed  greedily  upon 
oats,  but  if  furnished  wiu  dean  stmw  never  want 
them ;  it  serves  them  also  for  a  bed,  and,  if  shaken 
up  daily,  will  be  krot  sweet  and  dry  for  a  oonsidero 
able  timei  They  do  not  indeed  require  azomadc 
herbst  but  will  eat  a  small  quantity  of  them  with 
great  relish,  and  are  particularly  fond  of  the  plant 
called  musk ;  they  seem  to  resemble  sheep  in  this, 
that,  if  their  pasture  be  too  succulent,  they  are  very 
subject  to  the  rot :  to  prevent  which,  I  always  made 
bread  their  principal  nourishment,  and,  filling  a  pan 
with  it  cut  mto  small  squares,  placed  it  every  even- 
ing in  their  chamben,  nnr  they  feed  only  at  evening 
and  in  the  night :  during  the  winter,  when  vegeta- 
bles were  not  to  be  got,  I  mingled  this  mess  of  bread 
with  shreds  of  carrot,  adding  to  it  the  lind  of  apples 
cut  extremely  thin ;  for,  thougjh  they  are  fbnd  of 
the  paring,  me  apple  itsdf .  disgusts  them.  These 
however  not  being  a  sufficient  substitute  for  die 
juice  of  summer  herbs,  they  must  at  this  time  be 
supplied  with  water ;  but  so  placed,  that  they  can- 
not overset  it  into  their  beds.  I  must  not  omit,  that 
occasionally  they  are  much  pleased  with  twigs  of 
hawthorn,  and  m  the  common  brier,  eating  even  the 
very  wood  when  it  is  of  considerable  thickness. 

Bess,  I  have  said,  died  young ;  Tiney  Hved  to  be 
nine  years  old,  and  died  at  last,  I  have  reason  to 
think,  of  some  hurt  in  his  loins  by  a  fifl ;  Puss  is 
'still  living,  and  has  just  completed  his  tenth  year, 
discovering  no  signs  of  decay,  nor  even  of  age,  ex- 
cept that  he  is  grown  more  discreet  and  less  frolic- 
some than  he  was.  I  cannot  conclude  without  ob- 
serving^, that  I  have  latdy  introduced  a  dog  to  his 
Bcqiiftintance,  a  spaniel  that  had  never  seen  a  hare 
to  a  hare  that  had  never  seen  a  spanieL  I  did  it 
with  great  caution,  but  there  was  no  real  need  of  it. 
Puss  discovered  no  token  of  fear,  nor  Marquis  the 
least  symptom  of  hostility.    There  is  therefore,  it 
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iSimild  seem,  nc  natuftd  antipaihy  between  dog  and' 
bare,  but  the  puisuit  of  the  one  oocaaons  tlie  flight 
of  the  other,  and  the  dog  pursues  because  he  is 
trained  to  it ;  they  eat  br^  at  the  same  time  out 
of  the  same  hand,  and  are  in  all  respects  sociable 
and  friendly. 

I  should  not  do  complete  justice  to  ray  subject, 
did  I  not  add,  that  thej  have  no  ill  scent  bdonging 
to  them,  that  they  are  ind^Uigably  nice  in  keeping 
themsdves  dean,  for  whidi  uurpoee  nature  has  fur- 
nished them  with  a  brush  unaer  eadi  foot ;  and  that 
they  are  never  infested  by  any  vermin. 

May  28, 1784w 

Memorandum  fiund  among  Mr  Cooper^ »  papers. 

Tuesday,  March  9, 178& 
This  day  died  poor  Puss,  aged  eleven  years  devca 
months.     He  died  between  twdve  and  one  at  nooOt 
of  meve  old  age,  and  apparently  without  pain. 


THE  END. 


Printed  by  OUver  &  Boyd, 
Tweeddale  Court,  High  Street,  Edinburgh. 
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